Google 


This  is  a  digital  copy  of  a  book  that  was  preserved  for  generations  on  library  shelves  before  it  was  carefully  scanned  by  Google  as  part  of  a  project 

to  make  the  world's  books  discoverable  online. 

It  has  survived  long  enough  for  the  copyright  to  expire  and  the  book  to  enter  the  public  domain.  A  public  domain  book  is  one  that  was  never  subject 

to  copyright  or  whose  legal  copyright  term  has  expired.  Whether  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  may  vary  country  to  country.  Public  domain  books 

are  our  gateways  to  the  past,  representing  a  wealth  of  history,  culture  and  knowledge  that's  often  difficult  to  discover. 

Marks,  notations  and  other  maiginalia  present  in  the  original  volume  will  appear  in  this  file  -  a  reminder  of  this  book's  long  journey  from  the 

publisher  to  a  library  and  finally  to  you. 

Usage  guidelines 

Google  is  proud  to  partner  with  libraries  to  digitize  public  domain  materials  and  make  them  widely  accessible.  Public  domain  books  belong  to  the 
public  and  we  are  merely  their  custodians.  Nevertheless,  this  work  is  expensive,  so  in  order  to  keep  providing  tliis  resource,  we  liave  taken  steps  to 
prevent  abuse  by  commercial  parties,  including  placing  technical  restrictions  on  automated  querying. 
We  also  ask  that  you: 

+  Make  non-commercial  use  of  the  files  We  designed  Google  Book  Search  for  use  by  individuals,  and  we  request  that  you  use  these  files  for 
personal,  non-commercial  purposes. 

+  Refrain  fivm  automated  querying  Do  not  send  automated  queries  of  any  sort  to  Google's  system:  If  you  are  conducting  research  on  machine 
translation,  optical  character  recognition  or  other  areas  where  access  to  a  large  amount  of  text  is  helpful,  please  contact  us.  We  encourage  the 
use  of  public  domain  materials  for  these  purposes  and  may  be  able  to  help. 

+  Maintain  attributionTht  GoogXt  "watermark"  you  see  on  each  file  is  essential  for  in  forming  people  about  this  project  and  helping  them  find 
additional  materials  through  Google  Book  Search.  Please  do  not  remove  it. 

+  Keep  it  legal  Whatever  your  use,  remember  that  you  are  responsible  for  ensuring  that  what  you  are  doing  is  legal.  Do  not  assume  that  just 
because  we  believe  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  the  United  States,  that  the  work  is  also  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  other 
countries.  Whether  a  book  is  still  in  copyright  varies  from  country  to  country,  and  we  can't  offer  guidance  on  whether  any  specific  use  of 
any  specific  book  is  allowed.  Please  do  not  assume  that  a  book's  appearance  in  Google  Book  Search  means  it  can  be  used  in  any  manner 
anywhere  in  the  world.  Copyright  infringement  liabili^  can  be  quite  severe. 

About  Google  Book  Search 

Google's  mission  is  to  organize  the  world's  information  and  to  make  it  universally  accessible  and  useful.   Google  Book  Search  helps  readers 
discover  the  world's  books  while  helping  authors  and  publishers  reach  new  audiences.  You  can  search  through  the  full  text  of  this  book  on  the  web 

at|http: //books  .google  .com/I 


3' ,_  - 


^^^■^ 


S770 


'1  •  -  -* 


\ 


THB  PBRSOMAL  HISTORY,  V 

ADVENTURES,  EXPERIENCE,  AND  OBSERVATION 

OF 

DAVID  COPPERFIELD 

I  THE  YOUNGER. 

|i  OF  BLUNDERSTONE  ROOKERY. 

(WHICH  BE  NEVER  MEANT  TO  BE  PUBLIflflED  OM  AlIT  ACCOUNT.) 

BT 

CHARLES  DICKEKS. 

tOPYRIGHT  EDITION, 

{     '  IN    THREE    VOLUMES. 

VOL.  I. 


LEIPZIG 

BERNH.    TAUCHNITZ    JUN. 

1849. 


r 


L 


CONTENTS 

OF 

THE  FIRST  VOLUME. 


0 
\ 


PAOK 

CHAPTER  1.    I  am  born 1 

V  CHAPTER  II.    I  obsenre 11 

'*'  CHAPTER  III.    I  bav«  a  cbaoge 86 

^  CHAPTER  IV.    I  fall  into  disgrace.  .       .  - 66    ^ 

CHAPTER  V.    I  am  sent  away  from  home 81 

V  CHAPTER  VI.    I  enlarge  my  circle  of  acquaintance       ...  105 

,^    CHAPTER  VII.    Vy  ''first  balf "  at  Salem  House  .       .       .       .  115 

CHAPTER  VIII.    Hy  bolidajs.    Especially  one  happy  afternoon.  139 

CHAPTER  IX.    I  have  a  memorable  birthday       ....  15» 

f     CHAPTER  X.    I  become  neglected ,  and  am  provided  for  115 

CHAPTER. XI. ,  I  begin  life  on  my  account,  and  don't  like  H  Spl 
CHAPTEB  XII.    Liking  life  on  my  own  account  no  better,  I  form 

a  great  resolution ^' 

I 


VI 


CHAPTER  XIII.    The  sequel  of  my  resolution       ....  235 

CHAPTER  XIV.    My  aunt  makes  up  her  mind  about  me       .       .  251 

CHAPTER  XV.    I  make  another  beginning 282 

^''        CHAPTER  XVI.    I  am  a  new  boy  in  more  senses  iban  one  .       .  294 


I 
k 


\ 


^ 


THE 

PERSONAL  HISTORY  AND  EXPERIENCE 

OP 

DAVID  COPPERFIELD  THE  YOUNGER. 


CHAPTER  I. 

I  am  born. 

Whetheb  I  shall  turn  oat  to  be  the  hero  of  my  own  life, 
or  -whether  that  station  will  be  held  by  anybody  else,  these 
pages  must  show.  To  begin  my  life  with  the  beginning  of  my 
life,  I  record  that  I  was  bom  (as  I  have  been  informed  and  be- 
lieve) on  a  Friday,  at  twelve  o'clock  at  night.  It  was  remarked 
that  the  clock  began  to  strike,  and  I  began  to  cry,  simulta- 
neotuly. 

In  consideration  of  the  day  and  hour  of  my  birth,  it  was 
declared  by  the  nurse,  and  by  some  sage  women  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood who  had  taken  a  lively  interest  in  me  several  months 
before  there  was  any  possibility  of  our  becoming  personally 
acquainted,  first,  that  I  was  destined  to  be  unlucky  in  life ;  and 
secondly,  that  I  was  privileged  to  see  ghosts  and  spirits ;  both 
these  gifts  inevitably  attaching,  as  they  believed,  to  all  unlucky 
in&nte  of  either  gender,  bom  towards  the  small  hours  on  a 
FrUb^  night. 
BmU  Copperfield.  /.  1 


I  need  say  nothing  here ,  on  the  first  head ,  because  nothing 
can  show  better  than  my  history  whether  tiiat  prediction  was 
verified  or  falsified  by  the  result.  On  the  second  branch  of 
the  question,  I  will  only  remark ,  that  unless  I  ran  through  that 
part  of  my  inheritance  while  I  was  still  a  baby,  I  have  not  come 
into  it  yet.  ButI  do  not  at  all  complain  of  having  been  kept  out 
of  this  property ;  and  if  anybody  else  should  be  in  the  present 
enjoyment  of  it,  he  is  heartily  welcome  to  keep  it. 

I  was  born  with  a  caul,  which  was  advertised  for  sale ,  in 
the  newspapers ,  at  the  low  price  of  fifteen  guineas.    Whether 
sea^going  people  were  short  of  money  about  that  time,  or  were 
short  of  faith  and  preferred  cork-jackets ,  I  don't  know ;    all  I 
know  is,  that  there  was  but  one  solitary  bidding,  and  that  was 
from  an  attorney  connected  with  the  bill-broking  business, 
who  offered  two  pounds  in  cash,  and  the  balance  in  sherry,  but 
declined  to  be  guaranteed  from  drowning  on  any  higher 
bargain.    Consequently  the  advertisement  was  withdrawn  at  a 
d^ad  loss — fbr  as  to  sherry,  my  poor  dear  mother's  own  sherry 
•was  in  the  market  then  —  and  ten  years  afterwards  the  caul 
was  put  up  in  a  raffle  down  in  our  part  of  the  country ,  to  fifty 
members  at  half-a^crown  a  head,  the  winner  to  spend  five 
shillings.    I  was  present  myself,  and  I  remember  to  have  felt 
quite  uncomfortable  and  confused,  at  a  part  of  myself  being 
disposed  of  in  that  way.     The  caul  was  won ,  I  recollect ,  by  an 
old  lady  with  a  hand-ba^et,  who,  very  reluctantly,  produced 
from  it  the  stipulated  five  shillings ,  all  in  halfpence ,  and  two- 
pence halfpenny  short  —  as  it  took  an  immense  time  and  a 
great  waste  of  arithmetic,  to  endeavour  without  any  effect  to 
prove  to  her.    It  is  a  fact  which  will  be  long  remembered  as 
remarkable  down  there,  that  she  waa  never  drowned,  but  died 
triumphantly  in  bed ,  at  ninety-two.    I  have  understood  that  it 
was,  to  the  last,  her  proudest  boast,  that  she  never  had  been 
on  the  water  in  her  life ,  except  upon  a  bridge ;  and  that  over 


-L  1^7! 


^ 


iter  tea  (to  wbich  she  wac  extremely  partial)  she,  to  tlie  last, 
qproaaed  her  indignatioii  at  the  impiety  of  mariners  and 
others,  who  had  the  presamption  to  go  "meandering**  about 
tfie  world.  It  was  in  vain  to  represent  to  her  that  some  con- 
Teniences,  tea  perhaps  included,  resulted  from  this  objection- 
able practioe.  She  always  returned,  with  greater  emphasis 
snd  with  an  instinctive  knowledge  of  the  strength  of  her  ob- 
jection ,  **  Let  us  have  no  meandering.  *' 

Kot  to  meander,  myself,  at  present,  I  will  go  back  to 
mybtrih* 

I  wasbomatBlunderstone,  in  Suffolk,  or^Hhereby,**  as 
they  say  in  Scotland.  I  w%i  a  posthmnous  ehild.  My  father*s 
eyes  had  closed  upon  the  light  of  this  world  sis  monUis ,  when 
mine  opened  on  it.  There  is  something  strange  to  me,  even 
now,  in  the  refieetion  that  he  never  saw  me;  and  something 
staranger  yet  in  the  shadowy  remembrance  that  I  have,  of  my 
first  childish  associations  with  his  white  graye*«tone  in  tlie 
chnrdnyard,  and  of  the  indefinable  compassion  I  used  to  feel 
fbr  it  lying  out  alone  there  in  the  dark  night,  when  our  little 
parionr  was  warm  and  bright  with  fire  and  candle,  and  the 
doors  of  our  house  were  —  almost  cruelly,  it  seemed  to  me 
sometimes  —  bolted  and  locked  against  it. 

An  aunt  of  my  father*9,  and  consequently  a  great-aunt  of 
nunc ,  of  whom  I  shall  bav^ more  to  relate  by  and  by ,  was  the 
prindpal  magnate  of  our  family.  Miss  Trotwood,  or  Miss 
Betsey,  as  my  poormotheralways  called  her,  when  she  suffi- 
ciently overcame  her  dread  of  iAas  formidable  personage  to 
mentioii  her  at  all  (which  wasieldom),  had  been  married  to  a 
husband  younger  than  lierself,  who  was  very  handsome,  except 
in  the  settae  of  the  homely  adage,  "handsome  is,  that  handsome 
does**  —  for  he  was  strongly  suspected  of  having  beaten  M(ss 
r^aod  even  of  hawing  once,  on  a  disputed  question  of  sup- 

l^'jMide  some  hasty  but  determined  arrangements  to  thrr«- 
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her  out  of  a  two  pair  of  stairs*  window.  Tbese  evidences  of  an 
incompatibility  of  temper  induced  Miss  Betsey  to  pay  him  off, 
and  effect  a  separation  by  mutual  consent.  He  went  to  India 
with  his  capital,  and  there,  according  to  a  wild  legend  in  oar 
family,  he  was  once  seen  riding  on  an  elephant,  in  company 
with  a  Baboon ;  but  I  think  it  must  have  been  a  Baboo* —  or  a 
Begum.  Any  how,  from  India  tidings  of  his  death  reached 
home ,  within  ten  years.  How  they  affected  my  aunt,  nobody 
knew;  for  immediately  upon  the  8epartion,8he  took  her  maiden 
name  again ,  bought  a  cottage  in  a  hamlet  on  the  sea-coast  a 
long  way  off,  established  herself  there  as  a  single  woman  with 
one  servant,  and  was  understood  to  live  secluded,  ever  after- 
wards, in  an  inflexible  retirement. 

My  father  had  once  been  a  favourite  of  hers ,  I  believe ;  but 
she  was  mortally  affronted  by  his  marriage,  on  the  ground  that 
my  mother  was  "  a  wax  doll.**  She  had  never  seen  my  mother, 
but  she  knew  her  to  be  not  yet  twenty.  My  father  and  Miss 
Betsey  never  met  agsdn.  He  was  double  my  mother's  age 
when  he  married ,  and  of  but  a  delicate  constitution.  He  died 
a  year  afterwards,  and,  as  I  have  said,  six  months  before  I 
came  into  the  world. 

This  was-  the  state  of  matters,  on  the  afternoon  of,  what  / 
may  be  excused  for  calling,  that  eventful  and  important 
Friday.  I  can  make  no  claim  therefore  to  have  known ,  at  that 
time,  how  matters  stood;  or  to  have  any  remembrance, 
founded  on  the  evidence  of  my  own  senses,  of  what  follows. 

My  mother  was  sitting  by  the  fire,  but  poorly  in  health,  and 
very  low  in  spirits, looking  at  it  through  her  tears,  and  despond- 
ing heavily  about  herself  and  the  fatherless  little  stranger,  who 
was  already  welcomed  by  some  grosses  of  prophetic  pins ,  in  a 
drawer  up-stairs ,  to  a  world  not  at  all  excited  on  the  subject  of 
his  arrival;  my  mother,  I  say,  was  sitting  by  the  fire,  that 
bright,  windy  March  afternoon ,  very  timid  and  sad,  and  very 
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doobtfal  of  ever  coming  aliye  oat  of  the  trial  that  was  before 
her,  when,  lifting  her  eyes  as  she  dried  them,  to  the  window 
opposite,  she  saw  a  strange  ladj  coming  ap  the  garden. 

My  mother  had  a  sore  foreboding  at  the  second  glance, 
that  it  was  Miss  Betsejr.  The  setting  sun  was  glowing  on  the 
strange  lady,  over  the  garden-fence ,  and  she  came  walking  up 
to  the  door  with  a  fell  rigidity  of  figure  and  composure  of 
countenance  that  could  have  belonged  to  nobody  else. 

When  she  reached  the  house,  she  gave  another  proof  of  her 
identity.  My  father  had  oflen  hinted  that  she  seldom  con- 
ducted herself  like  any  ordinary  Christian ;  and  now,  instead 
of  ringing  the  bell,  she  came  and  looked  in  at  that  identical 
window,  pressing  the  end  of  her  nose  against  the  glass  to  that 
extent,  that  my  poor  dear  mother  used  to  say  it  became  per- 
fectly flat  and  white  in  a  moment. 

She  gave  my  mother  such  a  turn,  that  I  have  always  been 
conrinced  I  am  indebted  to  Miss  Betsey  for  having  been  bom 
on  a  Friday.  ^ 

My  mother  had  left  her  chair  in  her  agitation,  and  gone 
behind  it  in  the  comer.  Miss  Betsey,  looking  round  the  room, 
slowly  and  inquiringly,  began  on  the  other  side,  and  carried 
her  eyes  on,  like  a  Saracen's  Head  in  a  Dutch  clock ,  until  they 
reached  my  mother.  Then  she  made  a  frown  and  a  gesture  to 
my  mother,  like  one  who  was  accustomed  to  be  obeyed,  to 
come  and  open  the  door.    My  mother  went. 

^Mrs.  David  Copperfield ,  I  think, **  said  Miss  Betsey;  the 
emphasis  referring,  perhaps,  to  my  mother's  mourning  weeds 
and  her  condition. 

"  Yes , "  said  my  mother ,  faintly. 

*'Mi9i  Trotwood,'*  said  the  visitor.  '*You  havd^eard  of 
lieK^I dare  say?'* 
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My  mother  answered  she  had  had  that  pleasure.  And  she 
had  a  disagreeable  consciousness  of  not  appearing  to  imply 
that  it  had  been  an  overpowering  pleasure. 

"Now  you  see  her,"  said  Miss  Betsey.  My  mother  bent 
her  head ,  and  begged  her  to  walk  in. 

They  went  into  the  parlour  my  mother  had  come  from,  the 
fire  in  the  best  room  on  the  other  side  of  the  passage  not  being 
lighted  —  not  having  been  lighted,  indeed,  since  my  father's 
funeral;  and  when  they  were  both  seated,  and  Miss  Betsey 
said  nothing,  my  mother,  after  vainly  trying  to  restrain  her- 
self,  began  to  cry. 

"  Oh  tut ,  tut ,  tut  1 "  said  Miss  Betsey ,  in  a  hurry.  "  Don't 
do  that  1    Come ,  come  I  '* 

My  mother  couldn't  help  it  notwithstanding,  so  she  cried 
until  she  had  had  her  cry  out. 

''Take  off  your  cap,  child, "  said  Miss  Betsey,  "and  let  me 
ice  you. " 

My  mother  was  too  much  afraid  of  her  to  refuse  compliance 
with  this  odd  request,  if  she  had  any  disposition  to  do  so. 
Therefore  she  did  as  she  was  told,  and  did  it  witJisuch  ner- 
vous hands  that  her  hair  (which  was  luxuriant  and  beautiful) 
fell  all  about  her  face. 

"Why,  bless  my  heart!"  exclaimed  Miss  Betsey. "  "You 
are  a  very  Baby  1"     * 

My  mother  was,  no  doubt,  unusually  youthful  in  appearance 
even  for  her  years ;  she  hung  her  head ,  as  if  it  were  her  fault, 
poor  thing,  and  said,  sobbing,  that  indeed  she  was  afraid  she 
was  but  a  childish  widow,  and  would  be  but  a  childish  mother 
if  she  lived.  In  a  short  pause  which  ensued,  she  had  a  fancy 
that  she  felt  Miss  Betsey  touch  her  hair,  and  that  with  no  un- 
gentle hand ;  but,  looking  at  her,  in  her  timid  hope,  she  found 
that  lady  sitting  with  the  skirt  of  her  dress  tucked  up,  her 
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hinds  folded  on  one  knee,  and  her  feet  upon  the  fender, 
frowning  at  the  fire. 

"Ih  the  name  of  Heaven /'  ssdd  Miss  Betsey,  suddenly, 
"why  Rookery?" 

"Do  you  mean  the  house,  Ma*am?  **  asked  my  mother. 

"Why  Rookery?"  said  idiBs  Betsey.  "Cookery  would 
have  been  more  to  the  purpose,  if  you  had  had  any  practical 
ideas  of  life,  either  of  you." 

"The  name  was  Mr,  Copperfield's  choice,"  returned  my 
mother.  "When  he  bought  the  house,  he  liked  to  think  that 
the'Vere  rooks  about  it. " 

The  evening  wind  made  such  a  disturbance  just  now, 
among  some  tall  old  elm<-trees  at  the  bottom  of  the  garden, 
that  neither  my  mother  nor  Miss  Betsey  could  forbear  glan* 
dng  that  way.  As  the  elms  bent  to  one  another,  like  giants 
who  were  whispering  secrets,  and  after  a  few  seconds  of  such 
repose,  fell  into  a  violent  flurry,  tossing  their  wild  arms  about, 
as  if  Iheir  late  confidences  were  really  too  wicked  for  their 
peace  of  mind,  some  we6ther^beaten  ragged  old  rooks'-nests, 
burdening  their  higher  branches,  swung  like  wrecks  upon  a 
stormy  sea. 

"  Where  are  the  birds  ?  "  asked  Miss  Betsey. 

"The — ?"  My  mother  had  been  thinking  of  somethmg 
else. 

"The  rooks  —  what  has  become  of  them?"  asked  Miss 
Betsey. 

"There  have  not  been  any  since  we  have  lived  here ,"  said 
toy  mother.  "We  thought  —  Mr.  Copperfield  thought —  it 
was  quite  a  large  rookery;  but  the  nests  were  very  old  ones, 
atkd  the  birds  have  deserted  them  a  long  while." 

**  David  Copperfield  all  over  I "  said  Miss  Betsey.  "  David 
Co|^»erfield  from  head  to  foot!    Calls  a  house  a  rookery  when 
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ihere^*8  not  ft  rook  near  it,  and  takes  the  birds  on  trust,  be- 
cause he  sees  the  nests  I  ** 


'*Mr.  Copperfield,**  returned  my  mother,  '4s  dea^,  and 
if  you  dare  to  speak  unkindly  of  him  to  me  — '* 

My  poor  dear  mother,  I  suppose,  had  some  momentary 
intention  of  committing  an  assault  and  battery  upon  my  aunt, 
who  could  easily  have  settled  her  with  one  hand,  even  if  my 
mother  had  been  in  far  better  training  for  such  an  encounter 
than  she  was  that  evening.  But  it  passed  with  the  action  of 
rising  from  her  chair;  and  she  sat  down  again  very  meekly, 
and  fainted. 

When  she  came  to  herself,  or  when  Miss  Betsey  had  re- 
stored her,  whichever  it  was,  she  found  the  latter  standing 
at  the  window.  The  twilight  was  by  this  time  shading  down 
into  darkness;  and  dimly  as  they  saw  each  other,  they  could 
not  have  done  that  without  the  aid  of  the  fire. 

''Well?"  said  Miss  Betsey,  coming  back  to  her  chair,  as 
if  she  had  only  been  taking  a  casual  look  at  the  prospect; 
"and  when  do  you  expect  — *' 

"I  am  all  in  a  tremble,**  faltered  my  mother.  "1  don*t 
know  what  *s  the  matter.    I  shall  die,  I  am  sure !  ** 

"No,  no,  no,"  said  Miss  Betsey.    "Have  some  tea." 

"Oh  dear  me,  dear  me,  do  you  think  it  will  do  me  any 
good?  "  cried  my  mother  in  a  helpless  manner. 

"  Of  course  it  will,**  said  Miss  Betsey.  "It  *s  nothing  but 
fancy.    What  do  you  call  your  girl?  *' 

" I  don*t  know  that  it  will  be  a  girl,  yet,  Ma*am,*'  said  my 
mother  innocently. 

"Bless  the  Baby!**  exclaimed  Miss  Betsey,  unconsciously 
quoting  the  second  sentiment  of  the  pincushion  in  the  drawer 
up-stairs,  but  applying  it  to  my  mother  instead  of  me,  "I 
don* t  mean  that.    I  mean  your  servant-girl.*  * 

"JPeggotty,**  said  my  mother. 
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^'Peggotty!  repeated  Miss  Betsey,  with  some  indigna- 
tioB.  ''Do  you  mean  to  say,  child,  that  any  human  being 
bas  gone  into  a  Christian  church,  and  got  herself  named 
Peggotty?" 

"It's  her  surname,'*  said  my  mother,  faintly.  ''Mr.  Cop- 
perfield  called  her  by  it,  because  her  Christian  name  was  the 
same  as  mine." 

"Here!  Peggottyl"  cried  Miss  Betsey,  opening  the  par- 
lour-door. "Tea.  Your  mistress  is  a  little  unwell.  Don't 
dawdle." 

Haying  issued  this  mandate  with  as  much  potentiality  as 
if  she  had  been  a  recognised  authority  in  the  house  ever  since 
it  had  been  a  house,  and  having  looked  out  to  confront  the 
amazed  Peggotty  coming  along  the  passage  with  a  candle  at 
the  sound  of  a  strange  voice.  Miss  Betsey  shut  the  door  again, 
and  sat  down  as  befpre:  with  her  feet  on  the  fender,  the  skirt 
of  her  diiess  tucked  up,  and  her  hands  folded  on  one  knee. 

"You  were  speaking  about  its  being  a  ^irl,"  said  Miss 
Betsey.  '*I  have  no  doubt  it  will  be  a  girl.  I  have  a  pre- 
sentiment that  it  must  be  a  girl.  Now  child,  from  the  moment 
of  the  birth  of  this  giri  — " 

"Perhaps  boy,"  my  mother  took  the  liberty  of  put- 
ting in. 

"I  tell  you  I  have  a  presentiment  that  it  must  be  a  girl," ' 
returned  Miss  Betsey.  "Don't  contradict.  From  the  moment 
of  this  girl's  birth,  child,  I  intend  to  be  her  friend.  I  in- 
tend to  be  her  godmother,  and  I  beg  you  '11  call  her  Betsey 
Trotwood  Copperfield.  There  must  be  no  mistakes  in  life 
with  tki$  Betsey  Trotwood.  There  must  be  no  trifling  with 
her  affections,  poor  dear.  She  must  be  well  brought  up, 
and  well  guarded  from  reposing  any  foolish  confidences  where 
they  are  not  deserved.    I  must  make  that  my  care.' 
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There  wa«  a  twitch  of  Miss  Betsey's  head,  after  each  of 
these  sentences,  as  if  her  own  old  wrongs  were  working 
within  her,  and  she  repressed  anj  plainer  reference  to  them 
hj  strong  constraint.  So  my  mother  saspected,  at  least,  as 
she  obserred  her  by  tiie  low  glimmer  of  the  fire :  too  much 
•cared  by  Miss  Betsey,  too  uneasy  in  herself,  and  too  subdued 
and  bewildered  altogether,  to  observe  anything  yery  clearly, 
or  to  know  what  to  say. 

**  And  was  David  good  to  yon,  child?'*  asked  Miss  Betsey, 
when  she  had  been  silent  for  a  little  while,  and  these  motion^ 
of  her  head  had  gradually  ceased.  "Were  you  comfortable 
together?" 

"We  were  very  happy,"  said  my  mother.  "Mr.  Copper- 
i  field  was  only  too  good  to  me." 

"\Vhat,  he  spoilt  you,  I  suppose?"  returned  Miss  Betsey. 

"For  being  quite  alone  and  dependent  on  myself  in  this 
rough  world  again,  yes,  I  fear  he  did  indeed,"  sobbed  my 
mother. 

»  

"Weill  Don't  cry  I"  said  Miss  Betsey.  "You  were  not 
equally  matched,  child  —  if  any  two  people  can  be  equally 
'  matched  —  and  so  I  asked  the  question.  You  were  an  orphan, 
weren't  you?" 

"Yes." 

"  And  a  governess  ?  " 

"I  was  nursery-governess  in  a  family  where  Mr.  Cop- 
perfield  came  to  visit.  Mr.  Copperfield  was  very  kind  to 
me,  and  took  a  great  deal  of  notice  of  me,  and  paid  me 
a  good  deal  of  attention,  and  at  last  proposed  to  me.  And 
I  accepted  him.  And  so  we  were  married,"  said  my  mother 
simply.  -^ 

"Hal  poor  Baby!"  mused  Miss  Betsey,  with  her  frown 
still  bent  upon  the  fire.    "Do  you  know  anything?" 

"I  beg  your  pardon.  Ma'am,"  faltered  my  mother. 
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''About  keeping  home,  for  instanee/*  said  Mibs  Betsey. 

"Not  much,  I  fear/'  returned  my  mother.  "Not  so 
ntncb  aa  I  covld  wish.  But  Mr.  Copperfield  was  teaching 
mc— •• 

("Mueh  he  knew  about  it  himself  1  ** )  said  Miss  Betsey  in 
a  parenthesis.  -^  *^  And  I  hope  I  should  have  improved ,  being 
very  anxious  to  learn,  and  he  very  patient  to  teach,  if  the 
great  misfortune  of  his  death**  —  my  mother  broke  down 
again  here,  and  could  get  no  &rther. 

"WeU,  welll"  said  Miss  Betsey. 

—  "I  kept  my  housekeeping-book  regularly,  and  balanced 
It  with  Mr.  Copperfield  every  night,"  cried  my  mother  in 
aaodier  burst  of  distress,  and  brealdng  down  again. 

"Wen,  well!'*  said  Miss  Betsey.    "Don't  cry  any  more.** 

—  "And  I  am  sure  we  never  had  a  word  of  difference 
respecting  it,  except  when  Mr.  Copperfield  objected  to  my 
threes  and  fives  being  too  much  like  each  other,  or  to  my 
putdng  curly  tails  to  my  sevens  and  nines,"  resumed  my 
mother  in  another  burst,  and  breaking  down  again. 

"You  *n  make  yourself  ill,*'  said  Miss  Betsey,  "and  you 
know  that  will  not  be  good  either  for  you  or  for  my  god- 
daughter.   Come  I   You  mustn't  do  it  1 " 

This  argument  had  some  share  in  quieting  my  mother, 
though  her  increasing  indisposition  perhaps  had  a  larger  one. 
There  was  an  interval  of  silence,  only  broken  by  Miss  Betsey^'s 
occasionally  ejaculAting  "Hal  *'  as  she  spt  with  her  feet  upon 
the  fender. 

"David  had  bought  an  annuity  for  himself  with  his 
money,  I  knew,"  said  she,  by  and  by.  "What  did  he  do 
for  you?*' 

"Mr.  Copperfield,*''  said  my  mother,  answering  with  some 
difficulty,  "was  so  considerate  and  good  as  to  secure  there* 
vernon  of  a  part  of  it  to  me." 
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**  How  much  ?  '*  asked  AGss  Betee^. 

*'  A  hundred  and  five  pounds  a  jear/'  said  my  mother. 

'*He  might  have  done  worse,**  said  my  aunt. 

The  word  was  appropriate  to  the  moment.  My  mother 
was  so  much  worse  that  Peggotty,  coming  in  with  the  tea- 
board  and  candles,  and  seeing  at  a  glance  how  ill  she  was,  — 
as  Miss  Betsey  might  have  done  sooner  if  there  had  been 
light  enough,  —  conveyed  her  up-stairs  to  her  own  room 
with  all  speed;  and  immediately  dispatched \Ham  Peggotty, 
her  nephew,  who  had  been  for  some  days  past  secreted  in 
the  house,  unknown  to  my  mother,  as  a  special  messenger 
in  case  of  emergency,  to  fetch  the  nurse  and  doctor. 

Those  allied  powers  were  considerably  astonished,  when 
they  arrived  within  a  few  minutes  of  each  other,  to  find  an 
unknown  lady  of  portentous  appearance,  sitting  before  the 
«  fire,  with  her  bonnet  tied  over  her  left  arm,  stopping  her 
ears  with  jewellers*  cotton.  Peggotty  knowing  nothing  about 
her,  and  my  mother  saying  nothing  about  her,  she  was  quite 
a  mystery  in  the  parlour;  and  the  fact  of  her  having  a  ma- 
gazine of  jewellers'  cotton  in  her  pocket,  and  sticking  the 
article  in  her  ears  in  that  way,  did  not  detract  from  the 
solemnity  of  her  presence. 

The  doctor  having  been  up-stairs  and  come  down  again, 
and  having  satisfied  himself,  I  suppose,  that  there  was  a 
probability  of  this  unknown  lady  and  himself  having  to  sit 
there,  face  to  face,  for  some  hours ^  laid  himself  out  to  be 
polite  and  social.  He  was  the  meekest  of  his  sex,  the  mildest 
of  little  men.  He  sidled  in  and  out  of  a  room,  to  take  up  the 
less  space.  He  walked  as  softly  as  the  Ghost  in  Hamlet,  and 
more  slowly.  He  carried  his  head  on  one  side,  partly  in 
modest  depreciation  of  himself,  partly  in  modest  propitiation 
of  everybody  else.  It  is  nothing  to  say  that  he  hadn't  a  word 
to  throw  at  a  dog.    He  couldn't  have  thrown  a  word  at  a 
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oud  dog.  He  might  have  offered  him  one  gently,  or  half 
a  one,  or  a  fragment  of  one;  for  he  spoke  aa  slowlj  as 
he  walked;  bat  he  wouldn't  have  been  mde  to  him,  and 
be  couldn't  have  been  qaick  with  him,  for  any  earthly  con- 
sideration. 

Mr.  Chillip,  looking  mildly  at  my  aunt,  with  his  head  on 
one  side ,  and  making  her  a  little  bow,  said ,  in  allusion  to  the 
jewellers'  cotton,  as  he  softly  touched  his  left  ear: 

"Some  local  irritation.  Ma'am?" 

**What!"  replied  my  aunt,  pulling  the  cotton  out  of  one 
esr  Kke  a  cork.  > 

Mr.  Chillip  was  so  alarmed  by  her  abruptness  —  as  he  told 
my  mother  afterwards  —  that  it  was  a  mercy  he  didn't  lose  his 
presence  of  mind.    But  he  repeated,  sweetly : 

"  Some  local  irritation.  Ma'am?" 

"Nonsense!"  replied  my  aunt,  and  corked  herself  again, 
at  one  blow. 

Mr.  Chillip  could  do  nothing  after  this,  but  sit  and  look 
at  her  feebly,  as  she  sat  and  looked  at  the  fire,  until  he  was 
called  np-stairs  again.  After  some  quarter  of  an  hour's  ab- 
sence, he  returned. 

"Well?"  said  my  aunt,  taking  the  cotton  out  of  the  ear 
nearest  to  him. 

"Well,  Ma'am,"  returned  Mr.  Chillip,  "we  are  —  we  are 
progressing  slowly,  Ma'am." 

"Ba — a— ahl"  said  my  aunt,  with  a  perfect  shake  on  the 
contemptuous  interjection.    And  corked  herself,  as  before. 

Really  —  really  —  as  Mr.  Chillip  told  my  mother,  he  was 
almost  shocked;  speaking- in  a  professional  point  of  view 
alone,  he  was  almost  shocked.  But  he  sat  and  looked  at  her, 
notwithstanding,  for  nearly  two  hours,  as  she  sat  looking  at 
the  fire,  until  he  was  again  called  out.  After  another  ab- 
saiiee,  he-again  returned. 
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"  Well?  "  said  my  annt,  taking  oat  the  cotton  on  that  side 
again. 

"Well,  Ma'am/'  returned  Mr.  Chillip,  "we  are  —  we  are 
progressing  slowly,  Ma*am." 

"Ya — a — ah!  **  said  my  aunt.  With  such  a  snarl  at  hhn, 
that  Mr.  Chillip  absolutely  could  not  bear  it.  It  was  really 
calculated  to  break  his  spirit,  he  said  afterwards.  He  pre- 
ferred to  go  and  sit  upon  the  stairs ,  in  the  dark  and  a  strong 
draught,  until  he  was  again  sent  for. 

Ham  Peggotty,  who  went  to  the  national  school ,  and  was 
a  very  dragon  at  his  catechism,  and  who  may  therefore  be 
regarded  as  a  credible  witness,  reported  next  day,  that 
happening  to  peep  in  at  the  parlour-door  an  hour  aifter  this, 
he  was  instantly  descried  by  Miss  Betsey,  then  walking  to 
and  fro  in  a  state  of  agitation,  and  pounced  upon  before  he 
could  make  his  escape.  That  there  were  now  occasional 
sounds  of  feet  and  voices  overhead  which  he  inferred  the 
cotton  did  not  exclude,  from  the  circumstance  of  his  evidently 
being  clutched  by  the  lady  as  a  victim  on  whom  to  expend 
her  superabundant  agitation  when  the  sounds  were  loudest. 
That,  marching  him  constantly  up  and  down  by  the  collar 
(as  if  he  had  been  taking  too  much  laudanum),  she,  at  those 
times,  shook  him,  rumpled  his  hair,  made  light  of  his  linen, 
stopped  his  ears  as  if  she  confounded  them  with  her  own ,  and 
otherwise  touzled  and  maltreated  him.  This  was  in  part 
confirmed  by  his  aunt,  who  saw  him  at  half-past  twelve 
o'clock,  soon  after  his  release,  and  affirmed  that  he  was  then 
as  red  as  I  was. 

The  mild  Mr.  Chillip  could  not  possibly  bear  malice  at 
such  a  time,  if  at  any  time.  He  sidled  into  the  parlour  as  soon 
as  he  was  at  liberty,  and  said  to  my  aunt  in  his  meekest 
manner : 

"  Well,  Ma'am,  I  am  happy  to  congratuhite  you*^ 
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''Whatapon?"  said  my  aunt,  sharply. 

Mr.  Chillip  waa  fluttered  again,  by  tlie  extreme  severity  of 
my  wuit*a  manner;  so  be  made  her  a  little  bow  and  gave  ber  a 
little  smile,  to  mollify  ber. 

^ Mercy  on  the  man,  what's  be  doing  1'*  cried  my  annt, 
impatienay.    *' Can 'the speak?" 

«•  Be  calm,  my  dear  Ma'am,**  said  Mr.  Chillip,  in  his  soft- 
est accents.  **  There  is  no  longer  any  occasion  for  uneasiness, 
Ma'am.    Be  calm.** 

It  has  since  been  considered  almost  a  miracle  that  my  aunt 
didn't  shake  him,  and  shake  what  he  had  to  say,  out  of  him. 
She  only  shook  her  own  head  at  him ,  but  in  a  way  that  made 
him  quaQ. 

«<  Well,  Ma*am,*'  resumed  Mr.  Chillip,  as  soon  as  he  had 
cooraice,  ''I  am  happy  to  congratulate  you.  All  is  now  over. 
Ma'am,  and  well  over." 

During  the  five  minutes  or  so  that  Mr.  Chillip  devoted  to 
the  delivery  of  this  oration ,  my  aunt  eyed  him  narrowly. 

**How  is  she?*'  said  my  aunt,  folding  her  arms  with  her 
bonnet  still  tied  on  one  of  them. 

*' Well,Ma*am,  she  will  soon  be  quite  comfortable,  I  hope," 
retomed  Mr.  Chillip.  "  Quite  as  comfortable  as  we  can  expect 
a  young  mother  to  be,  under  these  melancholy  domestic 
circumstances.  There  cannot  be  any  objection  to  your  seeing 
her  presently,  Ma*am.    It  may  do  her  good." 

**Aad she*    How  is  sheT^*  said  my  aunt,  sharply. 

Mr.  Chillip  laid  his  head  a  little  more  on  one  side,  and 
looked  at  my  aunt  like  an  amiable  bird. 

"Thebaby,"  saidmyaunt.    "Howisshe?" 

'* Ma'am,"  returned  Mr.  Chillip,  '*I  apprehended  you  had 
known*    It  *b  a  boy." 

My  aunt  said  never  a  word,  but  took  her  bonnet  by  the 
strings >  in  the  manner  of  a  sling,  aimed  a  blow  at  Mr  Chil- 
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lip's  head  with  it,  put  it  on  bent,  walked  out,  and  never  came 
back.  She  vanished  like  a  discontented  fairy ;  or  like  one  of 
those  supematoral  beings ,  whom  it  was  popularly  supposed  I 
was  entitled  to  see;  and  never  came  back  any  more. 

No.  I  lay  in  my  basket,  and  my  mother  lay  in  her  bed; 
but  Betsey  Trotwood  Copperfield  was  for  ever  in  the  land  of 
dreams  and  shadows,'  the  tremendous  region  whence  I  had  so 
lately  travelled ;  and  the  light  upon  the  window  of  our  room 
shone  out  upon  the  earthly  bourne  of  all  such  travellers,  and 
the  mound  above  the  ashes  and  the  dust  that  once  was  he, 
without  whom  I  had  never  been. 
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CHAPTER  n. 

I  observe. 

Thb  first  objects  that  assume  a  distiiict  presence  before 
me,  ae  I  look  far  back,  into  the  blank  of  my  infancy,  are  my 
mother  with  her  pretty  Hair  and  youthful  shape,  and  Feggotty 
vith  no  shape  at  all ,  and  eyes  so  dark  that  they  seemed  to 
darken  their  whole  neighbourhood  in  her  faoc,  and  chrfsks 
and  arms  so  hard  and  red  that  I  wondered  the  birds  didn't 
peek  her  in  preference  to  apples* 

I  beliere  I  can  remember  these  two  at  a  little  distance  apart, 
dwarfed  to  my  sight  by  stooping  down  or  kneeling  on  tho 
floor,  and  I  going  unsteadily  from  tbe  one  to  the  other.  I  have 
an  impression  on  my  mind  which  I  cannot  distinguish  from 
aetuid  remembrance,  of  the  touch  of  Feggotty^s  fore*fingcr 
as  she  used  to  hold  it  out  to  me,  and  of  its  being  roughened 
by  needlework,  like  a  pocket  nutmeg-grater. 

This  may  be  fancy,  Uiough  I  think  the  memory  of  most  of 
us  can  go  farther  back  into  such  times  than  many  of  us  sup- 
pose; just  as  I  beiieve  the  power  of  observation  in  numbers  of 
very  young  children  to  be  quite  wonderful  for  its  closeness 
and  acGuraey.  Indeed,  I  think  that  most  grown  men  who 
are  remarkable  in  this  respect,  may  with  greater  propriety  bo 
said  not  to  have  lost  the  faculty,  than  to  have  acquired  it;  the 
rather,  as  I  generally  observe  such  men  to  retain  a  certain 
freshness,  and  gentleness ,  and  capacity  of  being  pleased, 
which  are  also  an  inheritaaqe  they  have  preserved  from  their 
ehSdhood. 

I  xnight  have  a  misgiving  that  I  am  *' meandering"  in  stop- 
ping to  say  this,  but  that  it  brings  me  to  remark  that  I  builrl 
Dnid  CopperfitU,  /.  ^ 
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these  conclasions,  in  part  upon  my  own  experience  of  myself; 
and  if  it  should  appear  from  anything  I  may  set  down  in  this 

.  narrative  that  I  was  a  child  of  close  observation,  or  that  as  a 
man  I  have  a  strong  memory  of  my  childhood ,  I  undoubtedly 
lay  claim  to  both  of  these  characteristics. 

Looking  back,  as  I  was  saying,  into  the  blank  of  my  in- 
fancy, the  first  objects  I  can  remember  as  standing  out  by 
themselves  from  a  confusion  of  things ,  are  my  mother  and 
Peggotty.    What  else  do  I  remember?    Let  me  see. 

^1^  There  comes  out  of  the  cloud,  our  house  —  not  new  to 

I  me,  but  quite  familiar,  in  its  earliest  remembrance.  On  the 
ground-floor  is  Peggotty^s  kitchen,  opening  into  a  back  yard ; 
with  a  pigeon-house  on  a  pole,  in  the  centre,  without  any 
pigeons  in  it;  a  great  dog-kennel  in  a  comer,  without  any 
dog ;  and  a  quantity  of  fowls  that  look  terribly  tall  to  me, 
walking  about^  in  a  menacing  and  ferocious  manner.  There 
is  one  cock  who  gets  upon  a  post  to  crow,  and  seems  to  take 
particular  notice  of  me  as  I  look  at  him  through  the  kitchen- 
window,  who  makes  me  shiver,  he  is  so  fierce.  Of  tlie  geese 
outside  the  side-gate  who  come  waddling  after  me  with  their 

•  long  necks  stretched  out  when  I  go  that  way,  I  dream  at. 
night:  as  a  man  environed  by  wild  beasts  might  dream  of 
lions. 

Here  is  a  long  passage  —  what  an  enormous  perspective  I 
make  of  it!  —  leading  from  Peggotty's  kitchen  to  the  front- 
door. A  dark  store-room  opens  out  of  it,  and  that  is  a  place 
to  be  run  past  at  night;  for  I  don*t  know  what  may  be  among 
those  tubs  and  jars  and  old  tea-chests,  when  there  is  nobody 
in  there  with  a  dimly-burning  light,  letting  a  mouldy  air  come 
out  at  the  door,  in  which  there  is  the  smell  of  soap,  pickles, 
pepper,  candles,  and  coffee,  all  at  one  whiff.  Then  there 
are  the  two  parlours :  the  parlour  in  which  we  sit  of  an  evening, 
my  mother  and  I  and  Peggotty ^b-«  for  Peggotty  is  quite  our 


«    / 


19 


companion,  when  her  work  is  done  and  we  are  alone -r*  ftn^ 
the  best  parlour  where  we  sit  on  a  Sunday ;  grandly,  but  not  so 
comfortably.  There  is  something  of  a  doleful  air  about  that 
room  to  me,  for  Peggotty  has  told  me  —  Idon*t  know  when, 
bat  apparently  ages  ago  —  about  my  father's  funeral,  and  the 
company  having  their  black  cloaks  put  on.  One  Sunday  night 
my  mother  read|  to  Peggotty  and  me  in  there,  how  Lazarus 
was  raised  up  from  the  dead.  And  I  am  so  frightened  that 
they  are  afterwards  obliged  to  take  me  out  of  bed,  and  show  - 
me  the  quiet  churchyard  out  of  the  bed-room  window,  with 
the  dead  all  lying  in  their  graves  at  rest,  below  the  solemn 
moon. 

There  is  nothing  half  so  green  that  I  know  anywhere,  as 
the  grass  of  that  churchyard ;  nothing  half  so  shady  as  its 
trees ;  nothing  half  so  quiet  as  its  tombstones.  The  sheep  are ' 
feeding  there,  when  I  kneel  up,  early  in  the  morning,  in  my 
little  bed  in  a  closet  within  my  mother's  room,  to  look  out  at 
it;  and  I  see  the  red  light  shining  on  the  sun-dial,  and  thiiik 
within  myself ,  *' Is  the  sun-dial  glad,  I  wonder,  that  it  can  tell 
the  time  again  ?• 

Here  is  our  pew  in  the  church.  What  a  high-backed  pew ! 
With  a  window  near  it,  out  of  which  our  house  can  be  seen, 
and  is  tfcen  many  times  during  the  morning's  service,  by 
Peggotty ,  who  likes  to  make  herself  as  sure  as  she  can  that 
it  *s  not  being  robbed,  or  is  not  in  flames.  But  though  Peg- 
gotty's  eye  wanders ,  she  is  much  offended  if  mine  does ,  and 
firowns  to  me,  as  I  stand  upon  the  scat,  that  I  am  to  look  at 
the  clergyman.  But  I  can't  always  look  at  him  —  I  know  him 
without  that  white  thing  on,  and  I  am  afraid  of  his  wondering 
why  I  stare  so,  and  perhaps  stopping  the  service  to  inquire  — 
and  what  am  I  to  do?  It 's  a  dreadful  thing  to  gape,  but  I 
must  do  something.  I  look  at  my  mother,  but  she  pretends 
Bot  to  see  me.    I  look  al  a  boy  in  the  dsle,  and  he  make^ 
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faces  at  me.  I  look  at  the  sunlight  coming  in  at  the  open  door 
through  the  porch,  and  there  I  see  a  stray  sheep  —  I  don't 
mean  a  sinner,  but  mutton  —  half  making  up  his  mind  to  come 
into  the  church.  I  feel  that  if  I  looked  at  him  any  longer, 
I  might  be  tempted  to  say  something  out  loud;  and  what  would 
become  of  me  then  I  I  look  up  at  the  monumental  tablets  on 
the  wall,  and  try  to  think  of  Mr.  Bodgers  late  of  this  parish, 
and  what  the  feelings  of  Mrs.  Bodgers  must  haye  been ,  when 
affliction  sore,  long,  time  Mr.  Bodgers  bore,  and  physicians 
were  in  yain.  I  wonder  whether  they  called  in  Mr.  Chillip, 
and  he  wa^  in  vain;  and  if  so,  how  he  likes  to  be  reminded  of 
it  once  a  week.  I  look  from  Mr.  Chillip,  in  his  Sunday  neck- 
cloth, to  the  pulpit;  and  think  what  a  good  place  it  would  be 
to  play  in,  and  what  a  casde  it  would  make,  with  another  boy 
coming  up  the  stairs  to  attack- it,  and  haying  the  velvet  cushion 
with  the  tassels  thrown  down  on  his  head.  In  time  my  eyes 
gradually  Aiut  up;  and,  from  seeming  to  hear  the  clergyman 
l||p|^**f  a  drowsy  song  in  the  heat,  I  hear  nothing,  until  I  fall 
off  the  seat  with  a  crash,  and  am  taken  out,  more  dead  than 
alive,  by  Feggotty. 

And  now  I  see  the  oujtside  of  our  house,  with  the  latticed 
bedroom-windows  standing  open  to  let  in  the  sweet-smellii^g 
air,  and  the  ragged  old  rooks'-nests  still  dangling  in  the  elm- 
trees  at  the  bottom  of  the  front  garden.  Now  I  am  in  the 
garden  at  the  back,  beyond  the  yard  where  the  empty  pigeon- 
house  and  dog-kennel  are  —  a  very  preserve  of  butterflies,  as 
I  remember  it,  with  a  high  fence,  and  a  gate  and  padlock; 
where  the  fruit  clusters  on  the  trees,  riper  and  richer  than 
fruit  has  ever  been  since,  in  any  other  garden ,  and  where  my 
mother  gathers  some  in  a  basket,  while  I  stand  by,  bolting 
furtive  gooseberries,  and  trying  to  look  unmoved.  A  great 
wind  rises,  and  the  summer  is  gone  in  a  moment.  We  arc 
playing  in  the  winter  twilight,  dancing  about  the  parlour.  When 
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my  mother  is  oirt  of  breath  and  rests  herself  in  an  elbow-chair, 
I  watch  her  wtncKng  her  bri^t  curls  round  her  fingers,  and 
straitening  her  waist,  and  nobody  knows  better  lihan  I  do  that 
she  likes  to  look  so  weM,  and  is  proud  ofheing  so  pretty.  j 

That  is  Among^y  very  earliest  impressions.  That,  and 
a  sense  that  we  wereboth  a  little  afraid  of  Feggotty ,  and  sub- 
mitted ourselves  in  most  things  to  her  direction,  were  among 
the  first  opinions  —  if  they  may  be  so  called  —  that  I  ever 
derived  from  what  I  saw* 

Peggotty  and  I  were  sitting  one  night  by  the  parlour  fire, 
alone.  I  had  been  reading  to  Peggotty  about  crocodiles. 
I  must  have  read  very  perspicuously,  or  the  poor  soul  must 
have  been  deeply  interested,  for  I  remember  she  had  a  cloudy 
impression,  after  t  had  done,  that  they  were  a  sort  of  vege- 
table. I  was  tired  of  reading,  and  dead  sleepy;  but  having 
leave,  as  a  high  treat,  to  sit  up  until  my  mother  came  home 
from  spending  the  evening  at  a  neighbour's,  I  would  rather 
have  died  upon  my  post  (of  course)  than  have  gone  to  bi|4. 
I  had  reached  that  stage  of  sleepiness  when  Peggotty  seemed 
to  swell  and  grow  immensely  large.  I  propped  my  eyelids 
open  with  my  two  forefingers,  and  looked  perseveringly  at 
her  as  she  sat  at  work;  ait  'the  little  bit  of  wax-candle  she  kept 
for  her  thread —  how  old  it  looked,  being  so  wrinkled  in  all 
directions!  *—  at  the  little  house  with  a  that(^ed  roof,  where 
the  yard-measure  lived;  at  her  work-box  with  a  sliding  lid, 
with  a  view  of  Saint  Paul's  Cathedral  (with  a  pink  dome) 
painted  on  the  top ;  at  the  brass  thimble  on  her  finger;  at  her- 
self, whom  I  thought  lovely.  I  felt  so  sleepy,  that  I  knew  if 
I  lost  sight  of  anything,  for  a  moment,  I  was  gone. 

"Peggotty,**  «ays  I,  snddeiily,  "were  yon  ever  married?"^ 

••Lord,  Master  Bavy,'*  replied  Peggotty.  "What 's  put 
xnarriag^e  in  yoor  head!  *' 
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She  answered  with  such  a  start,  that  it  quite  awoke  me. 
And  then  she  stopped  in  her  work,  and  looked  at  me»  with 
her  needle  drawn  out  to  its  thread's  length. 

"ButtotfTtf  you  ever  married,  Peggotty?*'  says  I.  "You 
are  a  very  handsome  woman ,  an*t  you  ?  " 

I  thought  her  in  a  different  style  from  my  mother ,  cer- 
tainly; but  of  another  school  of  beauty,  I  considered  her  a 
.perfect  example.  There  was  a  red  yelvet  footstool  in  the  best 
parlour,  on  which  my  mother  had  painted  a  nosegay.  The 
ground-work  of  that  stool,  and  Peggotty's  complexion,  ap- 
peared to  me  to  be  one  and  the  same  thing.  The  stool  was 
smooth,  and  Peggotty  was  rough,  but  that  made  no  dif- 
ference. 

**  Me  handsome,  Davy  I**  said  Peggotty.  "Lawk,  no,  my 
dear !  But  what  put  marriage  in  your  head  ?  *' 

"I  don't  know!  —  You  mustn't  marry  more  than  one  per- 
son at  a  time,  may  you,  Peggotty?" 

,   "  Certainly  not,'*  says  Peggotty ,  with  the  promptest  deci- 
sion. 

"But  if  you  marry  a  person,  and  the  person  dies,  why 
then  you  may  marry  another  person,  mayn't  you,  Peggotty?  " 

"You  MAY,"  says  Peggotty,  "if  you  choose,  my  dear. 
That 's  a  matter  of  opinion." 

"But  what  is  your  opinion,  Peggotty?"  said  I. 

I  asked  her,  and  looked  curiously  at  her,  because  she 
looked  BO  curiously  at  me. 

"My  opinion  is ,"  said  Peggotty ,  taking  her  eyes  from  me, 
afler  a  little  indecision  and  going  on  with  her  work,  "that  I 
never  was  married  myself.  Master  Davy,  and  that  I  don't 
expect  to  be.    That 's  all  I  know  about  the  subject." 

"You  an't  cross,  I  suppose,  Peggotty,  are  you?"  said  I, 
afler  sitting  quiet  for  a  minute. 


23 

I  I  really  tboaght  she  was,  she  had  been  so  short  with  me; 

I  bat  I  was  quite  mistaken :  for  she  laid  aside  her  work,  (whioh 

wasastockingof  her  own,)  andopening  her  arms  wide,  took 
my  curly  head  within  them,  and  gave  it  a  good  squeeze. 
I  know  it  was  a  good  squeeze,  because,  being  very  plump, 
whenever  she  made  any  little  exertion  after  she  was  dressed,  j 
some  of  the  buttons  on  the  back  of  her  gown  flew  offl    And  1 1 
recollect  two  bursting  to  the  opposite  side  of  the  parlour,  while  / 
she  was  hugging  me. 

''Now  let  me  hear  some  more  about  the  Crorkindills," 
said  Feggotty ,  who  was  not  quite  right  in  the  name  yet,  '^  for 
I  an*t  heard  half  enough.'* 

I  couldn't  quite  understand  why  Feggotty  looked  so  queer, 
or  why  she  was  so  ready  to  go  back  to  the  crocodiles.  How- 
ever, we  returned  to  those  monsters,  with  fresh  wakefulness 
on  my  part,  and  we  left  their  eggs  in  the  sand  for  the  sun  to 
hatch;  and  we  ran  away  from  them,  and  bafQod  them  by 
constantly  turning,  which  they  were  unable  to  do  quickly,  on 
account  of  their  unwieldy  make ;  and  we  went  into  the  water 
afler  them,  as  natives,  and  put  sharp  pieces  of  timber  down 
their  throats ;  and  in  short  we  ran  the  whole  crocodile  gaun- 
tlet. /  did  at  least;  but  I  had  my  doubts  of  Feggotty,  who 
was  thoughtfully  sticking  her  needle  into  various  parts  of  her 
face  and  arms,  all  the  time. 

We  had  exhausted  the  crocodiles,  and  begun  with  the 

alligators,  when  the  garden-bell  rang.    We  went  out  to  the 

door;  and  there  was  my  mother,  looking  unusually  pretty, 

I  thought,  and  with  her  a  gentleman  with  beautiful  black  hair 

and  whiskers,  who  had  walked  home  with  us  from  church  last 

Sunday. 

I  As  my  mother  stooped  down  on  the  threshhold  to  take  mo 

I  in  her  arms  and  kiss  me,  the  gentleman  said  I  was  a  more 

I  highly  privileged  little  fellow  than  a  monarch  —  or  somethincr 

f 
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likethtft;  for  my  later  understanding  comos,  I  am  seonble,  to- 
mv  aid  here. 

"  What  does  that  mean?  "  I  asked  him ,  over  her 'shoulder. 

He  patted  me  on  the  head ;  bat  somehow,  I  didnH  like  him 
or  his  deep  voice,  and  I  was  jealous  that  his  hand  should  touch 
my  mother's  in  touching  me  —  which  it  did.  I  put  it  away ,  as 
well  as  I  could. 

"  Oh  Davy  I "  remonstrated  my  mother. 

**Dear  boy  I"  said  the  gentleman.  "I  cannot  wonder  at 
his  devotion!" 

I  never  saw  such  a  beautiful  colour  on  my  mother'^e  face 
before.  She  gently  chid  me  for  being  rude ;  and,  keeping  me 
close  to  her  shawl,  turned  to  thank  the  gentleman  for  taking 
so  much  trouble  as  to  bring  her  home.  She  put  out  her  hand 
to  him  as  she  spoke,  and,  as  he  met  it  with  his  own,  she 
glanced,  I  thought,  at  me. 

**Let  us  say  'good  night,'  my  fine  boy,"  said  thegende- 
man ,  when  he  had  bent  his  head — /  saw  him !  —  over  my  mo- 
ther's little  glove. 

"Good  night  I"  said  I. 

"  Come !  Let  us  be  the  best  friends  in  the  worid! "  said  the 
gentleman,  laughing.     "Shake hands!" 

My  right  hand  was  in  my  mother's  left,  so  I  gave  him  the 
other. 

"Why  that's  the  wrong  hand,  Dav)'!"  laughed  the  gen- 
tleman. 

My  mother  drew  my  right  hand  forward,  but  I  was  re- 
solved, for  my  former  reason,  not  to  give  it  him,  and  I  did  not. 
I  gave  him  the  other,  and  he  shook  it  heartily,  and  said  I  was 
a  brave  fellow,  and  went  away. 

At  this  minute  I  see  him  turn  round  in  the  garden,  and  give 
us  a  last  look  with  his  ill-omened  black  eyes,  before  the  door 
was  shut. 
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^^gotty,  who  had  not  said  a  word  or  moved  a  finger, 
secured  the  fastenings  instantly,  and  we  all  went  into  the 
parlonr.  My  mother,  contrary  to  her  usual  habit,  instead  of 
coming  to  the  elbow-chair  by  the  fire,  remained  at  the  other 
end  of  the  room ,  and  sat  singing  to  herself. 

" —  Hope  you  have  had  a  pleasant  evening,  Ma*am ,"  said 
Peggotty,  standing  ap  stiff  as  a  barrel  in  the  centre  of  the 
room ,  with  a  candlestick  in  her  hand. 

"Much  obliged  to  you,  Peggotty,"  returned  my  mother, 
in  a  cheerful  voice ,  "  I  have  had  a  very  pleasant  evening.*' 

"  A  stranger  or  so  makes  an  agreeable  change  ,'*  suggested 
Peggotty. 

"A  very  agreeable  ohange  indeed/'  returned  my  mo- 
ther. 

'  ^Pcgg<>^  continuing  to  stand  motionless  in  the  middle  of 
the  room,  and  my  mother  resuming  her  singing,  I  fell  asleep, 
though  I  was  not  so  sound  asleep  but  that  I  could  hoar  voices, 
without  hearing  what  they  said.  When  I  half  awoke  from  this 
uncomfortable  dose,  I  found  Peggotty  and  my  mother  both 
in  tears,  and  both  talking. 

^Not  such  a  one  as  this,  Mr.  Copperfield  wouldn't  have 
liked,*'  said  Peggotty.     '*  That  I  say,  and  that  I  swear  I" 

"Good  Heavens  1"  cried  my  mother.  "You  '11  drive  me 
mad  I  Was  ever  any  poor  girl  so  ill-used  by  her  servants  as  I 
am  I  Why  do  I  do  myself  the  injustice  of  calling  myself  a  girl  ? 
Have  I  never  been  married,  Peggotty  ?  " 

"God  knows  you  have,  Ma'am,"  returned  Peggotty. 

"  Then  how  can  you  dare ,"  said  my  mother  —  "you  know 
I  don't  mean  how  can  you  dare,  Peggotty,  but  how  canyon 
have  the  heart  —  to  make  me  so  uncomfortable  and  say  such 
bitter  tilings  to  me,  when  you  are  well  aware  that  I  haven't, 
out  of  this  place,  a  single  friend  to  turn  to  1 " 
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*   -  - 

U  ^//         "  The  more 's  the  reason,'*  returned  Peggotty,  "for  saying 

J  that  it  won't  do.    No !  That  it  won't  do.    No  I  No  price  could 

/l^]  A  ^    make  it  do.    No  I "  —  I  thought  Peggotty  would  have  thrown. 

,  ,  the  candlestick  away,  she  was  so  emphatic  with  it. 
J  \.K.'*' .  "How  can  you  be  so  aggravating,**  said  my  mother, 
Y — -¥  shedding  more  tears  than  before,  "as  to  talk  in  such  an  unjust 
.  ^ "  manner!  How  can  you  go  on  as  if  it  was  all  settled  and  ar- 
^^.^  '  n-  "ianged,  Peggotty,  when  I  tell  you  over  and  over  again,  you 
^  \'  .  (  cruel  thing,  that  beyond  the  commonest  civilities  nothing  has 
passed !  You  talk  of  admiration.  What  am  I  to  do?  If  people 
^  -^  lire  so  silly  as  to  indulge  the  sentiment,  is  it  my  fault?  What 

am  I  to  do ,  I  ask  you?  Would  you  wish  me  to  shave  my  head 
and  black  my  face,  or  dis6gure  myself  with  a  bum,  or  a  scald, 
or  something  of  that  sort?  I  dare  sayvou  would,  Peggotty. 
•  \  I  dare  say  you  'd  quite  enjoy  it.**  ^^^  c  t^  / 
^  ^  Peggotty  seemed  to  take  this  aspersion  very  much  to  heart, 
I  thought. 

"And  my  dear  boy,**  cried  my  mother,  coming  to  the 
elbow-chair  in  which  I  was,  and  caressing  me,  "my  own  little 
Davy  1  Is  it  to  be  hinted  to  me  that  I  am  wanting  in  affection 
for  my  precious  treasure,  the  dearest  little  fellow  that  ever 
wa*!** 

"Nobody  never  went  and  hinted  no  such  a  thing,**  said 
Peggotty.  ■  ;^._.      ',.'''- 

"You  did,  Peggotty  \;^*  returned  my  mother.  "You  know 
you  did*  What  else  was  it  possible  to  infer  from  what  you 
said,  you  unkind  creature,  when  you  know  as  well  as  I  do, 
that  on  his  account  only  last  quarter  I  wouldn't  buy  myself  a 
new  parasol,  though  that  old  green  one  is  frayed  the  whole 
way  up,  and  the  fringe  is  perfectly  mangy.  You  know  it  is, 
Peggotty.  You  can*t  deny  it.**  Then,  turning  ailbctionntely 
to  me,  with  her  cheek  against  mine,  "  Am  I  a  naughty  mama 
to  you,  Davy?  Am  I  a  nasty,  cruel,  selfish,  bad  mama?  Say 
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I  am,  mj  child;  say  'yes;'  dear  boy,  and Fcggotty  wHl love 
yoa,  and  Feggotty's  love  is  a  great  deal  better  than  mine, 
Davy,    /don't  love  you  at  all,  do  I?" 

At  this,  we  all  fell  a-crying  together.  I  think  I  was  the 
loudest  of  the  party,  but  I  am  sure  we  were  all  sincere  about 
it.  I  was  quite  heart-broken  myself,  and  am  afraid  that  in  the 
first  transports  of  wounded  tenderness  I  called  Peggotty  a 
"Beast."  That  honest  creature  was  in  deep  affliction,  I 
remember,  and  must  have  become  quite  buttonless  on  the 
occasion;  for  a  little  volley  of  those  explosives  went  off,  when, 
after  having  made  it  up  with  my  mother,  she  kneeled  down  by 
the  elbow-chair,  and  made  it  up  with  me. 

We  went  to  bed  greatly  dejected.  My  sobs  kept  waking 
me,  for  a  long  time;  and  when  one  very  strong  sob  quite 
hoisted  me  up  in  bed ,  I  found  my  mother  sitting  on  the  cover- 
let, and  leaning  over  me.  I  fell  asleep  in  her  arms,  after 
that,  and  slept  soundly. 

Whether  it  was  the  following  Sunday  when  I  saw  the 
gentleman  again ,  or  whether  there  was  any  greater  lapse  of 
time  before  he  reappeared,  I  cannot  recall.  I  don't  profess  to 
be  clear  about  dates.  But  there  he  was,  in  church,  and  ho 
walked  homo  with  us  afterwards.  He  came  in,  too,  to  look  at 
a  famous  geranium  we  had,  in  the  parlour-window.  It  did  not 
appear  to  me  that  he  took  much  notice  of  it,  but  before  he 
went  he  asked  my  mother  to  give  him  a  bit  of  the  blossom. 
She  begged  him  to  choose  it  for  himself,  but  he  refused  to  do 
that  —  I  could  not  understand  why  —  po  she  plucked  it  for 
him,  and  gave  it  into  his  hand.  He  said  he  would  never, 
never,  part  with  it  any  more ;  and  I  thought  he  must  be  quite 
a  fool  not  to  know  that  it  would  fall  to  pieces  in  a  day  or 
two.. 

Pcggetty  began  to  be  less  with  us,  of  an  evening,  than  she 
had  always  been.    My  mother  deterred  to  her  very  much  — 
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more  than  usual,  it  occurred  to  mc  —  and  we  were  all  three 
excellent  friends ;  still  we  were  different  from  what  we  used  to 
be ,  and  were  not  so  comfortable  among  ourselves.  Some- 
times I  fancied  that  Feggotty  perhaps  objected  to  my  mother's 
wearing  all  the  pretty  dresses  she  had  in  her  drawers,  or  to  her 
going  so  often  to  visit  at  that  neighbour's ;  but  I  couldn't,  to 
my  satisfaction ,  make  out  how  it  was. 

Gradually,  I  became  used  to  seeing  the  gentleman  with  the 
black  whiskers.  I  liked  him  no  better  than  at  first,  and  had 
the  same  aneasy  jealousy  of  him ;  but  if  I  had  any  reason  for  z 
it  beyond  a  child's  instinctive  dislike ,  and  a  general  idea  that 
Peggotty  and  I  could  make  much  of  my  mother  without  any 
help ,  it  certainly  was  not  the  reason  that  I  might  have  fbund  if 
I  had  been  older.  No  such  thing  came  into  my  mind,  or  near 
it.  I  could  observe,  in  little  pieces,  as  it  were;  but  as  to 
making  a  net  of  a  number  of  these  pieces,  and  catching  any- 
body in  it,  that  was,  as  yet,  beyond  me. 

One  autumn  morning  I  was  with  my  mother  in  the  front 
garden,  when  Mr.  Murdstone  —  I  knew  him  by  that  name  now 
—  came  by,  on  horseback.  He  reined  up  his  horse  to  salute 
my  mother ,  and  said  he  was  going  to  Lowestoft  to  see  some  ^ 
friends  who  were  there  with  a  yacht,  and  merrily  proposed 
to  take  me  on  the  saddle  before  him  if  I  would  like  the 
ride. 

The  air  was  so  clear  and  pleasant,  and  the  horse  seemed 
to  like  the  idea  of  the  ride  so  much  himself,  as  he  stood 
snorting  and  pawing  at  the  garden-gate,  that  I  had  a  great 
desire  to  go.  So  I  was  sent  up-stairs  to  Feggotty  to  be  made 
spruce ;  and  in  the  meantime  Mr.  Murdstone  dismounted,  and^ 
with  his  horse's  bridle  drawn  over  his  arm,  walked  slowly 
up  and  down  on  the  outer  side  of  the  sweetbriar  fence,  while 
my  mother  walked  slowly  up  and  down  on  the  inner  to  keep 
faim  company.   I  recollect  Feggotty  and  I  peeping  out  at  them 
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from  my  little  window ;  I  recollect  how  closely  they  appeared 
to  he  exAmining  the  sweetbriar  between  them,  as  they  strolled 
along;  and  how,  from  being  in  a  perfectly  angelic  temper, 
Peggotty  tamed  cross  in  a  moment,  and  brosfaed  my  hair  the 
wrong  way,  excessively  hard.  >?''-'^  ^  l^-.  «-<-' '     .  v    '  -, 

^flffTMurSstbire  and  Iwere  so6n  off,  and  trotting  along  on 
the  green  turf  by  the  side  of  the  road.  He  held  me  quite 
easily  with  one  arm,  and  I  don*t  think  I  was  restless  usually; 
hot  I  could  not  make  up  my  mind  to  sit  in  front  of  him  without 
taming  my  head  sometimes ,  and  looking  up  in  his  face.  He 
had  that  kind  of  shallow  black  eye  —  I  want  a  better  word  to 
expresa  an  eye  that  has  no  depth  in  it  to  be  looked  into  — 
which,  when  it  is  abstracted,  seems  from  some  peculiarity  of 
light  to  be  disfigured,  for  a  moment  at  a  time,  by  a  cast. 
Several  times  when  I  glanced  at  him,  I  observed  that  ap- 
pearance with  a  sort  of  awe,  and  wondered  what  he  was 
thinking  about  so  closely.  His  hair  and  whiskers  were  blacker 
and  thicker,  looked  at  so  near,  than  even  I  had  given  them 
credit  for  being.  A  squareness  about  the  lower  part  of  his 
face,  and  the  dotted  indication  of  the  strong  black  beard  he 
shaved  close  every  day,  reminded  me  of  the  wax-work  that 
had  travelled  into  our  neighbourhood  some  half-a-year  before. 
This,  his  regular  eyebrows,  and  the  rich  white,  and  black, 
and  brown,  of  his  complexion  —  confound  his  complexion, 
and  his  memory !  —  made  me  think  him ,  in  spite  of  my  mis- 
^vings,  a  very  handsome  man.  I  have  no  doubt  that  my  poor 
dear  nlother  thought  him  so  too. 

We  went  to  an  hotel  by  the  sea,  where  two  geiitlemen 
were  smoking  cigars  in  a  room  by  themselves.  Each  of  them 
was  lying  oit  at  least  four  chairs,  and  had  a  large  rough 
jaeksi  on.  Jn  a  comer  was  a  heap  of  coats  and  boat-cloaks, 
imdaflag,  all  bundled  up  together. 
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They  both  rolled  on  to  their  feet  in^iUd  untidy  sort  of 
manner  when  we  came  in,  and  said  "Halloii,  Hurdstonel  We 
thought  you  were  dead! " 

* •  Not  yet, '  *  said  Mr.  Murdstone. 

''And  who  's  this  shaver?"  said  one  of  the  gentlemen, 
taking  hold  of  me.  ^ 

"That's  Davy,"  returned  Mr.  Murdstone. 

"Davy  who?"  said  the  gentleman.    "Jones?" 

"Copperfield,"  said  Mr.  Murdstone. 

"What!  Bewitching  Mrs.  Copperfield's  incumbrance?" 
cried  the  gentleman.     "The  pretty  little  widow  ?  *  * 

"Quinion,"  said  Mr.  Murdstone,  "take  care,  if  you  please. 
Somebody  *s  sharp."  , 

"Who  is?"  asked  the  gentleman,  laughing. 

I  looked  up,  quickly;  being  curious  to  know. 

"  Only  Brooks  of  Sheffield,"  said  Mr.  Murdstone. 

I  was  quite  relieved  to  find  it  was  only  Brooks  of  Sheffield; 
for,  at  first,  I  really  thought  it  was  I. 

There  seemed  to  be  something  very  comical  in  the  reputa- 
tion of  Mr.  Brooks  of  Sheffield,  for  both  the  gcntlemQn 
laughed  heartily  when  he  was  mentioned,  and  Mr.  Murdstone 
was  a  good  deal  amused  also.  After  some  laughing,  the 
gentleman  whom  he  had  called  Quinion,  said : 

"And  what  is  the  opinion  of  Brooks  of  Sheffield,  in 
reference  to  the  projected  business  ?  " 

"Why,  I  don't  know  that  Brooks  understands  much 
about  it  at  present,"  replied  Mr.  Murdstone;  "but  he  is  not 
generally  favourable,  I  believe." 

There  was  more  laughter  at  this,  and  Mr.  Quinion  said  he 
would  ring  the  bell  for  some  sherry  in  which  to  drink  to 
Brooks.'  This  he  did;  and  when  the  wine  came,  he  made  me 
have  a  Hide,  with  a  biscuit,  and,  before  I  drank  it,  stand  up 
and  say  "Confusion  to  Brooks  of  Sheffield!"    The  toast 
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wfts  received  with  great  applause,  and  rach  hearty  laughter 
that  it  made  me  laugh  too;  at  which  they  laughed  the  more. 
In  short,  we  quite  enjoyed  ourselves. 

We  walked  ah  out  on  the  cliff  after  that,  and  sat  on  the 
grass,  and  looked  at  things  through  a  telescope  —  I  could 
make  out  nothing  myself  when  it  was  put  to  my  eye,  hut  I 
pretended  I  could  —  and  then  we  came  back  to  the  hotel 
to  an  early  dinner.  All  the  time  we  were  out,  the  two  gentle- 
men smoked  incessantly  —  which,  I  thought,  if  I  might 
judge  from  the  smell  of  their  rough  coats ,  they  must  have 
been  doing,  ever  since  the  coats  had  first  come  home  from 
the  tailor's.  I  must  not  forget  that  we  went  on  board  the 
yacht,  where  they  all  three  descended  into  the  cabin,  and 
were  busy  with  some  papers.  I  saw  them  quite  hard  at  work, 
vhen  I  looked  down  through  the  open  skylight.  They  left  mc, 
daring  this  time,  with  a  very  nice  man  with  a  very  large  head 
of  red  hair  and  a  very  small  shiny  hat  upon  it,  who  had  got  a 
cross-barred  shirt  or  waistcoat  on ,  with  "  Skylark  "  in  capital 
fttters  across  the  chest.  I  thought  it  was  his  name ;  and  that 
&i  he  lived  on  board  ship  and  hadn't  a  street-door  to  put  his 
nai^e  on,  he  put  it  there  instead;  but  when  I  called  him  Mr. 
Skylark,  he  said  it  meant  the  vessel. 

I  observed  all  day  that  Mr.  Murdstone  was  graver  and 
steadier  than  the  two  gentlemen.  They  were  very  gay  and 
careless.  They  joked  freely  with  one  another,  but  seldom 
with  him.  It  appeared  to  me  that  he  was  more  clever  and 
cold  than  they  were,  and  that  they  regarded  him  with  some- 
thing of  my  own  feeling.  I  remarked  that  once  or  twice  when 
Mr.  Quinion  was  talking,  he  looked  at  Mr.  Murdstone  side- 
ways ,  as  if  to  make  sure  of  his  not  being  displeased ;  and  that 
onee  when  Mr.  Passnidge  (the  other  gentleman)  was  in  high 
spirits,  he  trod  upon  his  foot,  and  gave  him  a  secret  caution 
inlh  his  eyes,  to  observe  IVlr.  Murdstone,  who  was  sitting 
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stern  and  silent.  Nor  do  I  recollect  that  Mr.  Murdstone 
laughed  at  all  that  day ,  except  at  the  Sheffield  joke  <—  and 
that,  by  the  by,  was  his  own. 

We  went  home  early  in  the  erening.  It  was  a  very  fine 
evening,  and  my  motiier  and  he  had  another  stroll  by  the 
sweet  briar,  while  I  was  sent  in  to  get  my  tea.  When  he  was 
gone,  my  mother  a^ed  me  all  about  the  day  I  had  had,  and 
what  they  had  siud  and  done.  I  mentioned  what  they  had  said 
about  her,  and  she  laughed,  and  told  me  they  were  impudent 
fellows  who  talked  nonsense  —  but  I  knew  it  pleased  her.  I 
knew  it  quite  as  well  as  I  know  it  now.  I  took  the  opportunity 
of  asking  if  she  was  at  all  acquainted  with  Mr.  Brooks  of 
SheflGidd,  but  she  answered  No,  only  she  supposed  he  must 
be  a  manufacturer  in  the  knife  and  fork  way. 

Can  I  say  of  her  face  —  altered  as  I  have  reason  to  re- 
member it,  perished  as  I  know  it  is  —  that  it  is  gone,  when 
here  it  comes  before  me  at  this  instant,  as  distinct  as  any  face 
that  I  may  choose  to  look  on  in  a  crowded  street?  Can  I  say  of 
her  innocent  and  girlish  beauty,  that  it  faded,  and  was  no 
more,  when  its  breath  falls  an  my  cheek  now,  as  it  fell  that 
night?  Can  I  say  she  ever  changed,  when  my  remembrance 
brings  her  back  to  life,  thus  only;  and,  truer  to  its  loving 
youth  than  I  have  been,  or  man  ever  is,  still  holds  fast  what  it 
cherished  then? 

I  write  of  her  just  as  she  was  when  I  had  gone  to  bed  afler 
this  talk,  and  she  came  to  bid  me  good  night.  She  kneeled 
down  playfully  by  the  side  of  the  bed,  and  laying  her  chin 
upon  her  hands,  and  laughing,  said: 

"What  was  it  they  said,  Davy?  Tell  me  again.  I  can't 
believe  it.*' 

"  *  Bewitching  — ' "  I  began. 

My  mother  put  her  hands  upon  her  lips  to  stop  me. 
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"It  was  neyer  bewitching,"  she  said,  laughing.  '^It  never 
could  have  been  bewitching,  Davy.    Now  I  know  it  wasn't! " 

"  Yes  it  was.  *  Bewitching  Mrs.  Copperfield , ' "  I  repeate  d 
ftoutly.    "And  *pretty."' 

"None,  it  was  never  pretty.    Not  pretty,"  interposed  my 
mother,  laying  her  fingers  on  my  lips  again. 
Yes  it  was.     'Pretty  little  widow.'" 
Wiiat  foolish,  impndent  creatures!"  cried  my  mother/- 
laoghing  and  covering  her  face.     "What  ridiculous  men! 
An't  they  ?  Davy  dear  — " 

"Well,  Ma." 

"Don't  tell  Peggotty;  she  might  be  angry  with  them.  I 
am  dreadfully  angry  with  them  myself;  but  I  would  rather 
Peggotty  didn*t  know." 

I  promised,  of  course;  and  we  kissed  one  another  over 
and  over  again,  and  I  soon  fell  fast  asleep. 

It  seems  to  me,  at  this  distance  of  time,  as  if  it  were  the 
next  day  when  Peggotty  broached  the  striking  and  adven- 
torons  proposition  I  am  about  to  mention ;  but  it  was  probably 
about  two  months  afterwards. 

We  were  sitting  as  before ,  one  evening  (when  my  mother 
was  oat  as  before),  in  company  with  the  stocking  and  the  yard 
measure,  and  the  bit  of  wax,  and  the  box  with  Saint  PauPs 
on  the  lid,  and  the  crocodile  book,  when  Pecrgotty,  after 
looking  at  me  several  tiroes,  and  opening  her  mouth  as  if  she 
were  going  to  speak ,  without  doing  it  —  which  I  thought  was 
merely  gaping,  or  I  shonld  have  been  rather  alarmed  —  said 
coaxingly : 

"Master  Davy,  how  should  you  like  to  go  along  with  me 
and  spend  a  fortnight  at  my  brother's  at  Yarmouth?  Wouldn't 
<A«^beatreat?"  .     0 

**l8  your  brother  an  agreeable  man,  Peggotty ?''    I  in- 
quired, provisionally. 
ihnd  Copperfield.  I,  3 


•i  •  m   -' 


34 


"Oh  what  an  agreeable  man  he  is!"  cried  Peggotty, 
holding  up  her  hands.  "  Then  there  *s  the  sea ;  and  the  boats 
and  ships;  and  the  fishermen:  and  the  beach;  and  Am  to 
play  with  — " 

Peggotty  meant  her  nephew  Ham,  mentioned  in  my  first 
chapter;  but  she  spoke  of  him  as  a  morsel  of  English 
Grammar. 

I  was  flushed  by  her  summary  of  delights,  and  replied 
that  it  would  indeed  be  a  treat,  but  what  would  my 
mother  say? 

"Why  then  I  '11  as  good  as  bet  a  guinea,"  said  Peggotty, 
intent  upon  my  face,  "that  she'll  let  us  go.  I'll  ask  her, 
if  you  like,  as  soon  as  ever  she  comes  home.     There  now ! " 

.  "But  what 's  she  to  do  while  we  're  away? "  said  I,  jetting 
my  small  elbows  on  the  table  to  argue  the  point.  "She  can't 
live  by  herself." 

If  Peggotty  were  looking  for  a  hole,  all  of  a  sudden,  in  the 
heel  of  that  stocking,  it  must  have  been  a  very  little  one 
indeed,  and  not  worth  darning. 

"Isayl  Peggotty  I  She  can't  live  by  herself,  you  know." 

."Oh  bless  you  I"  said  Peggotty,  looking  at  me  again  at 
last.  "Don't  you  know?  She  's  going  to  stay  for  a  fortnight 
with  Mrs.  Grayper.  Mrs.  Grayper  's  going  to  have  a  lot  of 
company." 

Oh !  If  that  was  it ,  I  was  quite  ready  to  go.  I  waited,  in 
the  utmost  impatience,  until  my  mother  came  home  from 
Mrs.  Grayper's  (for  it  was  that  identical  neighbour) ,  to  as- 
certain if  we  could  get  leave  to  carry  out  this  great  idea. 
Without  being  nearly  so  much  surprised  as  I  had  expected, 
f||)r  mother  entered  into  it  readily ;  and  it  was  all  arranged  that 
night,  and  my  board  and  lodging  during  the  visit  were  to  be 
paid  for. 
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The  day  soon  came  for  oar  going.  It  was  such  an  early 
day  that  it  came  soon,  even  to  me,  who  was  in  a  fever  of 
expectation,  and  half  afraid  that  an  earthquake  or  a  fiery 
moantain,  or  some  other  great  convulsion  of  nature,  might 
interpose  to  stop  the  expedition.  We  were  to  go  in  a  carrier's 
cart,  which  departed  in  the  morning  ailer  breakfast.  I  would 
haTe  given  any  money  to  have  been  allowed  to  wrap  myself  up 
over-night,  and  sleep  in  my  hat  and  boots. 

It  touches  me  nearly  now,  although  I  tell  it  lightly,  to 
recollect  how  eager  I  was  to  leave  my  happy  home ;  to  think 
how  little  1 8a8pe<;ted  what  I  did  leave  for  ever. 

I  am  glad  to  recollect  that  when  the  carrier's  cart  was  at  the 
gate,  and  my  mother  stood  there  kissing  me,  a  grateful 
fondness  for  her  and  for  the  old  place  I  had  never  turned  my 
back  upon  before,  made  me  cry.  I  am  glad  to  know  that 
my  mother  cried  too,  and  that  I  felt  her  heart  beat  against 
mine. 

I  am  glad  to  recollect  that  when  the  carrier  began  to  move, 
my  mother  ran  out  at  the  gate ,  and  called  to  him  to  stop ,  that 
she  might  kiss  me  once  more.  I  am  glad  to  dwell  upon  the 
earnestness  and  love  with  which  she  lifted  up  her  face  to  mine, 
and  did  so. 

As  we  left  her  standing  in  the  road,  Mr.  Murdstone  came 
ap  to  where  she  was,  and  seemed  to  expostulate  with  her  for 
being  so  moved.  I  was  looking  back  round  the  awning  of  the 
cart,  and  wondered  what  business  it  was  of  his.  Peggotty, 
who  was  also  looking  back  on  the  other  side,  seemed  anything 
but  satisfied;  as  the  face  she  brought  back  into  the  cart 
denoted. 

I  sat  looking  at  Peggotty  for  some  time ,  in  a  reverie  on 
^is  supposititious  case:  whether,  if  she  were  employed  to 
lose  me  like  the  boy  in  the  fairy  tale ,  I  should  be  able  to  track 
my  way  home  again  by  the  buttons  she  would  shed. 

S* 


CHAPTER  m. 

I  have  a  change. 

The  carrier's  horse  was  the  laziest  horse  in  the  world,  I 
should  hope,  and  shuflQed  along,  with  his  head  down,  as  if  he 
liked  to  keep  the  people  waiting  to  whom  the  packages  were 
directed.  I  fancied,  indeed,  that  he  sometimes  chuckled  au- 
dibly over  this  reflection,  but  the  carrier  said  he  was  only 
troubled  with  a  cough. 

The  carrier  had  a  way  of  keeping  his  head  down,  like  his 
horse,  and  of  drooping  sleepily  forward  as  he  drove,  with  one 
of  his  arms  on  each  of  his  knees.  I  say  '^  drove,"  but  it  struck 
me  that  the  cart  would  have  gone  to  Yarmouth  quite  as  weU 
without  him,  for  the  horse  did  all  that;  and  as  to  conversation, 
he  had  no  idea  of  it  but  whistling. 

Peggotty  had  a  basket  of  refreshments  on  her  knee,  which 
.would  have  lasted  us  out  handsomely,  if  we  had  been  going  to 
London  by  the  same  conveyance.  We  ate  a  good  deal,  and 
slept  a  good  deal.  Peggotty  always  went  to  sleep  with  her  chin 
upon  the  handle  of  the  basket,  her  hold  of  which  never 
relaxed ;  and  I  could  not  have  believed  unless  I  had  heard 
•  her  do  it,  that  one  defenceless  woman  could  have  snored  so 
much. 

We  made  so  many  deviations  up  and  down  lanes ,  and  were 
such  a  long  time  delivering  a  bedstead  at  a  public-house,  and 
calling  at  other  places,  that  I  was  quite  tired,  and  very  glad, 
when  we  saw  Yarmouth.  It  looked  rather  spongey  and  soppy, 
I  thought,  as  I  carried  my  eye  over  the  great  dull  waste  that  lay 
across  the  river ;  and  I  could  not  help  wondering ,  if  the  world 
were  really  as  round  as  my  geography-book  said,  how  any  part 
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of  it  came  to  be  bo  flat.  'fii|t  I  re/lectcd  that  Yarmouth 
might  be  sitnated  ^  one  of  the  poles ;  which  woald  account 
for  it. 

As  we  drew  a  little  nearer,  and  saw  the  whole  adjacent 
prospect  lying  a  straight  low  line  under  the  sky,  I  hinted  to 
Peggotty  that  a  monnd  or  so  might  have  improved  it;  and  also 
that  if  the  land  had  been  a  little  more  separated  from  the  sea, 
and  the  town  and  the  tide  }|^,d  not  been  quite  so  much  mixed 
up,  like  toast  and  water,  it  would  have  been  nicer.  But  Peg- 
gotty said,  with  grater  emphasis  than  usual,  that  we  mqst  take 
things  as  welbund  them,  and  that,  for  herpart,  she  was  proud 
to  call  herself  a  Yarmouth  Bloater. 

When  we  got  into  the  street  (which  wfts  strange  enough  to 
me)»  and  smelt  the  fish,  and  pitch,  and  oakum,  and  tar,  and 
saw  the  saQors  walking  about,  and  the  carts  jingling  up  and 
down  over  the  stones,  I  feltthat  I  had  done  so  busy  a  place  an 
injustice;  and  said  as  much  to  Peggotty,  who  heard  my  ex- 
pressions of  delight  with  great  complacency,  and  told  me  it  was 
well  known  (I  suppose  to  those  who  had  the.good  fortune  to  be 
bom  Bloaters)  that  Yarmouth  was,  upon  the  whole,  the  finest 
place  in  the  universe. 

"Here 's  my  Apa !  \'  screamed  Peggotty,  "growed  out  of 
knowledge!" 

He  was  waiting  for  us,  in  fact,  at  the  public-house;  and 
asked  me  how  I  found  myself,  like  an  old  acquaintance.  I  did 
not  feel,  at  first,  that  I  knew  him  as  well  as  he  knew  me,  be- 
cause he  had  never  come  to  our  house  since  the  night  I  was 
borti ,  and  naturally  he  had  the  advantage  of  me.  But  our  inti- 
macy was  much  advanced  by  his  taking  me  on  his  back  to  carry 
me  home.  He  was ,  now,  a  huge ,  strong  fellow  of  six  feet  high, 
broad  in  proportion,  and  round-shouldered;  but  with  a  simper- 
ing boy*8  face  and  curly  light  air  that  gave  him  quite  a  sheepish 
look.    He  was  dressed  in  a  canvass  jacket,  and  a  pair  of  suc> 
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very  stiff  trousers  that  they  w0ttld  have  stood  quite  as  well 
alone,  without  any  legs  in  them.  And  you  couldn't  so  properly 
have  said  he  wore  a  hat,  as  tfaftt  he  was  covered  in  a-top,like  an 
old  building,  with  something  pitchy. 

Ham  carrying  me  on  his  back  and  a  small  box  of  ours  under 
his  arm,  and  Peggotty  carrying  another  small  box  of  ours,  we 
turned  down  lanes  bestrewn  with  bits  of  chips  and  little  hillocks 
of  sand,  and  went  past  gas-works^ rope-walks,  boat-builders* 
yards,  ship-wrights'  yards,  ship -breakers*  yards,  caulkers 
yards,  riggers*  lofls,  smiths*  forges,  and  a  great  litter  of  such 
places ,  until  we  came  out  upon  the  dull  waste  I  had  already 
seen  at  a  distance ;  when  Ham  said, 
I  ^     **  Yon  *s  our  house ,  Mas'r  Davy !  *' 

''  I  looked  in  all  directions,  as  far  as  I  could  stare  over  the 
wilderness ,  and  away  at  the  sea,  and  away  at  the  river,  but  no 
house  could /make  out.  There  was  a  black  barge,  or  some 
other  kind  of  superannuated  boat,  not  far  off,  high  and  dry  on 
the  ground ,  with  an  iron  funnel  sticking  out  of  it  for  a  chimney 
and  smoking  very  cosily ;  but  nothing  else  in  the  way  of  a  habi- 
tation that  was  visible  to  me. 

"  That  *s  not  it?  **  said  I.     "  That  ship-looking  thing?  ** 

^* That 's  it,  Mas'r  Davy,*'  returned  Ham. 

If  it  had  been  Aladdin*s  palace,  roc's  egg  and  all,  I  suppose 
I  could  not  have  been  more  charmed  with  the  romantic  idea  of 
living  in  it.'  There  was  a  delightful  door  cut  in  the  side ,  and  it 
was  roofed  in,  and  there  were  little  windows  in  it;  but  the 
wonderful  charm  of  it  was ,  that  it  was  a  real  boat  which  had  no 
doubt  been  upon  the  water  hundreds  of  times,  and  which  had 
never  been  intended  to  be  lived  in ,  on  dry  land.  That  was  the 
captivation  of  it  to  me.  If  it  had  ever  been  meant  to  be  lived 
in,  I  might  have  thought  it  spaall,  or  inconvenient,  or  lonely; 
but  never  having  been  designed  for  any  such  use,  it  became  a 
perfect  abode. 
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It  was  beaatifally  clean  inside,  and  as  tidy  as  possible. 
There  was  a  table »  a&d  a  Dutch  clock,  and  a  chest  of  drawers, 
and  on  the  chest  of  drawers  there  was  a  tea*tray  with  a  painting 
on  it  of  a  lady  with  a  parasol,  taking  a  walk  with  a  military- 
looking  child  who  was  trundling  a  hoop.  The  tray  was  kept 
from  tumbling  down,  by  a  bible ;  and  the  tray,  if  it  had  tumbled 
down,  would  have  smashed  a  quantity  of  cups  and  saucers  and 
a  teapot  that  were  grouped  around  the  book.  On  the  walls 
there  were  some  common  coloured  pictures,  framed  and  glazed^ 
of  scripture  subjects;  such  as  I  have  never  seen  since  in  the 
hands  of  pedlars,  without  seeing  the  whole  interior  of  Feg^ 
gotty's  brother's  house  again ,  at  one  view.  Abraham  in  red 
going  to  sacrifice  Isaac  in  blue,  and  Daniel  in  yellow  cast  into  a 
den  of  green  lions,  were  the  most  proihinent  of  these.  Over 
the  little  mantel-shelf,  was  a  picture  of  the  Sarah  Jane  lugger, 
bxdit  at  Sunderland ,  with  a  real  little  wooden  stem  stuck  on  to 
it;  a  work  of  art,  combining  composition  with  carpentery, 
which  I  considered  to  be  one  of  the  most  enviable  possessions 
that  the  world  could  affoi:d.  There  were  some  hooks  in  the 
beams  of  the  ceiling,  the  use  of  which  I  did  not  divine  then; 
and  some  lockers  and  boxes  and  conveniences  of  that  sort, 
which  served  for  seats  and  eked  out  the  chairs. 

All  this,  I  saw  in  the  first  glance  after  I  crossed  the  thresh- 
old —  childlike,  according  to  my  theory  —  and  then  Peggotty 
opened  a  little  door  and  showed  me  my  bedroom.  '  It  was  the 
completest  and  most  desirabU  bedroom  ever  seen  —  in  the 
stem  of  the  vessel ;  with  a  little  window,  where  the  rudder  used 
to  go  through;  a  little  lookiog-glass,  just  the  right  height  for 
me,  nailed  s^ainst  the  wall,  and  framed  with  oyster-shells;  a 
little  bed,  which  there  was  just  room  enough  to  get  into;  and  a 
nosegay  of  seaweed  in  a  blue  mug  on  the  table.  The  walls 
were  whitewashed  as  white  as  milk,  and  the  patchwork  counter- 
pane made  my  eyes  quite  ache  with  its  brightness.    One  thi*''* 
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I  particularly  noticed  in  this  delightful  house,  was  the  smell  of 
fish;  which  was  so  searching,  that  when  I  iook  out  my  pocket- 
handkerchief  to  wipe  my  nose,  I  found  it  smelt  exactly  as  if  it 
had  wrapped  up  a  lobster.  On  my  imparting  this  discovery  in 
confidence  toFeggotty,she  informed  me  that  hor  brother  dealt 
in  lobsters,  crabs,  and  crawfish ;  and  {afterwards  found  that  a 
heap  of  these  creatures,  in  a  state  of  wonderful  conglomeration 
with  one  another,  and  never  leaving  off  pinching  whatever  they 
laid  hold  of,  were  usually  to  be  found  in  a  little  wooden  out- 
house where  the  pots  and  kettles  were  kept. 

We  were  welcomed  by  a  very  civil  woman  in  a  white  apron, 
whom  I  had  seen  curtseying  at  the  door  when  I  was  on  Ham*8 
back ,  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile  ofi*.  Likewise  by  a  most  beau- 
tiful little  girl  (or  I  thought  her  so)  with  a  necklace  of  blue 
beads  on,  who  wouldn^t  let  me  kiss  her  when  I  offered  to ,  but 
ran  away  and  hid  herself.  By  and  by,  when  we  had  dined  in  & 
sumptuous  manner  off  boiled  dabs,  melted  butter,  and  po- 
tatoes, with  a  chop  for  me,  a  hairy  man  with  a  very  good- 
natured  face  came  home.  As  he  called  Peggotty  "Lass ,'*  and 
gave  her  a  hearty  smack  on  the  cheek,  I  had  no  doubt,  from 
the  general  propriety  of  her  conduct,  that  he  was  her  brother; 
and  so  he  turned  out  —  being  presently  introduced  to_me  as 
Mr.  Peggotty,  the  master  of  the  house. 

"Glad  to  see  you.  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty. '  "You , 
us  rough ,  Sir,  but  you  '11  find  us  ready." 

I  thanked  him,  and  replied  tl^at  I  was  sure  I  should  be 
in  sucli  a  delightful  place. 

"  How 's  your  Ma,  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty.  "Did  you 
her  pretty  jolly?" 

I  gave  Mr.  Peggotty  to  understand  that  she  was  as  joll; 
could  wish,  and  that  she  desired  he):  compliments  —  whici 
a  polite  fiction  on  my  part. 
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"  I  *m  much  obleeged  to  her,  I  *m  sure  ,**  said  Mr.  Feggottj. 
** Well  Sir,  if  you  can  make  out  here,  flir  a  fortnut,  *long  wi* 
her,**  nodding  at  his  sister, 4' and  Ham,  and  little  £m*ly^  we 
•hall  be  proud  of  your  company." 

Having  done  the  honours  of  his  house  in  this  hospitable 
manner,  Mr.Peggottywent  out  to  wash  himself  in  a  kettlefal'of 
hot  water,  remarking  that  *'cold  would  never  get  his  muck  off.  ** 
He  soon  returned,  greatly  improved  in  appearance;  but  so 
rubicund,  that  I  couldn*t  help  thinking  his  face  had  this  in 
common  with  the  lobsters ,  crabs,  and  crawfish ,  —  that  it  went 
into  the  hot  wat^r  very  black ,  and  came  out  very  red. 

After  tea,  when  the  door  was  shut  and  all  was  made  snug 
(the  nights  being  cold  and  misty  now),  it  seemed  to  me  the 
most  delicious  retreat  that  the  imagination  of  man  could  con- 
ceive. To  hear  the  wind  getting  up  out  at  sea,  to  know  that 
the  fog  was  creeping  over  the  desolate  flat  outside,  and  to  look 
at  the  fire,  and  think  that  there  was  no  house  near  but  this  one, 
and  this  one  a  boat,  was  like  enchantment.  Little  Em*ly  had 
overcome  her  shyness,  and  was  sitting  by  my  side  upon  the 
lowest  and  least  of  the  lockers,  which  was  just  large  enough  for 
na  two,  and  just  fitted  into  the  chimney  comer.  Mrs.  Feggotty 
with  the  white  apron ,  was  knitting  on  the  opposite  side  of  the 
fire.  Peggotty  at  her  needle-work  was  as  much  at  home  with 
Saint  Paul's  and  the  bit  of  wax-candle,  as  if  they  had  never 
known  any  other  roof.  Ham ,  who  had  been  giving  me  my  first 
lesson  in  all-fours,  was  trying  to  recollect  a  scheme  of  telling 
fortunes  with  the  dirty  cards,  and  was  printing  off  fishy  im- 
pressions of  his  thumb  on  all  the  cards  he  turned.  Mr.  Peggotty 
was  smoking  his  pipe.  I  felt  it  was  a  time  for  conversation  and 
e<mfidence. 

"Mr,  Peggotty  r*  says  I. 

'Sir,"  says  he. 
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*'Did  yon  give  your  son  the  name  of  Ham,  becanse  yoa 
lived  in  a  sort  of  ark?  " 

Mr.  Peggotty  seemed  to  think  it  a  deep  idea,  but  an- 
swered: 

" No ,  Sir.    I  never  giv  him  no  name." 

'*  Who  gave  him  that  name,  then?  "  said  I,  putting  question 
number  two  of  the  catechism  to  Mr.  Peggotty. 

"  Why,  Sir,  his  father  giv  it  him,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty. 

* '  I  thought  you  were  his  father  1* ' 

"My  brother  Joe  was  his  father,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty. 

"Dead,  Mr.  Peggotty?"  I  hinted,  after  a  respectful 
pause. 

"Drowndead,"  said  Mr*  Peggotty. 

I  was  very  much  surprised  that  Mr.  Peggotty  was  not  Ham*s 
father,  and  began  to  wonder  whether  I  was  mistaken  about 
his  relationship  to  anybody  else  there.  I  was  so  curious 
to  know,  that  I  made  up  my  mind  to  have  it  out  with  Mr. 
Peggotty. 

"Little  Em'ly,"  I  said,  glancing  at  her.  "She  is  your 
daughter,  isn't  she ,  Mr.  Peggotty  ?  *  * 

"  No ,  Sir.    My  brother  in  law,  Tom ,  was  her  father." 

I'couldn't  help  it.  "—Dead,  Mr.  Peggotty?"  I  hinted, 
after  another  respectful  silence. 

"  Drown  dead ,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty. 

I  felt  the  dilHculty  of  resuming  the  subject,  but  had  not 
got  to  the  bottom  of  it  yet,  and  must  get  to  the  bottom  some- 
how.    So  I  said : 

"Havn't  you  any  children,  Mr.  Peggotty?" 

"No,  master,"  he  answered  with  a  short  laugh.  "I  'm  a 
bacheldore." 

"A  bachelor  I"  I  said,  astonished.  "Why,  who  's  that, 
Mr.  Peggoty?"  Pointing  to  the  person  in  the  apron  who  was 
knitting. 
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**That  'fi  Ifissis  Gummidge/'  said  Mr.  Feggotty. 

"  Gummidge ,  Mr.  Peggotty  ?  " 

Bat  at  this  point  Peggotty  —  I  mean  my  own  peculiar  Peg- 
gotty  —  made  such  impressive  motions  to  me  not  to  ask  any 
more  questions,  that  I  could  only  sit  and  look  at  all  the  silent 
company ,  until  it  was  time  to  go  to  bed.  Then ,  in  the  privacy 
of  my  own  little  cabin,  she  informed  me  that  Ham  and  Em'ly 
were  an  orphan  nej^ew  and  niece,  whom  my  host  had  at 
different  times  adopted  in  their  childhood,  when  they  were 
left  destitute ;  and  that  Mrs.  Gummidge  was  the  widow  of  his 
partner  in  a  boat,  who  had  died  very  poor.  He  was  but  a 
poor  man  himself,  said  Peggotty,  but  as  good  as  gold  and  as 
true  as  steel  —  those  were  her  similies.  The  only  subject, 
she  informed  me,  on  which  he  ever  showed  a  violent  temper 
or  swore  an  oath,  was  this  generosity  of  his ;  and  if  it  were 
ever  referred  to,  by  any  one  of  them,  he  struck  the  table  a 
heavy  blow  with  his  right  hand  (had  split  it  on  one  such  occa- 
sion) ,  and  swore  a  dreadful  oath  that  he  would  be  *  Gormed ' 
if  he  didn't  cut  and  run  for  good ,  if  it  was  ever  mentioned 
again.  It  appeared,  in  answer  to  my  inquiries,  that  nobody 
had  the  least  idea  of  the  etymology  of  this  terrible  verb  pas- 
sive to  be  gormed ;  but  that  they  all  regarded  it  as  constitu- 
ting a  most  solemn  imprecation. 

I  was  very  sensible  of  my  entertainer's  goodness,  and 
listened  to  the  women's  going  to  bed  in  another  little  crib  like 
mine  at  the  opposite  end  of  the  boat,  and  to  him  and  Ham 
hanging  up  two  hammocks  for  themselves  on  the  hooks  I  had 
noticed  in  the  roof,  in  a  very  luxurious  state  of  mind,  en- 
hanced by  my  being  sleepy.  As  slumber  gradually  stole  upon 
me,  I  heard  the  wind  howling  out  at  sea  and  coming  on  across 
the  flat  so  fiercely ,  that  I  had  a  lazy  apprehension  of  the  great 
deep  rising  in  the  night.    But  I  bethought  myself  that  I  was  ia 
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A  boat,  Bfti&r  all;  and  that  a  man  likb  Mr.  Fcggotty  wac  not  a 
bad  person  to  have  on  board  if  anything  did  happen. 

Nothing  happened ,  however ,  worse  than  rooming.  Al- 
most as  soon  as  it  shone  upon  the  oyster-shell  frame  of  my 
mirror  I  wasout  of  bed ,  and  oat  with  little  £m*ly ,  picking  up 
stones  upon  the  beach. 

"You 're  quite  a  sailor,  I  suppose?"  I  said  toEm'ly.  I 
^on*t  know  that  I  supposed  any  thing  of  the  kind ,  but  I  felt  it 
an  act  of  gallantry  to  say  something ;  f|f  d  a  shining  sail  close 
to  us  made  such  a  pretty  little  image  of  itself,  at  the  moment, 
in  her  bright  eye,  that  it  came  into  my  head  to  say  this. 

"No,"  replied  Em'ly,  shaking  her  head,  "I  'm  afraid  of 
the  sea." 

"Afraid!"  I  said,  with  a  becoming  air  of  boldness,  anci 
looking  very  big  at  the  mighty  ocean.     "  /  an't ! " 

"Ah!  but  it  's  cruel,"  said  Em'ly.  "I  have  seen  it  very 
<;ruel  to  some  of  our  men.  I  have  seen  it  tear  a  boat  as  big  ai 
our  house,  all  to  pieces." 

"I  hope  it  wasn't  the  boat  that  — " 

"  That  father  was  drownded  in?"  saidEm'ly.  "No.  Not 
that  .one ,  I  never  see  that  boat.' 

"Nor  him?"  I  asked  her. 

Little  Em'ly  shook  her  head.    "  Not  to  remember ! 

Here  was  a  coincidence !  I  immediately  went  into  an  ex- 
planation how  I  had  never  seen  my  own  father;  and  how  my 
mother  and  I  had  always  lived  by  ourselves  in  the  happiest 
state  imaginable,  and  lived  so  then,  and  al-yrays  mejjjR^  to  live 
6(^1^  and  how  my  father's  grave  was  in  the  churchyard  near  our 
house,  and  shaded  by  a  tree,  beneath  the  boughs  of  which  I 
had  walked  and  heard  the  birds  sing  many  a  pleasant  morning. 
But  there  were  some  differences  between  Em'ly's  orphanhood 
and  mine,  it  appeared.    She  had  lost  her  mother  before  her 
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&lher;  and  where  her  father's  grave  was  no  one  knew,  ex- 
cept that  it  was  somewhere  in  the  depths  of  the  sea. 

"Besides,"  said  Em'ly,  as  she  looked  about  for  shells  and 
pebbles,  "your  father  was  a  gentleman  and  yoar  mother  is  a 
ladj;  and  my  father  was  a  fisherman  and  my  mother  was  a 
fisherman's  daughter,  and  my  uncle  Dan  is  a  fisherman.** 

"Dan  is  Mr.  Peggotty ,  is  he?  **  said  I. 

"  Unde  Dan  —  yonder ,"  answered  Em'ly ,  nodding  at  the 
boat-house.  ^ 

"Tes.  I  mean  hun.  He  must  be  very  good,  I  should 
think?" 

"Good?"  said  Em'ly.  "If  I  was  ever  to  be  a  Udy,  I  'd 
give  him  a  sky-blue  coat  with  diamond  buttons,  nankeen 
trousers,  a  red  velvet  waistcoat,  a  cocked  hat,  a  large  gold 
watch,  asilv^pipe,  and  a  box  of  money.*'  ^ 

I  said  I  had  no  doubt  that  Mr.  Peggotty  well  deserved 
these  treasures.  I  must  acknowledge  that  I  felt  it  difficult  to 
picture  him  quite  at  his  ease  in  the  raiment  proposed  for  him 
by  his  grateful  little  niece,  and  that  I  was  particularly  doubt- 
ful of  the  policy  of  the  cocked  hat;  but  I  kept  these  senti- 
ments to  myself. 

Little  Em*ly  had  stopped  and  looked  up  at  the  sky  in  her 
enumeration  of  these  articles,  as  if  they  were  a  glorious  vision. 
We  went  on  again,  picking  up  shells  and  pebbles. 

"You  would  like  to  be  a  lady?**  I  said. 

Emily  looked  at  me ,  and  laughed  and  nodded  "yes." 

"I  should  like  it  very  much.  We  would  all  be  gentlefolks 
together,  then.  Me,  and  uncle,  and  Ham,  and  Mrs.  Gum- 
midge.  We  wouldn't  mind  then,  when  there  come  stormy 
weather.  —  Not  for  our  own  sakes ,  I  mean.  We  would  for 
the  poor  fishermen's,  to  be  sure,  and  we  *d  help  'em  with 
money  when  they  come  to  any  hurt." 
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This  seemed  to  me  to  be  a  yeiy  satisfactory  and  therefore 
not  at  all  improbable  picture.  I  expressed  my  pleasure  in  the 
contemplation  of  it,  and  little  £m*ly  was  emboldened  to  say, 
shyly, 

"Don't  you  think  you  are  afraid  of  the  sea,  now?  " 

It  was  quiet  enough  to  reassure  me ,  but  I  have  no  doubt  if 
I  had  seen  a  moderately  large  wave  come  tumbling  in,  I  should 
have  taken  to  my  heels ,  with  an  awful  recollection  of  her 
drowned  relations.  However,  I  sai^'No,"  and  I  added, 
"You  don't  seem  to  be,  either,  thoiygPyou  say  you  are;"  — 
for  she  was  walking  much  too  neaf  fhe  brink  of  a  sort  of  old 
jetty  or  wooden  causeway  we  had  strolled  upon,  and  I  was 
afraid  of  her  falling  over. 

"I  'm  not  afraid  in  this  way,"  said  little  Em'ly.  "But  I 
wake  when  it  blows ,  and  tremble  to  think  of  uncle  Dan  and 
Ham,  and  believe  I  hear  'em  crying  out  for  help.  That 's 
why  I  should  like  so  much  to  be  a  lady.  But  I  'm  not  afraid  in 
this  way.    Not  a  bit.    Look  here  I ' ' 

She  started  from  my  side,  and  ran  along  a  jagged  timber 
which  protruded  from  the  place  we  stood  upon ,  and  overhung 
the  deep  water  at  some  height,  without  the  least  defence. 
Th«  incident  is  so  impressed  on  my  remembrance,  diat  if  I 
were  a  draughtsman  I  could  draw  its  form  here,  I  daresay, 
accurately  as  it  was  that  day,  and  little  Em'ly  springing  for- 
ward to  her  destruction  (as  it  appeared  to  me) ,  with  a  look 
that  I  have  never  forgotten ,  directed  far  out  to  sea. 

The  light,  bold,  fluttering  little  figure  turned  and  came 
back  safe  to  me,  and  I  soon  laughed  at  my  fears,  and  at  the 
cry  I  had  uttered;  fruitlessly  in  any  case,  for  there  was  no 
one  near.  But  there  have  been  times  since,  in  my  manhood^ 
many  times  there  have  been,  when  I  have  thought,  Is  it  pos- 
sible, among  the  possibilities  of  hidden  things,  that  in  the 
sudden  rashness  of  the  child  and  her  wild  look  so  far  off,  thero* 
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WM  mny  merciful  BttracUon  of  her  into  danger,  any  tempting 
her  towards  him  permitted  on  the  port  of  her  dead  father, 
that  her  life  might  have  a  chance  of  ending  that  day.  There 
ba«  been  a  time  BJDce  when  1  have  wondered  whether,  if  the 
life  hefore  her  could  have  been  revealed  to  me  at  a  glance, 
and  so  revealed  as  that  a  child  could  faiUy  comprehend  it,  and 
if  her  preservation  conld  have  depended  on  a  motion  of  my 
hand,  I  ought  to  have  held  it  up  to  save  her.  There  has  been 
a  time  aiace  —  I  do^U  say  it  lasted  long,  hut  ithaibeen  — 
when  I  have  asked  ^Pelf  the  question,  would  it  have  been 
better  for  little  Era'ly  to'have  baA  the  waters  close  »•— —  i— 
bead  that  morning  in  my  sight;  and  when  I  have  . 
res,  it  would  have  been. 

This  may  be  premature.     I  have  setit^down  too  si 
haps.     But  let  it  stand.  ^^^"""^ 

We  strolled  a  long  way,  jKW  loaded  ourselves  w 
that  we  thought  curious,  and  put  some  stranded 
carefully  back  into' tho  water— 1  hardly  know  enoi 
race  at  this  monneiit  to  he  quite  certain  whether 
reason  to  feel  (tbliged  to  ne  for  doing  so ,  or  the  revei 
then  made  eiir  way  home  lo  Mr.  Pcggotty's  dwelli 
the  lee  of  the  lobster-outhouse  to  ext 
and  went  in  to  breakfast  glowing  wi 

yonng  mavishes,"  Mr.  Pcggotty  ssid.    

oar  local  dialect,  like  two  young  thrushes,  and 
compliment. 

wa«  fa  love  with  little  Em'ly.  I  am  sure  1  loved 
te  as  truly,  quite  as  tenderly,  with  greater 
>re  ditinterestednoBS,  than  can  enter  into  the 
itertimeof  life,  high  and  ennobling  as  it  is.  I 
incy  raised  up  something  round  that  blue-eyed 
,  which  etberealiaed ,  and  made  a  very  angel  of 


tnj  BUDiijr  forenoon,  she  had  spread  a  little  pair  of 
d  flown  away  before  my  eyes,  I  don't  think  1  should 
arded  it  ai  much  more  than  I  had  hod  reason  to 

sed  to  walk  about  that  dim  old  flat  at  Yarmouth  in  a 
aoner,  hoars  and  hours.    The  dn}'s  sported  by  us, 

0  had  not  grown  up  himself  yet,  but  were  a  child  too, 
.ys  at  play.  I  told  Em'ly  I  adored  her,  and  that 
a  confessed  she  adored  me  I  ^kld  be  reduced  to  the 

of  kiUing  myself  with  a  gi^Rl.  She  said  she  did, 
e  no  doabt  she  did. 

any  sense  of  inequality,  or  youthfulness,  or  other 

in  our  way,  little  Em'ly  and  I  had  no  such  trouble, 
ne  bad  no  future.  We  made  no  more  provision  for 
older,  than  we  did  for  growing  younger.  Wc  were 
■ationofMrs.  Gummidgft^dFcggotty,  whoused  to 
of  an  evening  when  we  sa\  lovingly,  on  our  little 
lebysidc,"LorI  wasn't  it  bVrtMMl"  Mr.  Peggotty 
'.  us  from  behind  his  pipe,  and  HanVsriiincd  nil  the 
Jid  did  nothing  else.  They  had  sometnbs  "'"  ^*'*'  "*'^* 
re  in  us,  I  suppose,  Ihat  they  might  iHve  had  ii 
f,  or  apocketmodel  of  the  Colosseum. 

found  out  that  Mrs.  Gummidge  did  ni 
>  agreeable  as  the  might  have  been  expecn 
i  circamstaDces  of  her  residence  with  Mr.  F 
imidge's  was  rather  a  fretful  dispos 
:d  more  sometimes  than  was  comfortable  for^ 

1  so  small  an  cslablisbment.     I  was  very  « 
there  were  moments  when  it  would  have  beeill 
:,  I  thought,  if  Mrs.  Gummidge  had  bad  a  cont  I 
tofherown  toredre  to,  and  had  itoppod  tbn  i 
I  revived.  nite 
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Mr.  Tef^ottj  went  occasionally  to  a  public-house  caUed 
The  Williog Mind.  I  discovered  this,  hj  his  being  out  on 
the  second  or  third  evening  of  our  visit,  and  by  Mrs.  Gum- 
midge*s  looking  up  at  the  Dutch  dock,  between  eight  and 
nine,  and  saying  he  was  there,  and  that,  what  was  more,  she 
had  known  in  the  morning  he  would  go  there. 

Mrs.  Gummidge  had  been  in  a  low  state  all  day ,  and  had 
burst  into  tears  in  the  forenoon,  when  the  fire  smoked.  "I 
sm  a  lone  lorn  creetu](L|'  were  Mrs.  Gumraidge*8  words ,  when 
that  unpleasant  occurence  took  place,  "and  evQj^think  goes 
contrairy  with  me." 

"  Oh ,  it  '11  soon  leave  off,"  said  Peggotty  —  I  again  mean 
our  Peggotty  —  "  and  besides ,  you  know ,  it 's  not  more  disa- 
greeable to  you  than  to  us." 

"I  feel  it  more,"  said  Mrs.  Gummidge. 

It  was  a  very  cold  day,  with  cutting  blasts  of  wind.  Mrs. 
Gnmmidge's  peculiar  comer  of  the  fireside  seemed  to  me  to 
be  the  warmest  and  snuggest  in  the  place,  as  her  chair  was 
certunly  the  easiest,  but  it  didn't  suit  her  that  day  at  all.  She 
was  constantly  complaining  of  the  cold,  and  of  its  occasioning 
a  visitation  in  her  back  which  she  called  "the  creeps."  At 
last  she  shed  tears  on  that  subject,  and  said  again  that  she 
was  '*a  lone  lorn  creetur'  |jhd  every  think  went  contrairy 
with  her." 

"It  is  certainly  very  cold,"  said  Peggotty.  "Everybody 
must  feel  it  so." 

"I  feel  it  more  thjili  other  people,"  said  Mrs.  GummMge. 

So  at  dinner;  when  Mrs.  Gummidge  was  always  helped 
immediately  after  me,  to  whom  the  preference  was  given  as 
a  visitor  of  distinction.  The  fish  were  small  and  bony,  and 
llie  potatoes  wore  a  little  burnt.  We  all  acknowledged  that 
W$L  f^  this  something  of  a  disappointment;  but  Mrs.  Gum- 
noidge  said  she  feit  it  more  than  we  did,  and  shed  tef 
DttviA  C^ppcrfield.  I,  4 
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again,  and  made  that  former  declaration  with  great  bitter- 
ness. 

Accordingly,  when  Mr.  Peggotty  came  home  abont  nine 
oVlock,  this  unfortunate  Mrs.  Gummidge  was  knitting  in  her 
comer  in  a  very  wretched  and  miserable  condition.  Peggotty 
had  been  working  cheerfully.  Ham  nad  been  patching  up 
a  great  piur  of  water-boots;  and  I,  with  little  Em'ly  by  my 
side,  had  been  reading  to  them.  Mrs.  Gummidge  had  never 
made  any  other  remark  than  a  forloro^igh,  and  had  never 
raised  her  eyes  since  tea. 

''Well,  Mates,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty,  taking  his  seat,  "and 
how  are  you?" 

We  all  said  something,  or  looked  something,  to  welcome 
him,  except  Mrs.  Gummidge,  who  only  shook  her  head  over 
her  knitting. 

"What's  amiss,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty,  with  a  clap  of  his 
hands.  "  Cheer  up ,  old  Mawther  I "  (Mr.  Peggotty  meant 
old  girl.) 

Mrs.  Gummidge  did  not  appear  to  be  able  to  cheer  up. 
She  took  out  an  old  black  silk  handkerchief  and  wiped  her 
eyes;  but  instead  of  putting  it  in  her  pocket,  kept  it  out, 
and  wiped  them  again,  and  still  kept  it  out,  ready  for  use. 

"What  *s  amiss,  damel "  sallI'Mr.  Peggotty. 

"Nothing,"  returned  Mrs.  Gummidge.  "You've  come 
from  The  Willing  Mind,  Dan'l?  " 

"Why  yes,  I  've  took  a  short  spell  at  The  Willing  Mind 
to-night,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty. 

"I  'm  sorry  I  should  drive  you  there,"  saidMrs.  Gummidge. 

"Drivel  I  don't  want  no  driving,"  returned  Mr,  Peggotty 
with  an  honest  laugh.     "I  only  go  too  ready." 

"Very  ready,"  said  Mrs.  Gunmiidge,  shaking  her  head, 
and  wiping  her  eyes.  "Yes,  yes,  very  ready.  I  am  sony 
it  should  be  along  of  me  that  you  're  so  ready."  \j 
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"Along  o'  you?  It  an't  along  o*  you ! "  said  Mr.  Peggotty. 
''Don't  ye  belieye  a  bit  on  it." 

"Yes,  yes,  it  is,'*  cried  Mrs.  Gummidge.  '*I  know  -what 
I  am.  I  know  that  I  *m  a  lone  lorn  creetur*,  and  not  only 
that  eyerythink  goes  contrairy  with  me,  but  that  I  go  con- 
trairy  with  ererybody.  Yes,  yes.  I  feel  more  than  other 
people  do,  and  I  show  it  more.    It  *s  my  misfortun'.** 

I  really  couldn't  help  thinking,  as  I  sat  taking  in  all  this, 
that  the  misfortune  extended  to  some  other  members  of  that 
family  besides  Mrs.  Gummidge.  But  Mr.  Peggotty  made  no 
sn<^  retort,  only  answering  with  another  entreaty  to  Mrs. 
Gummidge  to  cheer  up. 

"I  an*t  what  I  could  wish  myself  to  be,"  said  Mrs.  Gum- 
midge. '* I  am  far  from  it.  I  know  what  I  am.  /My  troubles 
has  made  me  contrairy.  I  feel  my  troubles,  and  they  make 
me  contrair}'.  I  wish  I  didn't  feel'om,  but  I  do.  I  wish  I 
eoald  be  hardened  to  'em,  but  I  an't.  I  make  the  house  un- 
comfortable. I  don't  wonder  at  it.  I  've  made  your  sister  so 
all  day,  and  Master  Davy." 

Here  1  was  suddenly  melted,  and  roared  out  *'No,  you 
haven't,  Mrs.  Gummidge,"  in  great  mental  distress. 

'*It  's  far  from  right  that  I  should  do  it,"  said  Mrs.  Gum- 
midge. "It  an't  a  fit  return.  I  had  better  go  into  the  house 
and  die.  I  am  a  lone  lorn  creetur',  -and  had  much  better  not 
make  myself  contrairy  here.  If  thinks  must  go  contrairy  with 
me,  and  I  must  go  contrairy  myself,  let  me  go  contrairy  in 
my  parish.  Dan'l,  I  'd  better  go  into  the  house,  and  die  and 
be  a  riddance  I " 

Mrs.  Gummidge  retired  with  these  words,  and  betook 
herself  to  bed.  When  she  was  gone ,  Mr.  Peggotty,  who  had 
not  exhibited  a  trace  of  any  feeling  but  the  profoundest  sym- 
pathy, looked  round  upon  us ,  and  nodding  his  head  wit^ 
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lirely  expression  of  that  sentiment  still  animating  1}10  face, 
said  in  a  i^hisper : 

"She  's  been  thinking  of  the  old  'un ! " 

I  did  not  quite  understand  what  old  one  Mrs.  Gummidge 
was  supposed  to  have  fixed  her  mind  upon,  until  Peggotty, 
on  seeing  mo  to  bed,  explained  that  it  was  the  late  Mr. 
Gummidge;  and  that  her  brother  always  took  that  for  a  re- 
ceived truth  on  such  occasions,  and  that  it  always  had  a 
moving  effect  upon  him.  Some  time  afler  he  was  in  his 
hammock  that  night,  I  heard  him  myself  repeat  to  Ham, 
•*Poor  thing!  She  's  been  thinking  of  the  old  'unl**  And 
whenever  Mrs.  Gummidge  was  overcome  in  a  similar  manner 
during  the  remainder  of  our  stay  (which  happened  some  few 
times),  he  always  said  the  same  thing  in  extenuation  of  the 
circumstance,  and  always  with  the  tenderest  commiseration. 

So  the  fortnight  slipped  away,  varied  by  nothing  but  the 
variation  of  the  tide,  which  altered  Mr.  Fcggotty*s  times  of 
going  out  and  coming  in,  and  altered  Ham's  engagements 
also.  When  the  latter  was  unemployed ,  he  sometimes  walked 
with  us  to  show  us  the  boats  and  ships ,  and  once  or  twice  he 
took  us  for  a  row.  I  don*t  know  why  one  slight  set  of  impres* 
siails  should  be  more  particularly  associated  with  a  place  than 
another,  though  I  believe  this  obtains  with  most  people,  in 
reference  especially  to  the  associations  of  their  childhood. 
I  never  hear  the  name ,  or  read  the  name ,  of  Yarmouth,  but 
I  am  reminded  of  a  certain  Sunday  morning  on  the  beach,  the 
bells  ringing  for  church,  little  £m*ly  leaning  on  my  shoulder, 
Ham  lazily  dropping  stones  into  the  water,  and  the  sun,  away 
at  sea,  just  breaking  through  the  heavy  mist,  and  showing 
us  the  ships,  like  their  own  shadows. 

At  last  the  day  came  for  going  home.  I  bore  up  against 
the  separation  from  Mr.  Peggotty  and  Mrs.  Gummidge ,  but 
my  agony  of  mind  at  leaving  little  EmUy  was  piercing.    We 
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went  arm-in-ann  to  the  ptiblic-lioufle  where  the  carrier  put 
Qp,  and  I  promised,  on  the  road,  to  wHte  to  her.  (I  redeemed 
that  promise  afterwards ,  in  ohatacters  larger  than  those  in 
which  apartments  are  usually  announced  in  manuscript,  as 
being  to  let).  We  were  gteatly  overcome  at  partmg;  and  if 
ever,  in  my  life,  I  have  had  a  void  made  in  my  heart,  I  had 
one  made  that  day. 

Now,  all  the  time  I  had  been  on  my  visit,  I  had  been 
ungrateful  to  my  home  again,  and  had  thought  little  or  nor 
thing  about  it.  But  I  was  no  sooner  turned  towards  it,  than 
my  reproachful  young  conscience  seemed  to  point  that  way 
with  a  steady  finger;  and  I  felt,  all  the  more  for  the  sinking 
of  my  spirits ,  that  it  was  my  nest ,  and  that  my  mother  was  my 
comforter  and  friend. 

This  gained  upon  me  as  we  went  along ;  so  that  the  nearer 
we  drew,  and  the  more  familiar  the  objects  became  that  we 
passed,  the  more  excited  I  was  to  get  there,  and- to  run  into 
her  arms.  But  Peggotty,  instead  of  sharing  in  these  trans- 
ports, tried  to  check  them  (though  very  kindly),  and  looked 
confused  and  out  of  sorts. 

Blund^rstone Rookery  would  come,  however)  in  spite  of 
her,  when  the  carrier^s  horse  pleased  ^—  and  did.  How  well 
I  recollect  it,  on  a  cold  grey  afternoon,  with  a  dull  sky, 
threatening  rain  I 

The  door  opened,  and  I  looked,  half  laughing  and  half 
crying  in  my  pleasant  agitation ,  for  my  mother.  It  was  not 
she,  but  a  strange  servant. 

"Why,  Peggott}'!"  I  said,  ruefully,  "isn't  she  come 
homcl^*    • 

"Yes,  yes,  Master  Davy,"  said  Peggotty.  "She's  come 
home.  Watt  a  bit,  Master  Davy,  and  I'U  —  lUl  tell  you 
something.^ 
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Between  her  agitation,  and  her  natural  awkwardness  'va 
getting  out  of  the  cart,  Feggotty  was  making  a  most  extra- 
ordinary festoon  of  herself,  but  I  felt  too  blank  and  strange 
to  tell  her  so.  When  she  had  got  down,  she  took  me  by 
the  hand;  led  me,  wondering,  into  the  kitchen;  and  shut 
the  door. 

"Peggottyl"  said  I,  quite  frightened.  "What's  the 
matter?" 

"Nothing's  the  matter,  bless  you,  Master  Davy  dearl" 
she  answered,  assuming  an  air  of  sprighdlness. 

"Something 's  the  matter,  I  'm  sure.    Where  's  Mama?" 

"Where 's  Mama,  Master  Davy?"  repeated  Peggotty. 

"Yes.  Why  hasn't  she  come  out  to  the  gate,  and  what 
have  we  come  in  here  for?  Oh,  Peggotty  1"  My  eyes  were 
full,  and  I  felt  as  if  I  were  going  to  tumble  down. 

"Bless  the  precious  boy!"  cried  Peggotty,  taking  hold  of 
me.    "  What  is  it?    Speak,  my  pet ! " 
-  "Not  dead,  too!   Oh,  she  's  not  dead,  Peggotty?" 

Peggotty  cried  out  No!  with  an  astonishing  volume  of 
voice;  and  then  sat  down,  and  began  to  pant,  and  said  I 
had  given  her  a  turn. 

I  gave  her  a  hug  to  take  away  the  turn ,  or  to  give  her 
another  turn  in  the  right  direction,  and  then  stood  before 
her,  looking  at  her  in  anxious  inquiry. 

"You  see,  dear,  I  should  have  told  you  before  now," 
said  Peggotty,  "but  I  hadn't  an  opportunity.  I  ought  to 
have  made  it,  perhaps,  but  I  couldn't  azackly"  —  that  was 
always  the  substitute  for  exactly,  in  Peggotty 's  militia  of 
words  —  "bring  my  mind  to  it." 

"Go  on,  Peggotty,"  swd  I,  more  frightened  than  before. 

"Master  Davy,"  s^d  Peggotty,  untying  her  bonnet  with 
a  shaking  hand,  arid  speaking  in  a  breathless  sort  of  way. 
"What  do  you  think?   You  have  got  a  Pa!" 
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I  trembled ,  and  turned  white.  Something  —  I  don*t  know 
what,  or  how  —  connected  with  the  grave  in  the  churchyard, 
and  the  raising  of  the  dead,  seemed  to  strike  me  like  an  un- 
wholesome wind. 

"A  new  one,"  said  Peggotty. 

**  A  new  one  ?  "   I  repeated. 

Peggotty  gave  a  gasp,  as  if  she  were  swallowing  something 
that  was  very  hard,  and,  putting  out  her  hand,  said: 

^  Come  and  see  him." 

"1  don't  want  to  see  him." 

—  "And  your  Mamma,"  said  Peggotty. 

I  ceased  to  draw  back ,  and  we  went  straight  to  the  best 
parlour,  where  she  left  me.  On  one  side  of  the  fire,  sat  my 
mother;  on  the  other,  Mr.  Murdstone.  My  mother  dropped 
her  work,  and  arose  hurriedly,  but  timidly  I  thought. 

"Now,  Clara  my  dear,"  said  Mr.  Murdstone.  "Recollect ! 
controui  yourself,  always  controul  yourself  I  Davy  boy,-  how 
do  yon  do?" 

I  gave  him  my  hand.  After  a  moment  of  suspense,  I  went 
and  kissed  my  mother:  she  kissed  me,  patted  me  gently  on 
the  shoulder,  and  sat  down  again  to  her  work.  I  could  not 
look  at  her,  I  could  not  look  at  him,  I  knew  quite  well  that  he 
was  looking  at  us  both;  and  I  turned  to  the  window  and 
looked  out  there ,  at  some  shrubs  that  were  drooping  their 
heads  in  the  cold. 

As  soon  as  I  could  creep  away,  I  crept  up-stairs.  My  old 
dear  bedroom  was  changed,  and  I  was  to  lie  a  long  way  off. 
I  r&mbled  down-stairs  to  find  anything  that  was  like  itself, 
so  altered  it  all  seemed ;  and  roamed  into  the  yard.  I  very 
soon  started  back  from  there,  for  the  empty  dog-kennel  wils 
filled  up  with  a  great  dog  —  deep  mouthed  and  black-haired 
like  Him  —  and  he  was  very  angry  at  the  sight  of  me^  and 
sprung  out  to  get  at  me. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

I  fall  into  disgrace.  » 

If  the  room  to  which  mv  bed  was  removed,  were  a  sentient 
thing  that  could  give  evidence ,  I  might  appeal  to  it  at  this  day 
—  who  sleeps  there  now ,  I  wonder  I  —  to  bear  witness  for  me 
what  a  heavy  heart  I  carried  to  it.  I  went  up  there,  hearing 
the  dog  in  the  yard  bark  after  Ine  all  the  way  while  I  climbed 
the  stairs ;  and,  looking  as  blank  and  strange  upon  the  room  as 
the  room  looked  upon  me,  sat  down  with  ray  small  hands 
crossed,  and  thought. 

I  thought  of  the  oddest  things.  Of  the  shape  of  the  room, 
of  the  cracks  in  the  ceiling,  of  the  paper  on  the  wall,  of  the 
flaws  in  the  windowrglass  making  ripples  and  dimples  on  the 
prospect,  of  the  washing>stand  being  ricketty  on  its  three  legs, 
and  having  a  discontented  something  about  it,  which  reminded 
me  of  Mrs.  Gummidge  under  the  influence  of  the  old  one.  I 
was  'Crying  all  the  time,  but,  except  that  I  was  conscious  of 
being  cold  and  dejected,  I  am  sure  I  never  thouglit  why  I  cried. 
At4ast  in  my  desolation  I  began  to  consider  that  I  was  dread- 
fully in  love  with  little  Em'ly,  and  had  been  torn  liway  from 
her  to  come  here  where  no  one  seemed  to  want  me,  or  to  care 
about  me,  half  as  much  as  she  did.  This  made  such  a  very 
miserable  pieee  of  business  of  it,  that  I  rolled  myself  up  in  a 
comer  of  the  oounterpane,  and  cried  myself  to  sleep. 

I  was  awoke  by  somebody  saving  *^Here  he  is  I  *'  and  un- 
covering my  hot  head.  My  mother  and  Feggotty  had  colne  to 
look  for  me,  and  it  was  one  of  them  who  had  done  it. 

"Davy,"  said  my  mother.    "What 's  the  matter?" 
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I  thought  it  very  strange  that  she  should  ask  me  y  atid  an- 
swered ,  "  Nothing. "  I  tamed  o vet  on  my  f&ce ,  I  recollect,  to 
hide  my  trembling  lip,  which  answered  her  ^th  greater 
truth. 

**  Davy , "  said  my  mother.     "  Davy ,  my  child ! " 

I  dare  say  no  words  she  could  have  uttered »  would  have 
affected  me  so  much ,  then ,  as  her  calling  me  her  child.  I  hid 
my  tears  in  the  bedclothes,  and  pressed  her  from  ij^e  with  my 
hand,  when  she  would  have  raised  me  up. 

"This  is  your  doing,  Peggotty ,  yon  cruel  thing  I  *'  said  my 
mother.  '*I  have  no  doubt  at  all  about  it.  How  can  you  re- 
concile it  to  your  conscience ,  I  wonder,  to  prejudice  my  own 
boy  against  me ,  or  afgainst  anybody  who  is  dear  to  me  ?  What 
do  you  mean  by  it ,  Peggotty  ?  " 

Poor  Peggotty  lifted  up  her  hands  and  eyes,  and  only  an- 
swered, in  a  sort  of  paraphrase  of  the  grace  I  usually  repeated 
after  dinner,  "Lord  forgive  you,  Mrs.  Copperfieh),  and 
for  what  you  have  said  this  minute,  may  you  never  be  truly 
sorry  I " 

"It 's  enough  to  distract  me, "  cried  my  mother.  "  In  my 
honeymoon,  too,  when  my  most  inveterate  enemy  might  relent, 
one  would  think,  and  not  envy  me  a  little  peace  of  mind  and 
happiness.  Davy,  you  naughty  boy !  Peggotty,  you  savage 
creature !  Oh ,  dear  me T'  cried  my  mother,  turning  from  one 
of  us  to  the  other,  ih  her  pettish  wilful  manner,  '^what  a  trouble- 
some world  this  is,  ifvhen  one  has  the  most  right  to  expect  it  to 
be  as  agreeable  as  possible  1 " 

I  felt  the  touch  of  a  hand  that  I  knew  was  neither  hers  nor 
Peggotty's,  and  slipped  to  my  feet  at  the  bed-side.  It  was  Mr. 
Mnrdstone*B  hand,  and  he  kept  it  on  my  arm  as  he  said: 

"What 'a  this?  CSara,  my  love,  have  you  forgotten?  — 
Firmness ,  my  dear!  *' 
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«*  I  am  very  sorry ,  Edward , ' '  said  my  mother.  "  I  meant 
to  be  very  good,  bat  I  am  so  uncomfortable.  '* 

"Indeed  1"  he  answered.  '* That's  a  bad  hearing,  so 
soon,  Clara." 

"I  say  it 's  very  hard  I  shoold  be  made  so  now , "  returned 
my  mother,  pouting;  " and  it  is  —  very  hard  —  isn't  it?  " 

He  drew  her  to  him,  whispered  in  her  ear,  and  kissed  her. 
I  knew  as  well,  when  I  saw  my  mother's  head  lean  down  upon 
his  shoulder,  and  her  arm  touch  his  neck  —  I  knew  as  well  that 
he  could  mould  her  pliant  nature  into  any  torm  he  chose,  as  I 
know,  now ,  that  he  did  it. 

"Gro  you  below,  my  love,"  said  Mr.  Murdstone.  "David 
and  I  will  come  down,  together.  My  friend,"  turning  a 
darkening  face  on  PegJ^tty ,  when  he  had  watched  my  mother 
out,  and  dismissed  her  with  a  nod  and  a  smile ;  "  do  you  know 
your  mistress's  name?  " 

"She  has  been  my  mistress  a  long  time.  Sir, "  answered 
Peggotty.    "I  ought  to  Tio^it. " 

"That 's  true,"  he  answered.  "But  I  thought  I  heard 
you,  as  I  came  up-stairs,  address  her  by  a  name  that  is  not 
hers.  She  has  taken  mine,  you  know.  Will  you  remember 
that?" 

Peggotty,  with  some  uneasy  glances  at  me,  curtseyed  her- 
self out  of  the  room  without  replying;  seeing,  I  suppose ,  that 
she  was  expected  to  go,  and  had  no  excuse  for  remaining. 
When  we  two  were  left  alone,  he  shut  the  door,  and  sitting  on 
a  chair,  and  holding  me  standing  before  him ,  looked  steadily 
into  my  eyes.  I  felt  my  own  attracted ,  no  less  steadily ,  to  his. 
As  I  recall  our  being  opposed  thus,  face  to  face,  I  seem  again 
to  hear  my  heart  beat  fast  and  high. 

"David, "  he  said,  making  his  lips  thin,  by  pressing  them 
together,  "if  I  have  an  obstinate  horse  or  dog  to  deal  with, 
what  do  you  think  I  do  ? 
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"I  don't  know." 

"I  beat  him." 

I  had  answered  in  a  kind  of  breathless  whisper,  but  I  felt, 
in  my  silence,  that  my  breath  was  shorter  now. 

**  I  make  him  wince,  and  smart.  I  say  to  myself,  *  I  '11  con- 
quer that  fellow;*  and  if  it  were  to  cost  him  all  the  blood  he 
had ,  I  should  do  it.    What  is  that  upoii  your  face  ?  " 

"Dirt,  "I  said. 

He  knew  it  was  the  mark  of  tears  as  well  as  !:•  But  if  he 
had  asked  the  question  twenty  times,  each  time  with  twenty 
blows,  I  belicTe  my  baby  heart  would  have  burst  before  I 
would  have  told  him  so. 

"You  have  a  good  deal  of  intelligence  for  a  little  fellow, " 
he  said,  with  a  grave  smile  that  belqpged  to  him,  "and  you 
understood  me  ^ery  well,  I  see.  Wash  that  face,  Sir,  and  como 
down  with  me. " 

He  pointed  to  the  washing-stand ,  which  I  had  made  out  to 
be  like  Mrs.  Gummidge,  and  motioned  me  with  his  head  to 
obey  him  directly.  I  had  little  doubt  then,  and  I  have  less 
doubt  now,  that  he  would  have  knocked  me  down  without  the 
least  compunction,  if  I  had  hesitated. 

''Clara,  my  dear,"  he  said,  when  I  had  done  his  bidding, 
and  he  walked  me  into  the  parlour,  with  his  hand  still  on  my 
arm ;  ''you  will  not  be  made  uncomfortable  any  more ,  I  hopje. 
We  shall  soon  improve  our  youthful  humours.  *^ 

God  help  me,  I  might  have  been  improved  for  m;  whole 
life,  I  might  have  been  made  another  creature  perhaps,  for 
life,  by  a  kind  word  at  that  season.  A  word  of  encouragement 
and  explanation,  of  pitj  for  my  childish  ignorance,  of  welcome 
home,  of  reassurance  to  me  that  it  Vfas  home,  might  have  made 
me  dutiful  to  him  in  my  heart  henceforth ,  instead  of  in  my 
hypocritical  outside ,  and  might  have  made  me  respect  instead' 
of  hate  him.    I  thought  my  mother  was  sorry  to  see  me  stand- 
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ixig'  in  the  room  so  scared  and  strange,  and  that,  presently* 
when  I  stole  to  a  chair,  she  followed  me  with  her  ejes  more 
BorrowftiUy  still  —  missing,  perhaps,  some  freedom  in  my 
childish  tread  —  bnt  the  word  was  not  spoken,  and  the  time 
for  it  was  gone. 

We  dined  ^one,  we  three  together.  He  seemed  to  be 
very  fond  of  my  mother  —  I  am  afraid  I  liked  him  none  die 
better  for  that  —  and  she  was  yery  fond  of  him.  I  gathered 
from  wha*  they  said,  that  an  elder  sister  of  his  w^as  coming  to 
stay  with  them,  and  that  she  was  expected  that  eyening.  I  am 
not  certain  whether  I  fonnd  out  then ,  or  afterwards ,  that, 
without  being  actively  concerned  in  any  business,  he  had  some 
share  in,  or  some  annual  charge  upon  the  profits  of,  a  wine- 
merchant*8  house  in  London,  with  which  his  falnily  had  been 
connected  from  his  great-grand-father*8  timey  and  in  which  bis 
sister  had  a  similar  interest;  but  I  may  mention  it  in  Mb  place, 
whether  or  no. 

After  dinner,  when  we  were  sitting  by  the  fire,  and  I  was 
meditating  an  escape  to  Peggotty  without  having  the  hardi- 
hood to  slip  away,  lest  it  should  offend  the  master  of  the  house, 
a  coach  drove  up  to  the  garden-gate,  and  he  went  out  to  re- 
ceive the  visitor.  My  mother  followed  htm.  I  was  timidly 
following  her,  when  she  turned  round  at  the  parlour-door^  in 
the  dusk ,  and  taking  me  in  her  embrace  as  she  had  be^n  used 
to  do ,  whispered  me  td  love  my  new  father  and  be  obedient  to 
him.  She  did  this  hurriedly  and  Secretly ,  as  if  it  were  wrong, 
but  tenderly;  and,  putting  out  her  hand  behind  her,  held 
mine  in  it,  until  we  came  near  to  where  he  was  standing  in  the 
garden,  where  she  let  mine  go,  and  drew  hers  through  his 
arm. 

It  was  Miss  Murdstone  who  was  arrived ,  and  a  gloomy* 
looking  lady  she  was;  dark,  like  her  brother,  whom  she 
greatly  resembled  in  face  and  voice;   and  with  very  heavy 
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eyebrows,  nearly  meeting  over  her  large  nose,  as  if,  being 
disabled  by  the  wrongs  of  her  sex  from  wearing  whiskers,  she 
had  carried  them  to  that  acooont.  She  brought  with  her,  two 
uncompromising  hard  black  boxes,  with  her  initials  on  the  lids 
in  hard  brass  nails.  When  she  paid  the  coachman  she  took 
her  nxoney  ont  of  a  hard  steel  purse ,  and  she  kept  the  purse  in 
a  Tery  jail  of  a  bag  which  hung  upon  her  arm  by  a  heavy  chain, 
and  shut  up  like  a  bite.  I  had  never,  at  that  time,  seen  such  a 
metallic  lady  altogether  as  Miss  Murdstone  was. 

Sbe  was  brought  into  the  parlour  with  many  tokens  of  wel- 
come, and  there  formally  recognised  my  mother  as  a  new  and 
near  relation.    Then  she  looked  at  me,  and  said: 
.  "  Is  that  your  boy ,  sister-in-law  ?  " 
My  mother  acknowledged  me. 

^'  Generally  speaking, "  said  Miss  Murdstone ,  "I  don't  like 
boys.    How  d'  ye  do ,  boy  ?  " 

Under  these  encouraging  circumstances ,  I  relied  that  I 
was  very  well,  and  that  I  hoped  she  was  the  same ;  with  such 
an  indifferent  grace,  that  Miss  Murdstone  disposed  of  me  in 
two  words : 

"Wants  manner!*' 

Having  uttered  which,  with  great  distinctness,  she  begged 
the  favour  of  being  shown  to  her  room,  which  became  to  me 
from  that  time  forth  a  place  of  awe  and  dread,  wherein  the  two 
black  boxes  were  never  seen  open  or  known  to  be  left  un- 
locked, and  where  (for  I  peeped  in  once  or  twice  when  she  was 
out)  numerous  little  steel  fetters  and  rivets,  with  which  Miss 
Murdstone  embellished  herself  when  she  was  dressed,  gene- 
rally hung  upon  the  looking-glass  in  formidable  array. 

As  well  as  I  could  make  out,  she  had  come  for  good ,  and 
had  no  intention  of  ever  going  again.  She  began  to  "help*' 
my  mother  next  morning,  and  was  in  and  out  of  the  store- 
doset  aU  day,  putting  things  to  rights,  and  making  havoc  in 
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the  old  arrangements.  Almost  the  first  remarkable  thing  I 
observed  in  Miss  Murdstone  was,  her  being  constantly  haunted 
by  a  saspicion  that  the  servants  had  a  man  secreted  some- 
where on  the  premises.  Under  the  influence  of  this  delusion, 
she  dived  into  the  coal-cellar  at  the  most  untimely  hours ,  and 
sc^cely  ever  opened  the  door  of  a  dark  cupboard  without 
clapping  it  to  again ,  in  the  belief  that  she  had  got  him. 

Though  there  was  nothing  very  airy  about  Miss  Murdstone, 
she  was  a  perfect  Lark  in  point  of  getting  up*  She  was  up 
(and,  as  I  believe  to  this  hour,  looking  for  that  man)  before 
anybody  in  the  house  was  stirring.  Peggotty  gave  it  as  her 
opinion  that  she  even  slept  with  one  eye  open ;  but  I  could  not 
concur  in  this  idea;  for  I  tried  it  myself  afler  hearing  th<Q 
suggestion  thrown  out,  and  found  it  couldnH  be  done. 

On  the  very  first  morning  after  her  arrivAl  she  was  up  and 
ringing  her  bell  at  cock-crow.  When  my  mother  came  down 
to  breakfast  and  was  going  to  make  the  tea,  Miss  Murdstone 
gave  her  a  kind  of  peck  on  the  cheek,  which  was  her  nearest 
approach  to  a  kiss,  and  said: 

"Now,  Clara,  my  dear,  I  am  come  here,  you  know,  to  re- 
lieve you  of  all  the  trouble  I  can.  You  're  much  too  pretty 
and  thoughtless"  —  my  mother  blushed  but  laughed,  and 
seemed  not  to  dislike  this  character  —  "to  have  any  duties  im- 
posed upon  you  that  can  be  undertaken  by  me.  If  you  '11  be 
so  good  as  give  me  your  keys,  my  dear,  I  '11  attend  to  all  this 
sort  of  thing  in  future. " 

From  that  time,  Miss  Murdstone  kept  the  keys  in  her^own 
little  jail  all  day,  and  under  her  pillow  all  night,  and  my  mother 
had  no  more  to  do  with  them  than  I  had. 

My  mother  did  not  suffer  her  authority  to  pass  from  her 
without  a  shadow  of  protest.  One  night  when  Miss  Murdstone 
had  been  developing  certain  household  plans  to  her  brother, 
of  which  he  signified  his  approbation,  my  mother  suddenly 
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began  to  cry,  and  said  she  thought  she  might  have  been 
consnlted. 

"Clara  I"  said  Mr.  Murdstone  sternly.  "Clara!  I  wonder 
at  yon." 

"Oh,  it 's  very  well  to  say  you  wonder,  Edward! "  cried 
my  mother ,  "  and  it 's  very  well  for  you  to  talk  about  firmness, 
bat  yon  wouldn't  like  it  yourself." 

Firmness ,  I  may  observe ,  was  the  grand  quality  on  which 
both  Mr.  and  Miss  Murdstone  took  their  stand.  However- 1 
mig!it  have  expressed  my  comprehension  of  it  at  that  time,  if 
I  had  been  called  upon,  I  nevertheless  did  clearly  comprehend 
in  my  own  way,  that  it  was  another  name  for  tyranny ;  and  for 
a  certain  gloomy,  arrogant,  devil's  humour,  that  was  in  them 
both.  The  creed,  as  I  should  state  it  now,  was  this.  Mr. 
Murdstone  was  firm;  nobody  in  his  world  was  to  be  so  firm  as 
Mr.  Murdstone;  nobody  else  in  his  world  was  to  be  firm  at  all, 
for  everybody  was  to  be  bent  to  his  firmness.  Miss  Murdstone 
was  an  exception.  She  might  be  firm,  but  only  by  relation- 
ship, and  in  an  inferior  and  tributary  degree.  My  mother 
was  another  exception.  She  might  be  firm,  and  must  be; 
but  only  in  bearing  their  firmness,  and  firmly  believing  there 
was  no  other  firmness  upon  earth. 

"It 's  very  hard,"  said  my  mother,  "that  in  my  own 
house—" 

"  Ify  own  house  ?  "  repeated  Mr.  Murdstone.    "  Clara  I " 

"Our  own  house,  I  mean,'*  faltered  my  mother,  evidently 
frightened  —  "I  hope  you  must  know  what  I  mean,  Edward  — 
it 's  very  hard  that  in  yotir  own  house  I  may  not  have  a  word  to 
say  about  domestic  matters.  I  am  sure  I  managed  very  well 
before  we  were  married.  There 's  evidence,"  said  my  mother) 
sobbing ;  "  ask  Feggotty  if  I  didn't  do  very  well  when  I  wasn't 
interfered  with  1" 
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'*Edwttpd/*  said  Mies  Murdstone,  ''let  there  be  an  end 
of  this.    I  go  to-morrow." 

"Jane  Murdstone,"  said  her  brother,  "be  silent!  How 
dare  you  to  insinuate  that  you  don't  know  my  character  better 
than  your  words  imply?  " 

"I  am  sure,"  my  poor  mother  went  on,  at  a  grievous  dis- 
advantage, and  with  many  tears,  '*I  don't  want  anybody  to 
go.  I  should  be  very  miserable  and  unhappy  if  anybody  was 
to  go.  I  don't  ask  much.  I  am  not  unreasonable.  I  only- 
want  to  be  consulted  sometimes.  I  am  very  much  obliged  to 
anybody  who  .assists  me,  and  I  only  want  to  be  consulted  as  a 
mere  form,  sometimes.  I  thought  you  were  pleased,  once, 
with  my  being  a  little  inexperienced  and  girlish,  Edward  — 
I  am  sure  you  said  so  —  but  you  seem  to  hate  me  for  it  now, 
you  are  so  severe." 

"Edward,"  said  Miss  Murdstone ,  again,  "let  there  be  an 
end  of  this.    I  go  to-marrow." 

"Jane  Murdstone,"  thundered  Mr.  Murdstone.  "Will  you 
be  silent?    How  dare  you?  " 

Miss  Murdstone  made  a  jail-delivery  of  her  pocket-hand- 
kerchief, and  held  it  before  her  eyes. 

"Clara,"  he  continued,  looking  at  my  mother,  "you  sur- 
prise me  I  You  astound  me  I  Yes ,  I  had  a  satisfaction  in  the 
thought  of  manying  an  inexperienced  and  artless  person,  and 
forming  her  character,  and  infusing  into  it  some  amount  of 
that  firmness  and  decision  of  whidi  it  stood  in  need.  But 
when  Jane  Murdstone  is  kind  enough  to  come  to  my  assistance 
in  this  endeavour,  and  to  assume,  for  my  sake,  a  condition 
something  like  a  housekeeper's,  and  when  she  meets  with  a 
base  return — " 

"Oh,  pray,  pray,  Edward,"  cried  my  mother,  "don't 
accuse  me  of  being  ungrateful.   I  am  sure  I  am  not  ungrateful . 
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No  one  erer  said  I  was ,  before.    I  have  many  faults ,  but  not 
that.     Oh,  don't,  my  dearl " 

**  When  Jane  Mordstone  meets ,  I  say  /*  he  went  on ,  after 
waiting  nntii  my  mother  was  silent,  ^^with  a  base  return,  that 
feeling  of  mine  is  chilled  and  altered." 

*' Don't,  my  love,  say  that!"  implored  my  mother,  very 
piteousiy.  '^Oh,  don't,  Edward!  I  can't  bear  to  hear  it. 
Whatever  I  am,  I  am  affectionate.  I  know  I  am  a£fectionatc. 
I  wouldn't  say  it ,  if  I  wasn't  certain  that  I  am.  Asjc  Feggotty . 
I  am  sure  she  '11  tell  you  I  'm  affectionate." 

**  There  is  no  extent  of  mere  weakness,  Clara,"  said  Mr. 
Mordstone  in  reply ,  ^*that  can  have  the  least  weight  with  me. 
Yon  lose  breath." 

*^Fray  let  us  be  friends,"  said  my  mother,  '^I  couldn't 
live  under  coldness  or  unkindness.  I  am  so  sorry.  I  have 
a  great  many  defects,  I  know,  and  it's  very  good  of  you, 
Edward,  with  your  strength  of  mind,  to  endeavour  to  correct 
them  for  me.  Jane,  I  don't  object  to  anything.  I  should  be 
quite  brokesB-hearted  if  you  thought  of  leaving  — "  My  mother 
was  too  much  overcome  to  go  on. 

^' Jane  Mnrdstone,"  said  Blr.  Murdstone  to  his  sister,  ''any 
harsh  words  between  us  are,  I  hope,  uncommon.  It  is  not 
my  fault  thai  so  unusual  an  occurrence  has  taken  place  to- 
night. I  was  betrayed  into  it  by  another.  Nor  is  it  your  fault. 
Yoo  were  betrayed  into  it  by  another.  Let  us  both  try  to 
foT^et  it.  And  as  this,"  he  added,  after  these  magnanimous 
words ,  **  is  not  a  fit  so^ie  for  the  boy  —  David,  go  to  bed  I " 

I  oould  hardly  find  the  door,  through  the  tears  that  stood 
in  my  eyes.  I  was  so  sorry  for  my  mother's  distress;  but  I 
groped  my  Way  out,  and  groped  my  way  up  to  my  room  in  the 
dark,  without  even  having  the  heart  to  say  good  night  to 
Peggotty ,  or  to  get  a  candle  from  her.  When  her  coming  up 
to  look  f<^  me,  an  hour  or  so  afterwards,  awoke  me,  she 
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said  that  my  mother  had  gone  to  bed  poorly,  and  that  Mr.  and 
Miss  Murdstone  were  sitting  alone.  . 

Going  down  next  morning  rather  earlier  than  usual,  I 
paused  outside  the  parlour-door,  on  hearing  my  mother's  voice. 
She  was  very  earnestly  and  humbly  entreating  Miss  Murd- 
stone's  pardon,  which  that  lady  granted,  and  a  perfect  recon- 
ciliation took  place.  I  never  knew  my  mother  afterwards  to 
give  an  opinion  on  any  matter,  without  first  appealing  to  Miss 
Murdstone ,  or  without  having  first  ascertained ,  by  some  sure 
means,  what  Miss  Murdstone's  opinion  was;  and  I  never  saw 
Miss  Murdstone,  when  out  of  temper  (she  was  infirm  that 
way) ,  move  her  hand  towards  her  bag  as  if  she  were  going  to 
take  out  the  keys  and  offer  to  resign  them  to  my  mother,  with- 
out seeing  that  my  mother  was  in  a  terrible  fright. 

The  gloomy  taint  that  was  in  the  -Murdstone  blood, 
darkened  the  Murdstone  religion,  which  was  austere  and 
wrathful.  I  have  thought,  since,  that  its  assuming  that  character 
was  a  necessary  consequence  of  Mr.  Murdstone's  firmness, 
which  wouldn't  allow  him  to  let  any  body  off  from  the  utmost 
weight  of  the  severest  penalties  he  could  find  any  excuse  for. 
Be  this  as  it  may,  I  well  remember  the  tremendous  visages 
with  which  we  used  to  go  to  church,  and  the  changed  air  of 
the  place.  Again,  the  dreaded  Sunday  comes  round,  and  I 
file  into  the  old  pew  first,  like  a  guarded  captive  brought  to  a 
condemned  service.  Again,  Miss  Murdstone,  in  a  black 
velvet  gown,  that  looks  as  if  it  had  been  made  out  of  a  pall, 
follows  close  upon  me;  then  my  mother;  then  her  husband. 
There  is  no  Peggotty  now,  as  in  the  old  time.  Again,  I  listen 
to  Miss  Murdstone  mumbling  the  responses ,  and  emphasising 
all  the  dread  words  with  a  cruel  relish.  Again,  I  see  her 
dark  eyes  roU  round  the  church  when  she  says  '^miserable 
sinners,"  as  if  she  were  calling  all  the  congregation  mines. 
Again,  I  catch  rare  glimpses  of  my  mother,  moving  her  lips 
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timidlj  between  the  two,  with  one  of  them  mattering  at  each 
ear  like  low  thunder.  Again,  I  wonder  with  a  sudden  fear 
whether  it  is  likely  that  our  good  old  clergyman  can  be  wrong, 
and  Mr.  and  Miss  Murdstone  right,  and  that  all  the  angels  in 
HeaTen  can  be  destroying  angels.  Again ,  if  I  move  a  finger 
or  relax  a  mosele  of  my  face ,  Miss  Murdstone  pokes  me  with 
her  prayer-book ,  and  makes  my  side  ache. 

Yea ,  and  again ,  as  we  walk  home,  I  note  some  neighbours 
looking  at  my  mother,  and  at  me,  and  whispering.  Again, 
as  the  three  go  on  arm-in-arm,  and  I  linger  behind  alone, 
I  follow  some  of  those  looks ,  and  wonder  if  my  mother's  step 
be  really  not  so  light  as  I  haye  seen  it,  and  if  the  gaiety  of  her 
beauty  be  really  almost  worried  away.  Again,  I  wonder 
whether  any  of  the  neighbours  call  to  mind,  as  I  do ,  how  we 
used  to  walk  home  together,  she  and  I ;  and  I  wonder  stupidly 
about  that,  all  the  dreary  dismal  day. 

There  had  been  some  talk  on  occasions  of  my  going  t6 
boarding-school.  Mr.  and  Miss  Murdstone  had  originated  it, 
and  my  mother  had  of  course  agreed  with  them.  Nothing, 
however,  was  concluded  on  the  subject  yet.  In  the  meantime, 
1  learnt  lessons  at  home. 

Shall  I  ever  forget  those  lessons !  They  were  presided 
over  nominally  by  my  mother,  but  really  by  Mr.  Murdstone 
and  his  sister,  who  were  always  present,  and  found  them  a 
favourable  occasion  for  giving  my  mother  lessons  in  that 
miscalled  firmness,  which  was  the  bane  of  both  our  lives. 
I  believe  I  was  kept  at  home,  for  that  purpose.  I  had  been 
apt  enough  to  learn,  and  willing  enough,  when  my  mother 
and  I  had  lived  alone  together.  I  can  faintly  remember  learn- 
ing the  alphabet  at  her  knee.  To  this  day,  when  I  look  upon 
the  fat  black  letters  in  the  primer,  the  puzzling  novelty  of 
their  shapes,  and  the  easy  good-nature  of  O  and  Q  and  S, 
seem  to  present  themselves  again  before  me  as  they  used  ^ 
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do.  Bat  they  recall  no  feeling  of  disgust  or  reluctance.  On 
the  contrary ,  I  seem  to  have  walked  along  a  path  of  flowers 
as  far  as  the  crocodile-book,  and  to  have  been  cheered  by  the 
gentleness  of  my  mother's  yoice  and  manner  all  the  way.  But 
these  solemn  lessons  which  succeeded  those,  I  remember  as 
the  death-blow  at  my  peace,  and  a  grierous  diuly  drudgery 
and  misery.  They  were  very  long,  very  numerous,  very 
hard —  perfectly  unintelligible,  some  of  them,  t#  me  —  and 
I  was  generally  as  much  bewildered  by  them  as  I  beHeve  my 
poor  mother  was  herself. 

Let  me  remember  how  it  used  to  be,  and  bring  one  morn- 
ing back  again. 

I  come  into  the  second-best  parlour  afler  breakfast ,  with 
my  books ,  and  an  exercise-book,  and  a  slate.  My  mother  is 
ready  for  me  at  her  writing-desk,  but  not  half  so  ready  as 
^r.  Mqrdstone  in  his  easy-chair  by  the  window  (though  he 
pretends  to  be  reading  a  book),  or  as  Miss  Murdstone,  sitting 
near  my  mother  stringing  steel  beads.  The  very  sight  of  tliese 
two  has  such  an  influence  over  me,  that  I  begin  to  feel  the 
words  I  have  been  at  infinite  pains  to  get  into  my  head ,  all 
sliding  away,  and  going  I  don't  know  where,  I  wonder  where 
they  do  go,  by-the-by? 

I  hand  the  first  book  to  my  mother.  Perhaps  it  is  a  gram- 
mar, perhaps  a  history,  or  geography.  I  take  a  last  drowning 
look  at  the  page  as  I  give  it  into  her  hand ,  and  start  ofl*  aloud 
at  a  racing  pace  while  I  have  got  it  fresh.  I  trip  over  a  word. 
Mr.  Murdstone  looks  up.  I  trip  over  another  word.  Miss 
Murdstone  looks  up.  I  redden,  tumble  over  half-a-dozen 
words,  and  stop.  I  think  my  mother  would  show  me  the  book 
if  she  dared,  but  she  does  not  dare,  and  she  says  softly : 

"Oh,  Davy,  Davy!" 

''Now,  Clara,*'  says  Mr.  Murdstone,  ''bb'flrm  with  the 


boy.  Don't  say  *  Oh,  Davy,  Davy!'  That's  childish.  Ho 
knows  his  lesson,  or  he  does  not  know  it." 

**He  does  no<  know  it,"  Miss  Murdstone  interposes  awfully. 

*'I  am  really  afraid  he  does  not,"  says  my  mother. 

"Then  you  see,  Clara,"  returns  Miss  Murdstone,  "you 
should  jnst  give  him  the  book  back ,  and  make  him  know  it." 

"Yes,  certainly,"  says  my  mother;  *Hhat  is  what  I  intend 
to  do,  my  dear  Jane.  Now,  Davy,  try  once  more,  and  don't 
be  stnpid. 

I  obey  the  first  clause  of  the  injunction  by  trying  once 
more ,  bot  am  not  so  raccessfol  witii  the  second ,  for  I  am  very 
atnpid.  I  tumble  down  before  I  get  to  the  old  place,  at  a 
point  where  I  was  all  right  before,  and.  stop  to  think.  But  I 
Gan*t  think  about  the  lesson.  I  think  of  the  number  of  yards 
of  net  in  Miss  Mardstone's  cap,  or  of  the  price  of  Mr.  Murd^* 
stone's  dressing-gown,  or  any  such  ridiculous  problem  that  I 
have  no  business  widi,  and  don't  want  to  have  anything  at  all 
to  do  with.  Mr.  Murdstone  makes  a  movement  of  impatjpnce 
which  I  have  been  expecting  for  a  long  time.  Miss  Murdstone 
does  the  same.  My  mother  glances  submissively  at  them, 
shuts  the  book,  and  lays  it  by  as  an  arrear  to  be  worked  out 
when  my  other  tasks  are  done* 

There  is  a  pile  of  these  arrears  very  soon,  and  it  swells  like 
a  rotting  snowball.  The  bigger  it  gets,  the  more  stupid  /  get. 
The  case  is  so  hopeless ,  and  I  feel  that  I  am  wallowing  in  such 
a  bog  of  nonsense,  that  I  give  up  all  idea  of  getting  out,  and 
abandon  myself  to  my  fate.  The  despairing  way  in  which  my 
mother  and  I  look  at  each  other,  as  I  blunder  on,  is  truly 
melancholy.  But  the  greatest  effect  in  these  miserable  lessons 
is  when  my  mother  (thinking  nobody  is  observing  her)  tries 
to  give  me  the  cue  by  the  motion  of  her  lips.  At  that  instant, 
MuBS  Murdstone,  who  has  been  lying  in  wait  for  nothing  else 
«H  along  I  says  in  a  deep  warning  voice : 
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"Clara!" 


My  mother  starts,  colours,  and  smiles  faintly.  Mr.  Murd- 
stone  comes  out  of  his  chair,  takes  the  book,  throws  it  at  me 
or  boxes  my  ears  with  it,  and  turns  me  out  of  the  room  by  the 
shoulders. 

Even  when  the  lessons  are  done,  the  worst  is  yet  to  happen, 
in  the  shape  of  an  appalling  sum.  This  is  invented  for  me, 
and  delivered  to  me  orally  by  Mr.Murdstone,  and  begins, 
"If  I  go  into  a  cheesemonger's  shop,  and  buy  five  thousand 
double-Gloucester  cheeses  at  fourpence-halfpenny  each ,  pre- 
sent payment**  —  at  which  I  see  Miss  Murdstone  secretly 
overjoyed.  I  pore  over  these  cheeses  without  any  result  or 
enlightenment  until  dinner-time ;  when,  having  omde  aMulatto 
of  myself  by  getting  the  dirt  of  the  slate  into  the  pores  of 
my  skin,  I  have  a  slice  of  bread  to  help  me  out  with  the 
cheeses,  and  am  considered  in  disgrace  for  the  rest  of  the 
eveiuDg. 

It  seems  to  me,  at  this  distance  of  time,  as  if  my  un- 
fortunate studies  generally  took  this  course.  I  could  have 
done  very  well  if  I  had  been  without  the  Murdstones ;  but  the 
influence  of  the  Murdstones  upon  me  was  like  the  fascination 
'  of  two  snakes  on  a  wretched  young  bird.  Even  when  I  did  get 
through  the  morning  with  tolerable  credit,  there  was  not  much 
gained  but  dinner ;  for  Miss  Murdstone  never  could  endure  to 
se^  me  untasked,  and  if  I  rashly  made  any  show  of  being 
unemployed,  called  her  brother's  attention  to  me  by  saying, 
"  Clara,  my  dear,  there 's  nothing  lijce  work  —  give  your  boy 
an  exercise ;  **  which  caused  me  to  be  clapped  down  to  some 
new  labour ,  there  and  then.  As  to  any  recreation  with  oUier 
children  of  my  age,  I  had  very  little  of  that;  for  the  gloomy 
theology  of  the  Murdstones  made  all  children  out  to  be  a 
swarm  of  little  vipers  (though  there  was  a  child  once  set  in  the 
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midst  of  the  Diadples),  and  held  that  they  contaminated  one 
another. 

The  natural  result  of  this  treatment,  continued,  I  suppose, 
for  some  six  months  or  more,  was  to  make  me  sullen,  dull, 
and  do^ed.  I  was  not  made  the  less  so,  hj  my  sense  of 
being  daily  more  and  more  shut  out  and  alienated  from  my 
mother.  I  believe  I  should  have  been  almost  stupified  but  for 
one  circumstance. 

It  was  this.  My  father  had  left  a  small  collection  of  books 
in  a  little  room  up-stairs,  to  which  I  had  access  (for  it  adjoined 
my  own)  and  which  nobody  else  in  our  house  ever  troubled. 
From  that  blessed  little  room,  Roderick  Random,  Peregrine 
Fickle,  Humphrey  Clinker,  Tom  Jones,  The  Vicar  of  Wake- 
field, Don  Quixote,  Gil  Bias,  and  Robinson  Crusoe,  came 
out,  a  glorious  host,  to  keep  me  company.  They  kept  alive 
my  fancy,  and  my  hope  of  something  beyond  that  place  and 
time,  —  they,  and  the  Arabian  Nights,  and  the  Tales  of  the 
Genii,  —  and  did  me  no  harm ;  for  whatever  harm  was  in,  some 
of  them  was  not  there  fbr  me ;  /  knew  nothing  of  it.  It  is 
astonishing  to  me  now,  how  I  found  time ,  in  the  midst  of  my 
porings  and  blunderings  over  heavier  themes,  to  read  those 
books  as  I  did.  It  is  curious  to  me  how  I  could  ever  have 
consoled  myself  under  my  small  troubles  (which  were  great 
troubles  to  me),  by  impersonating  my  favourite  characters  in 
them  —  as  I  did  —  and  by  putting  Mr.  and  Miss  Murdstone 
into  an  the  bad  ones  —  which  I  did  too.  I  have  been  Tom 
Jones  (a  child^s  Tom  Jones,  a  harmless  creature)  for  a  week 
together.  I  have  sustained  my  own  idea  of  Roderick  Random 
for  a  month  at  a  stretch,  I  verily  believe.  I  had  a  greedy 
relish  for  a  few  volumes  of  Voyages  and  Travels  —  I  forget 
what,  now  —  that  were  on  those  shelves;  and  for  days  and 
days  I  ean  remember  to  have  gone  about  my  region  of  our 
houaei  armed  with  tiie  eentre-piece  out  of  an  old  set  of  boot- 
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trees  —  the  perfect  realisation  of  Captain  Somebody,  of  the 
Boyal  British  Navy,  in  danger  of  being  beset  by  savages,  and 
resolved  to  sell  his  life  at  a  great  price.  The  Captain  never 
lost  dignity,  from  having  his  ears  boxed  with  the  Latin  Gram- 
mar. I  did;  but  the  Captain  was  a  Captain  and  a  hero,  in 
despite  of  all  the  grammars  of  all  the  languages  in  the  world, 
dead  or  alive. 

This  was  my  only  and  my  constant  comfort.  *When  I  think 
of  it,  the  picture  always  rises  in  my  mind ,  of  a  summer  even- 
ing, the  boys  at  play  in  the  churchyard,  'and  I  sitting  on  my 
bed,  reading  as  if  for  life.  Every  bam  in  the  n<»ghbourhood, 
every  stone  in  the  church,  and  every  foot  of  the  churchyard, 
had  some  association  of  its  own,  in  my  mind,  connected  with 
these  books,  and  stood  for  some  locality  made  famous  in  them. 
I  have  seen  Tom  Fipes  go  elimbing  up  the  church-steeple ; 
I  have  watched  Strap,  wiUi  the  knapsack  on  his  back,  stopping 
to  rest  himself  upon  the  wicket-gate;  and  I  knoto  tliat  Com- 
modore Trunnion  held  that  club  with  Mr.  Pickle,  in  the  parlour 
of  our  little  village  alehouse. 

The  reader  now  understands  as  well  as  I  do,  what  IVas 
when  I  came  to  that  point  of  my  youthful  history  to  which  I  am 
now  coming  again. 

One  morning  when  I  went  into  the  parlour  with  my  books, 
I  found  my  mother  looking  anxious,  Miss  Murdstone  looking 
firm,  and  Mr.  Murdstone  binding  something  round  the  bottom 
of  a  cane  —  a  lithe  and  limber  cane ,  which  he  left  off  binding 
when  I  came  in ,  and  poised  and  switched  in  the  air.* 

"I  tell  you,  Clara,"  said  Mr.  Murdstone,  "I  have  been 
often  flogged  myself." 

"To  be  sure;  of  course,"  said  Miss  Murdstone. 
Certainly,  mydear  Jaue,"  faltered  my  mother,  meekly. 
But  —  but  do  you  think  it  did  Edward  good '? " 
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«Do  70a  tliink  it  did  Edward  hartti,  Ckra?"  Asked  Mr« 
Mnrdfltoae,  gravelj. 

•*  Thai 's  the  pointl "  said  ku  siflten 

To  tbii  1117  mother  retamed,  '*  Certainly,  my  dear  Jaae,*' 
■ad  said  no  more. 

I  feit  appreheneiTe  thai  I  wae  personally  interested  in  thiii 
dialogue,  and  sought  Mr.  Murdstone^s  eye  as  it  lighted  on 


**Kow,  David,**  he  eaid  ^  and  I  saw  that  cast  agabi«  as  he 
aaid  it  —  *'yoa  most  be  far  more  eareful  to-day  than  usual.* ' 
He  gave  the  cane  another  poise,  and  another  trwit^h;  and 
having  finished  his  preparafcien  of  it,  laid  it  dovn  beside  him, 
vith  an  expressive  look ,  and  too^  up  his  book. 

This  was  a  good  freshener  to  my  presence  of  mind,  as  a 
beginning.  I  felt  the  words  of  my  lessons  slipping  off,  not  one 
by  one ,  or  line  by  line ,  but  by  the  entire  page.  I  tried  to  lay 
hold  of  them;  but  they  seemed,  if  I  nuiy  so  express  it,  to  have 
pot  skates  on,  and  to  skim  away  from  me  with  a  smoothness 
there  was  no  checking* 

We  began  badly,  and  went  on  worse.  I  had  come  in,  with 
an  idea  of  distinguishing  myself  rather,  conoeiving  that  I  was 
very  well  prepared ;  but  it  turned  oat  to  be  quite  a  mistake. 
Book  after  book  was  added  to  the  heap  of  failures.  Miss 
Mardstone  being  firmly  watehful  of  us  all  the  time.  And 
when  we  came  at  last  to  the  five  thousand  cheeses  (canes  he 
made  it  that  day,  I  remember),  my  mother  burst  out  crying. 

**  Clara  I**  said  Miss  Murdstone,  in  her  warning  voice. 

''I  am  not  quite  well,  my  dear  Jane,  I  think,"*  said  my 
mother. 

I  saw  liJm  ivink,  solemnly,  at  his  sister,  as  he  rose  and  snid, 
takii^  up  the  cane; 

**Why,  Jane,  we  can  hardly  expect  Clara  to  bear,  with 
perfect  firmness,  the  worry  and  torment  that  David  has  '^'*- 
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casioned  her  to-day.  That  would  be  stoical.  Clara  is  greatly 
strengthened  and  improved ,  bat  we  can  hardly  expect  so 
much  from  her.    David,  yon  and  I  will  go  np-stairs,  boy.'* 

As  he  took  me  ont  at  the*door ,  my  mother  ran  towards  us. 
Miss  Mardstone  said,  *' Clara  I  are  yon  ar  perfect  fool?"  and 
interfered.  I  saw  my  mother  stop  her  ears  then ,  and  I  heard 
her  cxying. 

He  walked  me  np  to  my  room  slowly  and  gravely  —  I  am 
certain  he  had  a  delight  in  that  formal  parade  of  executing 
justice  —  and  when  we  got  there,  suddenly  twisted  my  head 
under  his  arm. 

"Mr.  Murdstonel  Sir!"  I  cried  to  him.  <«Don*tI  Pray 
don't  beat  me!  I  have  tried  to  learn.  Sir,  but  I  can't  learn 
while  you  and  Miss  Murdstone  are  by.    I  can't  indeed  I " 

*< Can't  you,  indeed,  David?"  he  said.  <<We 'U  try 
that." 

He  had  my  head  as  ia  a  vice,  but  I  twined  round  him  some- 
how, and  stopped  him  for  a  moment,  entreating  him  not  to 
beat  me.  It  was  only  for  a  moment  that  I  stopped  him ,  for  he 
cut  me  heavily  an  instant  afterwards,  and  in  the  same  instant  I 
caught  the  hand  with  which  he  held  me  in  my  mouth ,  between 
my  teeth,  and  Bit  it  through.  It  sets  my  teeth  on  edge  to 
think  of  it. 

He  beat  me  then ,  as  if  he  would  have  beaten  me  to  death. 
Above  all  the  noise  we  made ,  I  heard  them  running  up  the 
stairs ,  and  crying  out  —  I  heard  my  mother  crying  out  —  and 
Feggotty.  Then  he  was  gone ;  and  the  door  was  locked  out- 
side; and  I  was  lying,  fevered  and  hot,  and  torn,  and  sore, 
and  raging  in  my  puny  way ,  upon  the  floor. 

How  well  I  recollect,  when  I  became  quiet,  what  an  un- 
natural stillness  seemed  to  reign  through  the  whole  house ! 
How  well  I  remember,  when  my  smart  and  passion  began  to 
cool,  how  wicked  I  began  to  feel  1 
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I  nt  listening  for  a  long  while ,  but  there  was  not  a  sound. 
I  crawled  up  from  the  floor,  and  saw  my  face  in  the  glass ,  so 
swollen,  red,  and  ngly,  that  it  almost  frightened  me.  My 
stripes  were  sore  and  stiff,  and  made  me  cry  afiresh,  when  I 
moved;  but  they  were  nothing  to  the  guilt  I  felt.  It  lay 
hesYier  on  my  breast  than  if  I  had  been  a  most  atrodons  crimi- 
nal, I  dare  say. 

It  had  begun  to  grow  dark ,  and  I  had  shut  the  window  (I 
Iiad  been  lying,  forthe  most  part,  with  my  head  upon  the  sill, 
by  tnms  crying,  dozing,  and  looking  listlessly  out),  when  the 
key  was  turned,  and  Miss  Murdstone  came  in  with  some  bread 
and  meat,  and  milk.  These  she  put  down  upon  the  table 
without  a  word,  glaring  at  me  the  while  with  exemplary 
firmness,  and  then  retired,  locking  the  door  after  her. 

Long  after  it  was  dark  I  sat  there,  wondering  whether 
anybody  else  would  come.  When  this  appeared  improbable 
for  that  night,  I  undressed,  and  went  to  bed;  and,  there,  I 
began  to  wonder  fearfully  what  would  be  done  to  me. 
Whether  it  was  a  criminal  act  that  I  had  committed?  Whether 
I  should  be  taken  into  custody,  and  sent  to  prison?  Whether 
I  was  at  all  in  danger  of  being  hanged? 

X  never  shall  forget  the  waking,  next  morning;  the  being 
cheerful  and  fresh  for  the  first  moment,  and  then  the  being 
weighed  down  by  the  stale  and  dismal  oppression  of  remem- 
brance. Miss  Murdstone  reappeared  before  I  was  out  of  bed ; 
told  me,  in  so  many  words,  that  I  was  free  to  walk  in  the 
garden  for  half  an  hour  and  no  longer;  and  retired,  leaving 
the  door  open ,  that  I  might  avail  myself  of  that  permission. 

I  did  so,  and  did  so  every  morning  of  my  imprisonment, 
which  lasted  five  days .  If  I  could  have  seen  my  mother  alone, 
I  shonid  have  gone  down  on  my  knees  to  her  and  besought  her 
forgiveness;  but  I  saw  no  one,  Miss  Murdstone  excepted, 
during  the  whole  time  —  except  at  evening  prayers  in  ^^ 
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parlour;  to  which  I  was  escorted  by  Miss  Murdstone  after 
ever}'body  else  was  placed;  where  I  was  stationed,  a  yoa«g 
outlaw,  all  alone  by  myself  near  the  door ;  and  whence  I  was 
solemnly  conducted  by  my  jailer,  before  any  one  arose  from 
the  devotional  posture.  I  only  observed  that  my  mother  waa 
as  far  off  from  me  as  she  could  be ,  and  kept  her  face  another 
way  so  that  I  never  saw  it ;  and  that  Mr.  Murdstone's  hand  was 
bound  up  in  a  large  linen  wrapper. 

The  length  of  those  five  days  I  can  convey  no  idea  of  to 
any  one.  They  occupy  the  place  of  years  in  my  remembrance. 
The  way  in  which  I  listened  to  all  the  incidents  of  the  houae 
that  made  themselves  audible  to  me;  the  ringing  of  bells,  the 
opening  and  shutting  of  doors ,  the  murmuring  of  voices ,  the 
footsteps  on  the  stairs ;  to  any  laughing,  whistling,  or  singing, 
outside,  which  seemed  more  dismal  than  anything  else  to  me 
in  my  solitude  and  disgrace  —  the  uncertain  pace  of  the  hours, 
especially  at  night,  when  I  would  wake  thinking  it  was  morn- 
ing, and  find  that  the  family  were  not  yet  gone  to  bed,  and 
that  all  the  length  of  night  had  yet  to  come  —  the  depressed 
dreams  and  nightmares  I  had  -»  the  return  of  day,  noon, 
afternoon,  evening,  when  the  boys  played  in  the  churchyard, 
and  I  watched  them  from  a  distance  within  the  room,  being 
ashamed  to  show  myself  at  the  window  lest  they  should  know 
I  was  a  prisoner  —  the  strange  sensation  of  never  hearing  my- 
self speak  —  the  fleeting  intervals  of  something  like  cheer- 
fulness ,  which  came  with  eating  and  drinking,  and  went  away 
with  it  "^  the  setting  in  of  rain  one  evening,  with  a  fresh  smell, 
and  its  coming  down  faster  and  faster  between  me  and  the 
church,  until  it  and  gathering  night  seemed  to  quench  me  in 
gloom,  and  fear,  and  remorse  —  all  this  appears  to  have  gone 
round  and  round  for  years  instead  of  days ,  it  is  so  vividly  and 
strongly  stamped  on  my  remembrance. 

On  the  last  night  of  my  restraint ,  I  was  awakened  by  hear- 
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log  my  own  name  spoken  in  a  whisper.    I  started  up  in  bed, 
and  putting  out  my  arms  in  the  dark,  said: 

"  Is  that  you,  Peggotty  ?  " 

There  was  no  immediate  answer ,  but  presently  I  heard  my 
name  again,  in  a  tone  so  very  mysterious  and  awfVil,  that  I 
think  I  should  have  gone  into  a  fit,  if  it  had  not  oecnrred  to  me 
that  it  must  have  come  through  th<5  keyhole. 

I  groped  my  way  to  the  door,  and  putting  my  own  lips  to 
the  keyhole,  whi^ered: 

«'Ib  that  you,  Peggotty,  dear?'' 

*^Tes,  my  own  precious  Davy,"  she  replied.  **Be  as  sof^ 
as  a  mouse,  or  the  Oat  '11  hear  us." 

I  understood  this  to  mean  Miss  Murdstone,  and  was 
sensible  of  the  urgency  of  the  case ;  her  room  being  close  by. 

''How's  Mama,  dear  Peggotty?  Is  she  very  angry  with 
me?" 

I  could  hear  Peggotty  cxying  sofUy  on  her  side  of  the  key- 
hole, asl  was  doing  on  mine,  before  she  answered.  '*No.  Not 
▼cry." 

''What  is  going  to  be  done  with  me,  Peggotty  dear?  Do 
you  know?" 

"School.  Kear  London ,"  was  Peggotty 's  answer.  I  was 
obliged  to  get  her  to  repeat  it,  for  she  spoke  it  the  first  time 
quite  down  my  throat,  in  consequence  of  my  having  forgotten 
to  take  my  month  away  firom  the  keyhole  and  put  my  ear  there ; 
and  though  her  words  tickled  me  a  good  deal,  I  didn't  hear 
them. 

"When,  Peggotty?" 
-     "To-morrow." 

"Is  that  the  reason  why  Miss  Murdstone  took  the  clothes 
ont  of  my  drawers?  "  which  she  had  done,  though  I  have  for- 
gotten to  mention  it. 

"Yes ,"  said  Peggotty.    "Box.' 
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"Shan't  I  see Mftma?" 

"Yea,"  said Peggotty.    "Morning." 

Then  Peggotty  fitted  her  mouth  close  to  the  keyhole,  and 
delivered  these  words  through  it  with  as  much  feeling  and 
earnestness  as  a  keyhole  has  ever  been  the  medium  of  commu- 
nicating, I  will  venture  to  assert:  shooting  in  each  broken  little 
sentence  in  a  convulsive  little  burst  of  its  own. 

"Davy,  dear.  If  I  ain't  ben  azackly  as  intimate  with  you. 
Lately,  as  I  used  to  be.  It  ain*t  becase  I  don't  love  you. 
Just  as  well  and  more,  my  pretty  poppet.  It*s  because  I 
thought  it  better  for  you.  And  for  some  one  else  besides. 
Davy,  my  darling ,  are  you  listening?    Can  you  hear?  *' 

"Ye — ye — ye — yes ,  Peggotty  1 "  I  sobbed. 

"My  own ! "  said  Peggotty,  with  infinite  compassion.  "What 
I  want  to  say,  is.  That  you  must  never  forget  me.  For  I  *11 
never  forget  you.  And  I  '11  take  as  much  care  of  your  Mama, 
Davy.  As  ever  I  took  of  you.  And  I  won't  leave  her.  The 
day  may  come  when  she  'U  be  glad  to  lay  her  poor  head.  On 
her  stupid,  cross  old  Peggotty's  arm  again.  And  I  *ll  write 
to  you,  my  dear.  Though  I  ain't  no  scholar.  And  I  11 — 
I  '11  — "  Peggotty  fell  to  kissing  the  keyhole,  as  she  couldn't 
kiss  me. 

"  Thank  you ,  dear  Peggotty  I "  said  I.  "  Oh ,  thank  you  1 
Thank  you !  Will  you  promise  me  one  thing,  Peggotty  ?  Will 
you  write  and  tell  Mr.  Peggotty  and  little  Em'ly  and  Mrs. 
Gummidge  and  Ham,,  that  I  am  not  so  bad  as  they  might  sup- 
pose ,  and  that  I  sent  *em  all  my  love  —  especially  to  litUe 
Em'ly?  •  WiU  you,  if  you  please,  Peggotty?  " 

The  kind  soul  promised,  and  we  both  of  us  kissed  the  key- 
hole with  the  greatest  afiection  —  I  patted  it  with  my  hand,  I 
recollect,  as  if  it  had  been  her  honest  face  —  and  parted. 
From  that  night  there  grew  up  in  my  breast,  a  feeling  for 
Peggotty,  which  I  cannot  very  well  define.     She  did  not  re- 
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place  1117  moiher;  no  one  could  do  that;  but  she  came  into  a 
Tacancj  in  mj  heart,  which  closed  upon  her,  and  I  felt  towards 
her  something  I  have  never  felt  for  any  other  human  being.  It 
was  a  sort  of  comical  affection  too ;  and  yet  if  she  had  died,  I 
cannot  think  what  I  should  have  done ,  or  how  I  should  have 
acted  out  the  tragedy  it  would  have  beeu  to  me. 

In  the  morning  MissMnrdstone  appeared  as  usual,  and  told 
me  I  was  going  to  school ;  which  was  not  altogether  such  news 
to  me  as  she  supposed.  She  also  informed  me  that  when  I  was 
dressed,  I  was  to  come  down-stairs  into  the  parlour,  and  have 
my  breakfast.  There ,  I  found  my  mother,  very  pale  and  with 
red  eyes :  into  whose  arms  I  ran ,  and  begged  her  pardon  from 
my  suffering  soul. 

**  Oh ,  Davy  I "  she  said.  *'  That  you  could  hurt  sd^^  one  I 
love !  T17  to  be  better,  pray  to  be  better  1  I  forgire  you ;  but 
I  am  so  grieved,  Davy,  that  you  should  have  such  bad  passions 
in  your  heart** 

Th^had  persuaded  her  that  I  was  a  wicked  fellow,  and  she 
was  more  sorry  for  that,  than  for  my  going  away.  I  felt  it  sorely. 
I  tried  to  eat  my  parting  breakfast,  but  my  tears  dropped  upon 
my  bread-and-butter,  and  trickled  into  my  tea.  I  saw  my 
mother  look  at  me  sometimes,  and  then  glance  at  the  watchful 
Miss  Murdstone,  and  then  look  down,  or  look  away. 

"Master  Copperfield's  box  there  I  *'  said  Miss  Murdstone, 
when  wheels  were  heard  at  the  gate. 

I  looked  for  Teggottf,  bul;  it  was  not  she ;  neither  she  nor 
Mr.  Murdstone  appeared.  My  former  acquaintance,  the 
carrier,  was  at  the  door;  the  box  was  taken  out  to  his  cart,  and 
lifted  in. 

*'  Clara !  '*  said  Miss  Murdstone ,  in  her  warning  note. 

''Beady,  my  dear  Jane,' 'returned  my  mother.  "  Good  bye, 
Davy,    You  are  going  for  your  own  good.    Good  bye,  m^ 
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child.  You  will  come  home  in  the  hoHd«}'8,  and  be  a  beUer 
boy." 

**  Clara!  **  Miss  Mordstone  repeated. 

"Certainly,  my  deair  Jane,*'  replied  my  mother,  who 
was  holding  me.  *'I  forgive  yon,  my  dear  boy.  God  blest 
you  I" 

'*  Clara  1 "  Mas  Murdstone  repeated. 

Miss  Mnrdstoae  was  good  enough  to  take  me  out  to  the 
cart,  and  to  say  on  the  way  that  she  hoped  I  would  repent,  be- 
fore I  came  to  a  bad  end ;  and  then  I  got  hito  the  cart,  and  the 
lazy  hone  walked  off  with  it. 


CHAPTER  V. 

I  am  sent  away  from  home. 

Ws  might  haye  gone  about  half  a  mile,  and  my  pocket- 
handkerchief  was  quite  wet  through ,  when  the  carrier  stopped 
short. 

Looking  out  to  ascertain  what  for,  I  saw,  to  my  amazement, 
Feggotty  burst  from  a  hedge  and  climb  into  the  cart.  She  took 
me  in  bodi  her  arms,  and  squeezed  me  to  her  stays  until  the 
pressure  on  my  nose  was  extremely  painful,  though  I  never 
thoaght  of  that  tiU  afterwards  when  I  found  it  very  tender.  Not 
a  single  word  did  Feggotty  speak.  Releasing  one  of  her  arms, 
she  put  it  down  in  her  pocket  to  the  elbow,  and  brought  out 
some  paper  bags  of  cakes  which  she  crammed  into  my  pockets, 
an«l  a  purse  which  she  put  into  my  hand,  but  not  one  word  did 
she  say.  Jk,iieT  another  and  a  final  squeeze  with  both  arms,  she 
got  down  from  the  cart  and  ran  away ;  and,  my  belief  is,  and  has 
always  been ,  without  a  solitary  button  on  her  gown.  I  picked 
up  one,  of  several  that  were  rolling  about,  and  treasured  it  as  a 
keepsake  for  a  long  time. 

The  carrier  looked  at  me,  as  if  to  inquire  if  she  were 
coming  back.  I  shook  my  head,  and  said  I  thought  not.  *'Then 
come  up',"  said  the  carrier  to  the  lazy  horse ;  who  came  up  ac- 
cordingly. 

Having  by  this  time  cried  as  much  as  I  possibly  could ,  I  be- 
gan to  think  it  was  of  no  use  cr}ing  any  more,  especially  as 
neither  Roderick  Random,  nor  that  Captain  in  the  Royal 
British  Navy,  had  ever  cried,  that  I  could  remember,  in  trying 
sitoaiions.  The  carrier,  seeing  me  in  this  resolution ,  proposed 
that  my  pocket-handkerchief  should  be  spfoad  upon  th^ 
David  CopperfMd,  i.  0 
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*<  Ahl**  hd  said,  slowly  taming  hin  eyes  towards  me.  *<Well ! 
If  you  was  writin*  to  her,  p*raps  you'd  recollect  to  say  that  Bar- 
kis was  willio* ;  would  you/' 

"  That  Barkis  is  wiping  ,**  I  repealed ,  innocently,  ''b  that 
all  the  message  ?  " 

"Ye — es,"  he  said,  considering.  "Ye  —  es,  Barkis  is 
wiUin'." 

**Biit  yon  will  be  at  Bhinderstone  again  to-morrow,  Mr. 
Barkis,"  I  said,  faltering  a  little  at  the^idea  of  my  beii^  far 
s^ay  from  it  then,  "and  could  give  yotsr  own  message  so  mnch 
better." 

As  he  repudiated  this  suggestion,  however,  with  a  jerk  of 
his  head,  and  once  more  confirmed  his  previous  request  by 
saying,  with  profound  gravity, " Barkis  is  willin'.  That 's  the 
message,"  I  readily  undertook  its  transnussicn.  While  I  Was 
waiting  for  the  coach  in  the  hotel  at  Yarmouth  that  very  after- 
noon, I  procured  a  sheet  of  paper  and  an  inkstand,  and  wrote  a 
note  to  Peggotty  which  ran  thus :  "  My  dear  Peggotty .  I  have 
come  here  safe.  Baikis  is  willing.  My  love  to  Mama.  Yours 
affectionately.  P.  S.  He  says  he  particularly  wa&ts  you  to 
know  —  Barkit  is  willing, '  * 

When  I  had  taken  this«commission  on  myself  prospectively, 
Mr.  Barkis  relapsed  into  perfect  silence;  and  I,  feeling  quite 
worn  out  by  all  that  had  happened  lately,  lay  dowft  «n  a  sack  in 
the  cart  and  fell  asleep.  I  slept  soundly  untl  ym  got  to  Yar- 
mouth ;  which  was  so  enturely  new  and  strange  to  i  «ftin  the  imi- 
yard  to  which  we  drove,  that  I  at  onoe  abandoned  a  latent  hope 
I  had  had  of  meeting  with  some  of  Mr.Peggotty*s  haStf  u  ere, 
perhaps  even  with  little  Em*ly  herself. 

The  coach  was  in  the  yard ,  shining  very  much  aft-oTv  *  but 
witheut  any  horses  to  it  as  yet;  and  it  looked  in  tliat  «^^    '^  if 
nothing  was  more  unlikely  than  its  ever  going  to  Lwp' 
was  thinking  this,  and  wondering  what  would  uitluii 
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X  es,  Ma  am,    I  said. 

"  Wlmt  same?  "  inquired  the  lady 

"  Copperfield,  Ma'am,"  I  said. 

**  That  won't  do ,"  returned  the  lady.    "N<il- 
Sspwdforhere,  inthatname."  ^ 

"I«  itHordstone,  Ma'am? **  I sai^J. 

"If  yon  're  Maater  Mnrditon^  '^ 
yon  go  and  give  another  nam^ 

I  explained  to  the  Ip-' 
and-  called  out,   "*'  J^^'' 

i^Mch  a  waiter  ^-^n 

Bide  of  tJ^  ^^iKtfie  opposite 

whep  *  4rg<^<l  d®»l  sarpriaed 

.t  to^e* 
^QH  .  with  9ome  large  maps  in  it.    I 

f^g^  .  « much  stranger  if  the  maps  had  been 

J  £^i^  •  .<98 ,  and  I  cast  airay  in  the  middle  of  them. 

hand    o  ^^S  ^  liberty  to  ait  down,  with  my  cap  in  my 

the  waitM^/^^  comer  of  the  chair  nearest  the  door ;  and  when 
0^1^  ^/  f  laid  a  cloth  on  purpose  for  me,  and  put  a  set  of 
modeitr     [^^•^  ^  ttiink  I  must  have  turned  red  sJl  over  with 

<^ovm  \^8^t  nte  aome  chops,  and  vegetables,  and  took  the 
l^ayr.^  !  in ^  such  a  bouncing  manner  diat  I  was  afraid  I  must 
^i»  •/  p  ^™*  Botne  offence.  But  he  greatly  relieved  my 
m*      r^ '       l^nttLng  a  chair  for  me  at  the  table ,  and  saying ,  very 

jNow,  8ix*foot!  ooiaeon!" 

ted  him,  and  tookiay  seat  at  the  board;  butfounrlit 
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extremely  difficalt  to  handle  my  knife  and  fork  with  anything 
like  dexterity,  or  to  avoid  splashing  myself  with  the  gravy, 
while  he  was  standing  opposite,  staring  so  hard,  and  making 
me  bkish  in  the  most  dreadful  manner  every  time  I  caught 
his  eye.    After  watching  me  into  the  second  chop,  he  said : 

'*  There 's  half  a  pint  of  ale  for  yon.  Will  you  have  it 
now?" 

I  thanked  him,  and  said  "Yes."  Upon  which  he  poured 
it  out  of  a  jug  into  a  large  tumbler,  and  held  it  up  against  the 
light,  and  made  it  look  beautiful. 

•*MYeye!'*  he  said.    ** It  seems  a  good  deal,  don't  it?" 

**It  d^^s  seem  a  good  deal,"  I  answered  with  a  smile.    For 

it  was  quit^^d^^^S^^u^  ^  ^^f  ^  ^^^  ^^^  ^^'  pleasant.    He 
was  atwinkling^^tid,  pimple-faced  man,  wit^t  his  Vftir  stand- 
upright  all  ovek^is  head;  and  as  he  •tejMijpi^-*--^m[i 

a.ki.^T>6^T^oldingupti?®«'  "'  ^» 

he  lookedvite  friendly:. 

"  ^*»®re  ^M  »«entleml  » 

stout  gentleman,  by  the  ni  » 

know  him  I"  ^  "»«  ^« 

"No,"  I  said,  "I  don't  t 

"In  breeches  and  gaiters 
speckled  choaker,"  said  the 

"No,"  I  said  bashfully,  « 

"He  came  in  here,"  said 
through  the  tumbler,  "ordei 

order  it  —  I  told  him  not  —  c  n>. 

too  old  for  him.    It  oughtn't  tc 

I  was  very  much  shocked  »• 

accident,  and  said  I  thought  I  '| 

"Why  you  see,"  said  the  ^  ,. 

through  the  tumbler,  with  on<  .r 

people  don't  like  things  being  ot 

'*^ 
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Bnt/ '11  drink  it,  if  ^oalilce^  I 'm  used  to  it,  and  use  is  every- 
thixig.  I  don't  think  it  11  k«H  me,  if  I  throw  my  head  bade, 
and  take  it  off  quick.    Shall  I?'* 

I  replied  that  he  wonld  much  oblige  me  by  drinking  it,  if 
he  thought  he  coold  do  it  safely,  but  by  no  means  otherwise. 
When  he  did  throw  his  head  back,  and  take  it  off  quick,  I  had 
a  horrible  fear,  I  confess,  of  seeing  him  meet  the  fate  of  the 
lamented  Mr.  Topsawyer,  and  fall  lifeless  on  the  carpet.  Bat 
it  didn't  hurt  him.  On  the  contrary,  I  thought  he  seemed 
the  fresher  for  it. 

"What  have  we  got  here?"  he  said,  putting  a  fork  into 
my  dish.    "Not  chops? " 

"Chops,"  I  said. 

*<Liord  bless  my  soul!"  he  exclaimed,'"!  didn't  know 
they  were  chops.  Why,  a  chop 's  the  very  thing  to  take  off 
the  bad  effects  of  that  beer !  Ain't  it  lucky  ?  " 

So  he  took  a  chop  by  the  bone  in  one  hand,  and  a  potato  in 
the  other,  and  ate  away  with  a  Tery  good  appetite,  to  my  ex- 
treme satisfactian.  He  afterwards  took  another  chop,  and 
another  potato;  and  after  that,  another  chop  and  another 
potato.  When  we  had  done,  he  brought  me  a  pudding, 
ha-ving  set  it  before  me,  seemed  to  ruminate,  and  to  bec< 
absent  in  his  mind  for  some  moments. 

"How's  the  pie?"  he  said,  rousing  himself. 
It 's  a  pudding,"  I  made  answer.  J 

spudding!"  he  exclaimed.     "Why,  bless  me,  so  |       '* 
"^^^  at  I "  looking  at  it  nearer     "  You  don't  mean  to  say  1 
batter-pudding." 

Yes,  it  is  indeed." 

**Why,  a  batter-pudding,"  he  said,  taking  up  a  table- 
ap  ion,  "is  my  favourite  pudding  I  Ain't  that  lucky?  Come  on, 
litde  'mi,  and  let  *s  see  who  '11  get  most." 

The  waiter  certainly  got  most.    He  entreafed  mc  more 
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than  onc^  to  come  in  and  win,  but  what  with  his  table-ipoon 
to  my  tea-spoon,  his  dispatch  to  my  dispatch,  and  his  appetite 
to  my  appetite,  I  was  left  far  behind  at  the  first  mouthfol,  and 
had  no  chance  vnih  him.'  I  never  saw  any  one  enjoy  a  pudding 
00  much,  I  think ;  and  he  laughed,  when  it  was  all  gone,  ai  if 
his  enjoyment  of  it  lasted  still. 

Finding  him  so  yery  ^endly  and  oompanionable,  it  was 
then  that  I  asked  for  the  pen  and  ink  and-  paper,  to  write  to 
Feggotty.  He  not  only  brought  it  immediately,  but  was  good 
enough  to  look  over  me  while  I  wrote  the  letter.  When  I  had 
finished  it,  he  asked  me  where  I  was  going  to  school. 

I  said,  "Near  London,"  which  was  all  I  knew. 

"Oh,  my  eyel"  he  said,  looking  very  low-spirited,  "lam 
sorry  for  that." 

"Why?"  I  asked  him. 

"Oh,  Lord  I"  he  said,  shaking  his  head,  "that's  the 
school  where  they  broke  the  boy*s  ribs  —  two  ribs  —  a  little 
boy  he  was.  I  should  say  he  was  —  let  me  see  —  how  old  are 
you,  about?" 

I  told  him  between  ei^t  and  nine. 

"  That 's  just  his  age,"  he  said.  " He  was  eight  years  and 
six  months  old  when  they  broke  his  first  rib;  eight  years 
and  eight  months  old  when  they  broke  his  second,  and  did 
for  him." 

I  could  not  disguise  from  myself^ or  from  the  waiter,  that 
tiiis  -was  an  uncomfortable  coincidence,  and  inquired  how  it 
was  done.  His  answer  was  not  cheering  to  my  spirits,  fbrti 
consisted  of  two  dismal  words,  "With  whopping." 

The  blowing  of  the  coach-horn  in  the  yard  was  a  season- 
able diversion,  which  made  me  get  up  and  hesitatangly  in- 
quire, in  the  mingled  pride  and  diffidence  of  having  a  purse 
(which  I  took  out  of  my  pocket),  if  there  were  anything 
to  pay. 
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'^ There  '0  a  Aeet  of  letter-paper,"  he  returned.  ''Did 
yoa  eyer  huy  e  sheet  of  letter-paper?  '* 
I  conid  not  remember  that  I  ever  had. 
"It*B  dear,"  he  said,  '^on  acconst  of  (he  daty.  Three- 
pence. That 's  the  way  we  're  taxed  in  this  country.  There  *b 
nothing  else  except  the  waiter.  Never  mind  the  ink.  / 
lose  by  that." 

*^  What  should  yon  —  what  should  I  —  how  much  ought  I 
to  —  what  would  it  be  right  to  pay  the, waiter,  if  you  please  ?  " 
I  stammered,  blushing. 

"If  I  hadn't  a  family,  and  that  family  hadn't  the  cowpock," 
said  the  waiter,  '*I  wouldn't  take  a  sixffence.  If  I  didn't 
support  a  aged  pairint,  and  a  lovely  sister,"  — *  here  the  waiter 
was  greatly  agitated  —  "I  wouldn't  take  a  ferthing.  If  I  had 
a  good  i^ace,  and  was  treated  well  here,  I  should  beg  ac- 
ceptance of  a  trifle,  instead  of  taking  of  it.  But  I  live  on 
broken  wittles  —  and  I  sleep  on  the  coals  "  -*  here  the  waiter 
burst  into  tears. 

I  was  very  much  concerned  for  his  misfortunes,  and  felt 
Uiat  any  recognition  short  of  ninepence  would  be  mere 
brutality  and  hardness  of  heart.  Therefore  I  gave  him  one 
of  my  three  bright  shillings,  which  he  received  with  much 
humility  and  veneration,  and  span  up  with  his  thtmib,  directly 
afterwards,  to  try  the  goodness  of. 

It  was  a  little  disconcerting  to  me,  to  find,  when  I  was 
being  helped  up  behind  the  coach,  that  I  was  supposed  to 
have  eaten  all  the  dinner  without  any  assistance.  I  discovered 
this,  from  overhearing  the  lady  in  the  bow- window,  say  to  the 
guard,  ''Take  care  of  that  child,  George,  or  he  '11  burst  I" 
and  from  observing  that  the  women-servants  who  were  about 
the  place  came  out  to  look  and  giggle  at  me  as  a  young  pheno- 
menon. My  unfortftnate  friend  the  waiter,  who  had  quite 
recovered  his  spirits,  did  not  appear  to  be  disturbed  by  this. 
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bnt  joined  in  the  general  admiration  without  being  at  all  con- 
fused. If  I  had  any  doubt  of  him,  I  suppose  this  half- 
awakened  it;  but  I  am  inclined  to  believe  that  with  the  simple 
confidence  of  a  child,  and  the  natural  reliance  of  a  child  upon 
superior  years  (qualities  I  am  very  sorry  any  children  should 
prematurely  change  for  worldly  wisdom) ,  I  had  no  serious 
mistrust  of  him  on  the  whole,  even  then. 

I  felt  it  rather  hard,  I  must  own,  to  be  made,  without 
deserving  it,  the  subject  of  jokes  between  the  coachman  and 
guard  as  to  the  coach  drawing  heavy  behind,  on  account  of 
my  sitthig  there,  and  as  to  the  greater  expediency  of  my 
travelling  by  wag|[on.  The  story  of  my  supposed  appetite 
getting  wind  among  the  outside  passengers ,  they  were  merry 
upon  it  likewise ;  and  asked  me  whether  I  was  going  to  be  paid 
for,  at  school,  as  two  brothers  or  three,  and  whether  I  was 
contracted  for,,  or  went  upon  the  regular  terms;  with  other 
pleasant  questions.  But  the  worst  of  it  was,  that  I  knew  I 
should  be  as}iamed  to  eat  anything,  when  -an  opportunity 
offered,  and  that,  after  a  rather  light  dinner,  I  should  remain 
hungry  all  night  —  for  I  had  left  my  cakes  behind,  at  the 
hotel,  in  my  hurry.  My  apprehensions  were  realised.  When 
we  stopped  for  supper  I  couldn't  muster  courage  to  take  any, 
though  I  should  have  liked  it  very  much,  but  sat  by  the  fire 
and  said  I  didn't  want  anything.  This  did  not  save  me  from 
more  jokes,  either;  for  a  husky- voiced  gentleman  with  a 
rough  face,  who  had  been  eating  out  of  a  sandwich-box  nearly 
all  the  way,  except  when  he  had  been  drinking  out  of  a  bottle, 
said  I  was  like  a  boa  constrictor  who  took  enough  at  one  meal 
to  last  him  a  long  time ;  after  which ,  he  actually  brought  a 
rash  out  upon  himself  with  boiled  beef. 

We  had  started  from  Yarmouth  at  three  o*clock  in  the 
afternoon,  and  we  were  due  in  London  about  eight  next 
morning.    It  was  Midsummer  weather,  and  the  evening  was 
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rery  pleasanL  When  we  passed  through  a  village,  I  pictured 
to  myself  what  the  insides  of  the  houses  were  like,  and  what 
the  inhabitants  were  about;  and  when  boys  came  running 
after  us,  and  got  up  behind  and  swung  there  for  a  little  way,  I 
wondered  whether  their  fathers  were  alive,  and  whether  they 
were  happy  at  home.  I  had  plenty  to  think  of,  therefore, 
besides  my  mind  running  continually  on  the  kind  of  place  I 
was  going  to  —  which  was  an  awful  speculation.  Sometimes, 
I  remember,  I  resigned  myself  to  thoughts  of  home  and  Peg- 
gotty;  and  to  endeavouring,  in  a  confused  blind  way,  to 
recall  how  I  had  felt,  and  what  sort  of  boy  I  used  to  be, 
before  I  bit  Mr.  Murdstone }  which  I  couldn't  satisfy  myself 
about  by  any  means,  I  seemed  to  have  bitten  him  in  such  a 
remote  antiquity. 

The  night  was  not  so  pleasant  as  the  evening,  for  it  got 
diilly;  and  being  put  between  two  gentlemen  (the  rough- 
faced  one  and  another)  to  prevent  my  tumbling  off  the  coach, 
I  was  nearly  smothered  by  their  falling  asleep ,  and  completely 
blocking  me  up.    They  squeezed  me  so  hard  sometimes,  that 
I  could  not  help  crying  out,  "Oh!  If  you  please! "  —  which 
they  didn't  like  at  all ,  because  it  woke  them.     Opposite  me 
was  an  elderly  lady  in  a  great  fur  cloak,  who  looked  in  the 
dark  more  like  a  haystack  than  a  lady,  she  was  wrapped  up  to 
such  a  degree.     This  lady  had  a  basket  with  her,  and  she 
hadn't  known  what  to  do  with  it,  for  a  long  time,  until  she 
found  that  on  account  of  my  legs  being  short,  it  could  go 
underneath  me.    It  cramped  and  hurt  me  so ,  that  it  made  me 
perfectly  miserable;  but  if  I  moved  in  the  least,  and  made 
a  glass  that  was  in  the  basket  rattle  against  something  else  (as 
it  was  sure  to  do),  she  gave  me  the  cruellest  poke  with  her 
foot,  and  said,  "Come,  don't  you  fidget.     Your  bones  are 
young  CBOQgbf  /  'm  svre! " 

At  last  the  sun  rose,  and  then  my  companions  seemed  to 
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sleep  easier.  Tlie  difficulties  under  which  they  hftd  laboured 
all  night ,  and  which  had  found  utterance  in  -the  most  terrifio 
gasps  and  snorts,  are  not  to  be  conceived.  As  the  auB  got 
higher,  their  sleep  became  lighter,  and  so  they  gradually  one 
by  one  awoke.  I  recollect  being  very  much  nirprised  by  the 
feint  everybody  made,  then,  of  not  having  been  to  sleep  at  all, 
and  by  the  uncommon  indignation  witid  which  every  one 
repelled  the  charge.  I  labour  under  the  same  kind  of  astonish- 
ment to  this  day,  having  invariably  observed  that  of  all  human 
weaknesses,  the  one  to  which  our  common  nature  is  the  least 
disposed  to  confess  (I  cannot  imagine  why)  is  the  weakness  of 
having  gone  to  sleep  in  a  coach. 

What  an  amazing  place  London  was  to  me  when  I  saw  it  in 
the  distance,  and  how  I  believed  all  the  adventures  of  all  my 
favourite  heroes  to  be  constantly  enacting  and  re« enacting 
there,  and  how  I  vaguely  made  it  out  in  my  own  mind  to  be 
fuller  of  wonders  and  wickedness  than  all  the  cities  of  the 
earth ,  I  need  not  stop  here  to  relate.  We  approached  it  by 
degrees ,  and  got,  in  due  time ,  to  the  inn  in  the  Whitechapel 
district,  for  which  we  were  bound.  I  forget  whether  It  was 
the  Blue  Bull,  or  the  Blue  Boar;  but  I  know  it  was  the  Blue 
Something,  and  that  its  likeness  was  painted  up  on  the  back 
of  the  coach. 

The  guard's  eye  lighted  on  me  as  he  was  getting  down,  and 
he  said  at  the  booking-office  door: 

"Is  there  anybody  here  for  a  yoougster  booked  in  the 
name  of  Murdstone,  from  Bloonderstone ,  Sooffolk,  to  be 
left  tUl  called  for?" 

Nobody  answered. 

"Try  Copperfield,  if  you  please.  Sir,"  said  I,  looking 
helplessly  down. 

"Is  th£re  anybody  here  for  a  yoosgster,  booked  in  the 
name  of  Murdstone,   from  Bloonderstone,   Sooffblk,   but 
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owning  to  the  nftme  of  Copperfield ,  to  be  left  till  called  for?  " 
nid  the  gaard.  .  "  Cornel  Is  there  mybody  ?  '* 

No.  There  wM  nobody.  I  looked  aiodoualy  around;  but 
te  mqidry  made  no  impression  on  any  of  the  bystanders  y  if  I 
except  a  man  in  gaiters,  with  one  eye,  who  suggested  that 
they  had  better  pat  a  brass  collar  round  my  neck)  and  tie  me 
ap  in  the  stable. 

A  ladder  was  brought,  and  I  got  down  after  the  lady,  who 
vas  like  a  haystack:  not  daring  to  stir,  until  her  basket  was 
remoi^d.  The  coach  was  clear  of  passengers  by  that  time, 
the  li^gage  was  Tery  soon  cleared  out,  4he  horses  had  been 
takea  out  before  the  luggage,  and  now  the  coach  itself  was 
iHieded  and  backed  off  by  some  hostlers,  out  of  the  way. 
Still,  nobody  appeared,  to  claim  the  dusty  youngster  from 
Bhmderstone,  SaiTolk. 

More  solitary  than  Robinson  Crusoe,  who  had  nobody  to 
look  at  him  and  see  that  he  was  solitary,  I  went  into  the 
booking-office,  and,  by  invitation  of  the  clerk  on  duty,. 
psssed  behind  the  counter,  and  sat  down  on  the  scale  at  which 
they  weighed  the  luggage.  Here,  as  I  sat  looking  at  the 
parcels,  packages,  and  books,  and  inhaling  the  smell  of 
itables  (ever  since  associated  with  that  morning) ,  a  proces- 
aoB  of  most  tremondous  considerations  began  to  march 
through  my  mind.  Supposing  nobody  should  ever  fetch  me, 
how  long  would  they  consent  to  keep  me  there?  Would  they 
keep  me  loi^;  enough  to  spend  seven  shillings?  Should  I  sleep 
at  night  in  one  of  those  wooden  binns  with  the  other  luggage, 
and  wash  myself  at  the  pump  in  the  yard  in  the  morning;  or 
should  I  be  turned  out  every  night,  and  expected  to  come 
again  to  be  left  till  called  for,  when  the  office  opened  next 
day?  Supposing  there  was  no  mistake  in  the  case,  and  Mr. 
Mardstone  had  devised  this  plan  to  get  rid  of  me,  what  should 
I  do?    K  they  allowed  mei  to  remain  there  until  my  seven 
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shillings  were  spent,  I  couldn't  hope  to  remain  there  when  I 
began  to  starve.  That  would  obviously  be  inconvenient  and 
unpleasant  to  the  customers ,  besides  entailing  on  the  Blue 
Whatever-it-was,  the  risk  of  funeral  expenses.  If  I  started  oflT 
at  once,  and  tried  to  walk  back  home,  how  could  I  ever  find 
my  way,  how  could  I  ever  hope  to  walk  so  far,  how  could  I 
make  sure  of  any  one  but  Feggotty ,  even  if  I  got  back?  If  I 
found  out  the  nearest  proper  authorities,  and  offered  myself 
to  go  for  a  soldier ,  or  a  sailor,  I  was  such  a  little  fellow  that  it 
was  most  likely  they  wouldn't  take  me  in.  These  thoughtSy 
and  a  hundred  othe^.such  thoughts,  turned  me  burning  hot, 
and  made  me  giddy  with  apprehension  and  dismay.  I  was  in 
the  height  of  my  fever  when  a  man  entered  and  whispered  to 
the  clerk,  who  presently  slanted  me  off  the  scale,  and  pushed 
me  over  to  him,  as  if  I  were  weighed,  bought,  delivered,  and 
paid  for. 

As  I  went  out  of  the  office,  hand  in  hand  with  this  new 
acquaintance ,  I  stole  a  look  at  him.  He  was  a  gaunt,  sallow 
young  man,  with  hollow  cheeks,  and  a  chin  almost  as  black 
as  Mr.  Murdstone's;  but  there  the  likeness  ended,  for  his 
whiskers  were  shaved  off,  and  his  hair,  instead  of  being 
glossy,  was  rusty  and  dry.  He  was  dressed  in  a  suit  of  black 
clotlies  which  were  rather  rusty  and  dry  too ,  and  rather  short 
in  the  sieeves  and  legs;  and  he  had  a  white  neck-kerchief  on 
that  was  not  over-clean.  I  did  not,  and  do  not,  suppose  that 
this  neck-kerchief  was  all  the  linen  he  wore,  but  it  was  aK  he 
showed  or  gave  any  hint  of. 

"You  're  the  new  boy?  "  he  said. 

"Yes,  Sir,"  I  said. 

I  supposed  I  was.    I  didn't  know. 

"I  'm  one  of  the  masters  at  Salem  House,"  he  said. 

I  made  him  a  bow  and  felt  very  much  overawed.    I  was  so 
ashamed  to  allude  to  a  common-place  thing  like  my  box,  to  a 
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■eholar  and  a  master  at  Salem  House,  that  we  had  gone  some 
fitde  distance  from  the  yard  before  I  had  the  hardihood  to 
laention  it.  We  tamed  back ,  on  my  humbly  insinuating  that 
h  might  be  useful  to  me  hereafter;  and  he  told  the  clerk  that 
the  carrier  had  instructions  to  call  for  it  at  noon. 

'*K yon  please,  Sir,*'  I  said,  when  we  had  accomplished 
iboutthe  same  distance  as  before,  "is  it  far?** 

**It  's  down  by  Blackheath  ,**  he  said. 

"Is IAaI far,  Sir?**  I  diffidently  asked. 

"It  *a  a  good  stej),**  he  said.    "We  shall  go  by  the  stage- 
eoach.    It 's  abo at  six  miles.' * 

I  was  so  faint  and  tired,  that  the  idea  of  holding  out  for  six 
miles  more,  was  too  much  for  me.  I  took  heart  to  tell  him 
that  I  had  had  nothing  all  night ,  and  that  if  he  would  allow  me 
to  bay  something  to  eat,  I  should  be  very  much  obliged  to 
him.  He  appeared  surprised  at  this  —  I  see  him  stop  and  look 
at  me  now  —  and  after  considering  for  a  few  moments,  said  he 
mmted  to  call  on  an  old  person  who  lived  not  far  off,  and  that' 
the  best  way  would  be  for  me  to  buy  some  bread ,  or  whatever 
lUked  best  that  was  wholesome,  and  make  my  breakfast  at 
her  house ,  where  we  could  get  some  milk. 

Accordingly  we  looked  in  at  a  baker*s  window,  and  after  1 
had  made  a  series  of  proposals  to  buy  everything  that  was 
biiioas  in  the  shop ,  and  he  had  rejected  them  one  by  one ,  we 
clecided  in  favour  of  a  nice  little  loaf  of  brown  bread,  which 
cost  me  threepence.  Then,  at  a  grocer's  shop,  we  bought  an 
egg  and  a  slice  of  streaky  bacon ;  which  still  left  what  I  thought 
a  good  deal  of  change,  out  of  the  second  of  the  bright  shil- 
lings, and  made  me  consider  London  a  very  cheap  place. 
These  prorisions  laid  in,  we  went  on  through  a  great  noise 
and  uproar  that  confused  my  weary  head  beyond  description, 
aad  over  a  bridge  which,  no  doubt,  was  London  Briilgb 
(indeed  I  think  he  told  me  so ,  but  I  was  half  asleep) ,  until  we 
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came  to  tke  poor  person's  hoase,  which  was  a  part  of  some 
ahns-houses,  as  I  knew  by  their  look ,  and  by  an  inscription  on 
a  stone  over  the  gate,  which  said  they  were  established  for 
twenty-five  poor  women. 

The  Master  at  Salem  House  lifted  the  latch  of  one  of  a 
number  of  little  black  doors  that  were  all  alike,  and  had  each 
a  little  diamond-paned  window  on  one  side ,  and  another  little 
diamond-paned  window  above;  and  we  went  into  the  little 
house  of  one  of  these  poor  old  women,  who  was  blowing  a  fire 
to  make  a  little  saucepan  boil.  On  seeing  the  master  enter, 
the  old  woman  stopped  witl\  the  bellows  on  her  knee,  and  said 
something  that  I  thought  sounded  like  ''My  Charley !  '*  but  on 
seeing  me  come  in  too.,  she  got  up ,  and  rubbing  her  hands 
made  a  confused  sort  of  half  curtsey. 

''Can  you  cook  this  young  gentleman's  breakfast  for  him, 
if  you  please  ?  "  said  the  Master  at  Salem  House. 

"Can  I?"  said  the  old  woman.    "Yes  can  I,  sure  I" 

"  How 's  Mrs.  Fibbitson  to-day  ?  "  said  the  Master,  looking 
at  another  old  woman  in  a  large  chair  by  the  fire,  who  was 
such  a  bundle  of  clothes  that  I  feel  grateful  to  tiiii  hour  for  not 
having  sat  upon  her  by  mistake. 

"  Ah ,  she 's  poorly,"  said  the  first  old  woman.  "It  'a  one 
of  her  bad  days.  If  the  fire  was  to  go  out,  through  any  acci- 
dent, I  verily  believe  she  'd  go  out  too,  and  never  come  to 
life  again." 

As  they  looked  at  her,  I  looked  at  her  also.  Although  it 
was  a  warm  day,  she  seemed  to  think  of  nothing  but  the  fire. 
I  fancied  she  was  jealous  even  of  the  saucepan  on  it;  and  I 
have  reason  to  know  that  she  took  its  impressment  into  the 
service  of  boiling  my  egg  and  broiling  my  bacon,  in  dudgeon; 
for  I  saw  her,  with  my  own  discomfited  eyes,  shake  her  fist  at 
me  once,  when  those  culinary  operations  were  going  on,  and 
no  one  else  was  looking.    The  suo  streamed  in  at  the  little 


{ 


i 


97 


window,  but  slie  eat  with  her  own  bftck  and  the  back  of  the 
krge  chair  towards  it,  screening  the  fire  as  if  she  were  sedn- 
loQsIy  keeping  it  warm ,  instead  of  it  keeping  her  warm,  and 
watching  it  in  a  most  distrustfal  manner.  The  completion  of 
the  preparations  for  my  breakfast,  by  reliering  the  fire ,  gave 
her  snch  extreme  joy  that  she  laughed  alond  —  and  a  very  un- 
melodions  laugh  she  had ,  I  must  say. 

I  sat  down  to  my  brown  loaf,  my  egg,  and  my  rasher  of 
bacon,  with  a  bos^  of  milk  besides,  and  made  a  most  de- 
Edous  meal.  While  I  was  yet  in  the  full  enjoyment  of  it,  the 
old  woman  of  the  house  said  to  the  Master: 

"Have  you  got  your  flute  with  you?  " 

"Yes,"  he  returned. 

'*Have  a  blow  at  it,"  said  the  old  woman,  coaxingly. 
«Do!" 

The  Master,  upon  this,  put  his  hand  underneath  the  skirts 
of  his  coat,  and  brought  out  his  flute  in  three  pieces,  which 
he  screwed  together,  and  began  immediately  to  play.  My 
impression  is,  after  many  years  of  consideration,  that  there 
never  can  have  been  anybody  in  the  world  who  played  worse. 
He  made  the  most  dismal  sounds  I  hi\ve  ever  heard  produced 
by  any  means ,  natural  or  artificial.  I  don*t  know  what  the 
tones  were  —  if  there  were  such  things  in  the  performance  at 
ill,  which  I  doubt —  but  the  influence  of  the  strain  upon  me 
was,  first,  to  make  me  think  of  all  my  sorrows  until  I  could 
hardly  keep  my  tears  back;  then  to  take  away  my  appetite; 
and  lastly  to  make  me  so  sleepy  that  I  couldn't  keep  my  eyes 
open.  They  begin  to  close  again ,  and  I  begin  to  nod,  as  the 
recollection  rises  fresh  upon  me.  Once  more  the  little  room 
with  its  open  comer  cupboard,  and  its  square-backed  chairs, 
and  its  angular  little  staircase  leading  to  the  room  above,  and 
its  three  peacock's  feathers  displayed  over  the  mantelpiece  — 
I  remember  wondering  when  I  first  went  in ,  what  that  peac 
Dnid  Copperfield,  L  7 
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would  have  thouglit  if  be  had  known  what  his  finery 
doomed  to  come  to  —  fades  from  before  me,  and  I  nod,  and 
sleep.  The  flute  becomes  maudible,  the  wheels  of  the  coach 
are  heard  instead,  and  I  am  on  my  jommey.  The  coach  jolts, 
I  wake  with  a  start,  and  the  flute  has  come  back  again,  and 
tLe  Master  at  Salem  House  is  sitting  with  his  legs  crossed, 
playing  it  dolefully ,  whil^  the  old  woman  of  the  house  looks 
on  delighted.  She  fades  in  her  turn,  and  he  fades,  and  all 
fades,  and  there  is  no  flute,  no  Master,  no  Salem  House,  no 
David  Copperfleld,  no  anything  but  heavy  sleep. 

Idreanied,  I  thought,  that  once  while  he  was  blowing  into 
this  dismal  flute,  the  old  woman  of  the  house,  who  had  gone 
nearer  and  nearer  to  him  in  her  ecstatic  admiration,  leaned 
over  the  back  of  his  chair  and  gave  him  anafi*ectionate  squeeze 
round  the  neck,  which  stoj^ed  his  playing  for  a  moment.  I 
was  in  the  middle  state  between  sleeping  and  waking,  either 
then  or  immediately  afterwards ;  for,  as  he  resumed  —  it  was 
a  real  fact  that  he  had  stopped  playing  —  I  saw  and  heard  the 
same  old  woman  ask  Mrs.  Fibbitson  if  it  wasn^t  delicious 
(meaning  the  flute),  to  which  Mrs.  Fibbitson  replied,  *'Ay, 
ay  I  Yes  1  **  and  nodded  at  the  fire :  to  which,  I  am  persuaded, 
she  gave  the  credit  of  the  whole  performance. 

When  I  seemed  to  have  been  dozing  a  long  while,  the 
Master  at  Salem  House  unscrewed  his  flute  into  the  three 
pieces,  put  them  up  as  before,  and  took  me  away.  We  found 
the  coach  very  near  at  hand,  and  got  upon  the  roof;  but  I  was 
so  dead  sleepy,  that  when  we  stopped  on  the  road  to  take  up 
somebody  else,  they  put  me  inside  where  there  were  no  pas- 
sengers, and  where  I  slept  profoundly,  until  I  found  the 
coach  going  at  a  footpace  up  a  steep  hill  among  green  leaves. 
Presently,  it  stopped,  and  had  come  to  its  destination. 

A  short  walk  brought  us  —  I  mean  the  Master  and  me  —  to 
Salem  House ,  which  was  enclosed  with  a  high  brick  wall,  and 
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]0ok€d  Vtfy  dull.  Over  it  door  in  Hiia  wall  was  %  board  vidt 
Saucm  Ho08e  upoB  it;  and  through  a  grating  in  thia  door  wa 
were  rarvejed  when  we  rang  the  bell  by  a  surly  iace,  which  I 
{ojmdf  on  the  doo»  being  opened,  belonged  to  a  stout  man 
with  a  biiU«iieek,  a  wooden  leg,  overfaangiag  temples,  and 
Ms  hair  cat  close  all  round  his  head. 

"The  new  boy,"  aud  the  Master. 

The  laaa  with  the  wooden  leg  eyed  me  all  over  -—  it  didn't 
tike  long,  for  there  wns  not  mneh  of  me  —  and  h>cked  the 
gate  behind  as ,  and  took  out  the  key.  We  were  going  ap  to 
the  heose,  aaaong  some  dark  heayy  trees,  when  he  called 
after  my  eondoetor. 

"Hallo!" 

We  looked  back,  and  he  was  standing  at  the  door  of 
a  little  lodge,  where  he  lived ,  with  a  pair  of  boots  in  liis 
liaad. 

^  Here  I  The  cobbler's  been,"  he  siud,  <*  since  you  Ve 
been  out,  Mr.  Mell,  and  heiays  he  can*t  mend  *em  any  more. 
He  says  there  on't  a  bit  of  the  original  boot  left,  and  he 
wonders  yon  eacpect  it«" 

With  these  words  he  threw  the  boots  towards  Mr.  Mell, 
who  went  back  a  few  paces  to  pick  them  up ,  and  looked  at 
them  (very  disconsolately,  I  was  afraid),  as  we  went  on 
together.  I  obsenred  then,  for  the  first  time,  that  the 
boots  he  had  on  were  a  good  deal  the  worse  for  wear,  and 
that  his  stocking  was  jnst  breaking  oat  in  one  place,  like 
a  bud. 

Salem  Honse  was  a  square  brick  building  with  wings ;  of 
a  bare  and  anfumished  appearance.  All  aboat  it  was  so  very 
quiet,  that  I  said  to  Mr.  MeU  I  supposed  the  boys  were  out; 
but  he  seemed  surprised  at  my  not  knowing  that  it  was 
holiday-toe.  That  aU  the  boys  were  at  their  several  homes. 
That  Mr.  Creakle,  the  proprietor,  was  down  by  the  sea-s?^^ 
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tnth  Mrs.  and  MiM  Creakle;  and  that  I  was  sent  in  holiday- 
time  as  a  punishment  for  my  misdoing,  all  of  which  he  ex- 
plained to  me  as  we  went  along. 

I  gazed  upon  the  schoolroom  into  which  he  took  me,  as 
the  most  forlorn  and  desolate  place  I  had  ever  seen.  I  see  it 
now.  A  long  room  with  three  long  rows  of  desks ,  and  six 
of  forms ,  and  bristling  all  round  with  pegs  for  hats  and  slates. 
Scraps  of  old  copybooks  and  exercises,  liUer  the  dirty  floor. 
Some  silkworms'  houses,  made  of  the  same  materials,  are 
scattered  over  the  desks.  Two  miserable  little  white  mice, 
left  behind  by  their  owner,  are  running  up  and  down  in  a 
fusty  castle  made  of  paste-board  and  wire,  looking  in  all  the 
corners  with  their  red  eyes  for  anything  to  eat.  A  bird,  in 
a  cage  a  very  little  bigger  than  himself,  makes  a  mournful 
rattle  now  and  then  in  hopping  on  his  perch,  two  inches  high, 
or  dropping  from  it;  but  neither  sings  nor  chirps.  There 
is  a  strange  unwholesome  smell  upon  the  room,  like  mildewed 
curduroys,  sweet  apples  wanting  air,  and  rotten  books. 
There  could  not  well  be  more  ink  splashed  about  it,  if  it  had 
been  roofless  from  its  first  construction,  and  the  skies  had 
rained,  snowed,  hailed,  and  blown  ink  through  the  varying 
seasons  of  the  year. 

Mr.  Mell  having  lefl  me  while  he  took  his  irreparable 
boots  up-stairs,  I  went  softly  to  the  upper  end  of  the  room, 
observing  all  this  as  I  crept  along.  Suddenly  I  came  upon 
a  pasteboard  placard,  beautifully  written,  which  was  lying 
oa  the  desk ,  and  bore  these  words  —  ^  Take  care  qf  Aim, 
He  bUee:' 

I  got  upon  the  desk  immediately,  apprehensive  of  at  least 
a  great  dog  underneath.  But,  though  I  looked  all  round  with 
anxious  eyes,  I  could  see  nothing  t>f  him.  I  was  still  en'gaged 
in  peering  about,  when  Mr.  Mell  came  back,  and  «flked  me 
what  I  did  up  there. 
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**I  beg  yonr  pardon,  Sir«'*  sftyf  I,  ''if  you  please ,  I*m 
looking  for  the  dog.*' 

"Dog?"  Bays  he.    "What  dog?" 

"Isn't itadog,  Sir? 

"Isn't  what  a  dog? 

"  That 's  to  be  taken  care  of,  Sir;  that  bites.' 

"No,  Copperfield,"  says  he  gravely,  "that's  not  a  dog. 
That  'b  a  boy.  My  instructions  are,  Copperfield,  to  put  this 
placard  on  your  back.  I  am  sorry  to  make  such  a  beginning 
vith  yon,  but  I  must  do  it." 

With  that,  he  took  me  down,  and  tied  the  placard ,  which 
was  neatly  constructed  for  the  purpose,  on  my  shoulders  like 
a  knapsack ;  and  wherever  I  wetit,  afterwards ,  I  had  the  con- 
solation of  carrying  it. 

What  I  suffered  from  that  placard,  nobody  can  imagine. 
Whether  it  was  possible  for  people  to  see  me  or  not,  I  always 
fimcied  that  somebody  was  reading  it.  It  was  no  relief  to 
turn  round  and  find  nobody ;  for  wherever  my  back  was,  there 
I  imagined  somebody  always  to  be.  That  cruel  man  with  the 
wooden  leg,  aggravated  my  sufferings.  He  was  in  authority ; 
andif  he  ever  saw  me  leaning  against  a  tree,  or  a  wall,  or  the 
house ,  he  roared  out  from  his  lodge-door  in  a  stupendous 
voice,  "Hallo,  you  Sir!  You  Copperfield!  Show  that  badge 
conspieoouB,  or  I'll  report  you!"  The  playground  was  a 
bare  gravelled  yard,  open  to  all  the  back  of  the  house  and 
the  offices;  and  I  knew  that  the  servants  rend  it,  and  the 
butcher  read  it,  and  the  baker  read  it;  that  everybody,  in 
a  word,  who  came  backwards  and  forwards  to  the  house, 
of  a  monmig  when  I  was  ordered  to  walk  there,  read  that 
I  was  to  be  taken  care  of,  for  I  bit.  I  recollect  Jihat  I  posi- 
tively began  to  have  a  dread  of  myself,  as  a  kind  of  wild  boy 
who  did  bite. 
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There  was  an  old  door  in  this  playground ,  on  which  the 
boys  had  a  castom  of  carving  their  names.  It  was  completely 
covered  with  such  inscriptioaei.  In  my  dread  of  the  end  of 
the  vacation  and  their  coming  back ,  I  could  not  read  a  boy*8 
name,  without  inquiring  in  what  tone  and  with  what  emphasis 
^0  would  ready  "Take  care  of  him.  He  bites.*'  There  was 
one  boy  —  a  certain  J.  Steerforth  —  who  cut  his  name  very 
decj^  and  very  oflen,  who,  I  conceived,  would  read  it  in  a 
rather  strong  voice,  and  afterwards  pull  my  hair.  There 
was  another  boy,  one  Tommy  Traddles,  who  I  dreaded  would 
make  game  of  it,  and  pretend  to  be  dreadfully  frightened  of 
me.  There  was  a  third,  Greorge  Demple,  whp  I  iTancied 
would  sing  it.  I  have  looked,  a  little  shrinking  creature, 
at  that  door,  until  the  owners  of  all  the  names  — there  were 
five-and-forty  of  them  In  the  school  then ,  Mr.  Mell  said  -^ 
seemed  to  send  me  to  Coventry  by  general  acclamation, 
and  to  cry  out,  each  in  his  own  way,  "Take  care  of  him. 
He  bites  I" 

-  It  was  the  same  with  the  places  at  the  desks  and  forms. 
It  was  the  same  with  the  groves  of  deserted  bedsteads  I 
peeped  at,  on  ray  way  to,  and  when  I  was  in,  my  own  bed. 
I  remember  dreaming  night  after  night,  of  being  with  my 
mother  as  she  used  to  be,  or  of  going  to  a  party  at  Mr.  Peg- 
gotty*8,  or  of  travelling  outside  the  stage-coach ,  or  of  dining 
again  with  my  unfortunate  friend  the  waiter,  and  in  all  these 
circumstances  making  people  scream  and  stare,  by  the  un- 
happy discloMire  that  I  had  nothing  on  but  my  HtUe  n%ht> 
shirt,  and  that  placard. 

In  the  monotony  of  my  life ,  and  in  my  constant  apprehen* 
sion  of  the  reopening  of  the  school,  it  was  such  an  insup* 
portable  affliction  I  I  had  long  tasks  every  day  to  do  with 
Mr.  Mell ;  but  I  did  them ,  there  being  no  Mr.  and  Miss  Murd- 
stone  here,  and  got  through  them  without  disgrace.    Before, 
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and  alter  thenii  I  walked  about  •—  superrised,  M  I  have 
BMotioiied,  by  the  man  with  the  wooden  leg.  How  vividly 
I  call  to  mind  the  damp  about  the  house,  the  green  craeked 
ilag-stones  in  the  court,  an  old  leaky  water-butt,  and  the  dis- 
eolonred  trunks  of  some  of  the  grim  trees ,  which  seemed  to 
have  dripped  more  in  the  run  than  other  trees,  and  to  have 
blown  leas  in  the  sun !  At  one  we  dined ,  Mr.  Mell  and  I, 
at  the  upper  end  of  a  long  bare  dining-room,  full  of  deal 
tables,  and  smelling  of  fat.  Then,  we  had  more  task? until 
tea,  which  Mr.  Mell  drank  out  of  a  bhie  teacup ,  and  I  out 
of  a  tin  pot.  All  day  long,  and  until  seven  or 'eight  in. the 
evening,  Mr.  Mell,  at  his  own  detached  desk  in  the  school- 
room, worked  hard  with  pen,  ink,  ruler,  books,  and  writing- 
paper,  making  out  the  bills  (as  I  found)  for  last  half-year. 
When  he  had  put  up  his  things  for  the  night  he  took  out  his 
flute,  and  blew  at  it,  until  I  almost  thought  he  would  gradually 
blow  his  whole  being  into  the  large  hole  at  the  top,  and  ooze 
away  at  the  keys. 

I  picture  my  small  self  in  the  dimly-lighted  rooms,  sitting 
with  my  head  upon  my  hand,  listening  to  the  doleiul  per- 
formance of  Mr.  Mell,  and  conning  to-morrow*s  lessons.^  I 
picture  myself  with  my  books  shut  up ,  stall  listening  to  the 
doleful  performance  of  Mr.  Mell,  and  listening  through  it  to 
what  used  to  be  at  home,  and  to  the  blowing  of  the  wind  on 
Yarmouth  flats ,  and  feeling  very  sad  and  solitary.  I  picture 
iQyBelf  going  up  to  bed,  among  the  unused  rooms,  and  sitting 
on  my  bed-side  crying  for  a  comfortable  word  from  Feggotty. 
I  picture  myself  coming  down  stairs  in  the  morning,  and 
looking  through  a  long  ghastly  gash  of  a  staircase-window, 
St  the  school-bell  hanging  on  the  top  of  an  outhouse,  with  a 
weathercock  above  it;  and  dreading  the  time  when  it  shall 
nng  J.  Steerforth  and  the  rest  to  work:  which  is  only  second, 
in  my  foreboding  apprehensions,  to  the  time  when  the  man 
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with  the  wooden  leg  shall  unlock  the  rusty  gate  to  give  ad* 
mission  to  the  awful  Mr.  Creakle.  I  cannot  think  I  was  a  very 
dangerous  character  in  any  of  these  aspects,  but  in  all  of 
them  I  carried  the  same  warning  on  my  back. 

Mr.  MeU  never  said  much  to  me,  but  he  was  never  harsh 
to  me.  I  suppose  we  were  company  to  each  other,  without 
talking.  I  forgot  to  mention  that  he  would  talk  to  ^imff^^lf 
sometimes,  and  grin,  and  clench  his  fist,  and  grind  his  teeth, 
and  pull  his  hair  in  an  unaccountable  manner.  But  he  had 
these  peculiarities :  and  at  first  they  frightened  mo,  though  I 
ioon  got  usdd  to  them. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

I  enlarge  my  circle  of  acquaioUnce. 

I  HAD  led  Uiis  life  abont  a  month,  when  the  man  with  the 
vooden  leg  began  to  etump  abont  with  a  mop  and  a  backet  of 
vater,  from  which  I  inferred  that  preparations  were  making  to 
receire  Mr.  Creakle  and  the  boys.  I  was  not  mistaken;  for 
the  mop  came  into  the  schoolroom  before  long,  and  turned 
oat  Mr.  Mell  and  me,  who  lived  where  we  coald,  and  got  on 
how  we  could,  for  some  days,  daring  which  we  were  always 
in  the  way  of  two  or  three  young  women,  wht)  had  rarely 
shown  themselves  before,  and  were  so  continually  in  the  midst 
of  dost  that  I  sneezed  almost  as  much  as  if  Salem  House  had 
been  a  great  snuff-boz. 

One  day  I  was  informed'  by  Mr.  Mell,  that  Mr.  Creakle 
would  be  home  that  evening.  In  the  evening,  after  tea,  I 
heard  that  he  was  come.  Before  bed-time,  I  was  fetched  by 
the  man  with  the  wooden  leg  to  appear  before  him. 

Mr.  Creakle's  part  of  the  house  was  a  good  deal  more 
comfortable  than  ours,  and  he  had  a  snug  bit  of  garden  that 
looked  pleasant  after  the  dusty  playground,  which  was  such 
a  desert  in  miniature,  that  I  thought  no  one  but  a  camel,  or 
a  dromedary,  could  have  felt  at  home  in  it.  It  seemed  to 
me  a  bold  thing  even  to  take  notice  that  the  passage  looked 
comfortable,  as  I  went  on  my  way,  trembling,  to  Mr.  Creakle*s 
presence:  which  so  abashed  me,  when  I  was  ushered  into  it, 
that  I  hardly  saw  Mrs.  Creakle  or  Miss  Creakle  (who  were 
both  there,  in  the  parlour),  or  anything  but  Mr.  Creakle,  a 
ftout  gentleman  with  a  bunch  of  watch-ch^n  and  seals,  in  an 
arm-chair,  with  a  tumbler  and  bottle  beside  him. 
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"  So  1 "  said  Mr.  Creakle.  "  This  is  the  young  gentleman 
-whose  teeth  are  to  be  filed !    Turn  him  round.*' 

The  wooden-legged  man  turned  me  about  so  as  to  exhibit 
the  placard;  and  haying  afforded  time  for  a  full  surrey  of  it, 
turned  me  about  again,  with  my  face  to  Mr.  Creakle,  and 
posted  himself  at  Mr.  Creakle's  side.  Mr.  Creakle's  face  was 
fiery,  and  his  eyes  were  small,  and  deep  in  his  head;  he  had 
thick  veins  in  his  forehead,  a  little  nose,  and  a  large  chin. 
He  was  bald  on  the  top  of  his  head ;  and  had  some  thin  wet- 
looking  hair  that  was  just  turning  grey,  brushed  across  each 
temple,  so  that  the  two  sides  interlaced  on  his  forehead.  But 
the  circumstance  about  him  which  impressed  me  most,  was, 
that  he  had  no  voice,  but  spoke  in  a  whisper.  The  exertion 
this,  cost  him ,  or  the  consciousness  of  talking  in  that  feeble 
way,  made  his  angry  face  so  much  more  angry,  and  his  thick 
veins  so  much  thicker,  when  he  spoke,  that  I  am  not  sur- 
prised, on  looking  back,  at  this. peculiarity  striking  me  as  his 
chief  one. 

"Now,"  said  Mr.  Creakle.  "What's  the  report  of  this 
boy?" 

"  There  's  nothing  against  him  yet,"  returned  the  man 
with  the  wooden  leg.    *'  There  has  been  no  opportunity." 

I  thought  Mr.  Creakle  was  disappointed.  I  thought 
Mrs.  and  Miss  Creakle  (at  whom  I  now  glanced  for  the 
first  time,  and  who  were,  both,  thin  and  quiet)  were  not 
disappointed. 

*'  Come  here.  Sir ! "  said  Mr.  Creakle,  beckoning  to  me. 

"Come  here!"  said  the  man  with  the  wooden  leg,  re- 
peating the  gesture. 

**I  have  the  happiness  of  knowing  your  father-in-law," 
whispered  Mr.  Creakle,  taking  me  by  the  ear;  "and  a  worthy 
man  he  is,  and  a  man  of  a  strong  character.    He  knows  me, 
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tad  I  know  him.  Do  you  know  me?  Hey  ?  **  said  Mr.  Creakle, 
pinching  mj  ea«  with  ferocious  playfulness. 

** Not  yet,  Sir,**  I  said,  flinching  with  the  pain. 

"Not  yet?  Hey?"  repeated  Mr.  Creakle.  "But  you  will 
soon.    Hey?" 

••You  will  soon.  Hey?"  repeated  the  man  with  the 
wooden  leg.  I  afterwards  found  that  he  generally  acted, 
with  hb  strong  voice,  as  Mr.  Creakle's  interpreter  to  the 
boys. 

I  was  TCry  much  frightened,  and  said,  I  hoped  so,  if  he 
pleased.  I  felt>  all  this  while,  as  if  my  ear  were  blazing;  he 
pbched  it  so  hard. 

••I  'U  tell  you  what  I  am,"  whispered  Mr.  Creakle,  letting 
it  go  at  last,  with  a  screw  at  parting  that  brought  the  water 
into  my  eyes.    "  I  'm  a  Tartar." 

••A  Tartar,"  said  the  man  with  the  wooden  leg. 

••When I  say  1*11  do  a  Uiing,  I  do  it,"  said  Mr.  Creakle; 
"uid  when  I  say  I  will  have  a  thing  done,  I  will  have  it 
done." 

•• —  Will  have  a  thing  done,  I  will  haye  it  done,"  repeated 
the  man  with  the  wooden  leg. 

••I  am  a  determined  character,"  said  Mr.  Creakle.  ••That  '•! 
what  I  am.  I  do  my  duty.  That  *s  what  /  do.  My  flesh  and 
blood"  —  he  looked  at  Afrs.  Creakle  as  he  said  this  —  ••  when 
it  rises  against  me,  is  not  my  flesh  and  blood.  I  discard  it. 
Has  that  fellow,"  to  the  man  with  the  wooden  leg,  ••been  here 
again?" 

••No,"  was  the  answer. 

••No ,"  said  Mr.  Creakle.  "He  knows  better.  He  knows 
me.  Let  him  keep  away.  I  say  let  him  keep  away,"  said 
Mr.  Creakle,  striking  his  hand  upon  the  table ,  and  looking  at 
l^Irs.  Creakle,  ••for  he  knows  me.    Now  you  have  begun  to 
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know  me  too ,  mj  young  friend,  and  yon  may  go.    Take  him 
•way." 

I  was  very  glad  to  be  ordered  away,  for  Mrs.  and  Miss 
Creakle  were  both  wiping  their  eyes,  and  I  felt  as  uncom- 
fortable for  them,  as  I  did  for  myself.  Bat  I  had  a  petition 
on  my  mind  which  concerned  me  so  nearly,  that  I  couldn't 
help  saying,  though  I  wondered  at  my  own  courage : 

"If  you  please,  Sir—" 

Mr.  Creakle  whispered,  "Hah?  What's  this?"  and  bent 
his  eyes  upon  me,  as  if  he  would  have  burnt  me  up  with 
them. 

"If  you  please,  Sir,"  I  faltered,  "if  I  might  be  allowed 
(I  am  Tery  sorry  indeed,  Sir,  for  what  I  did)  to  take  this 
writing  off,  before  the  boys  come  back  — " 

Whether  Mr.  Creakle  was  in  earnest,  or  whether  he  only 
did  it  to  frighten  me  I  don't  know,  but  he  made  a  burst  out  of 
his  chair,  before  which  I  precipitately  retreated,  without 
waiting  for  the  escort  of  the  man  with  the  wooden  leg,  and 
never  once  stopped  until  I  reached  my  own  bedroom,  where, 
finding  I  was  not  pursued,  I  went  to  bed,  as  it  was  time,  and 
lay  quaking,  for  a  couple  of  hours. 

Next  morning  Mr.  Sharp  came  back.  Mr.  Sharp  was  the 
first  master,  and  superior  to  Mr.  Mell.  Mr.  Mell  took  bin 
meals  with  the  boys ,  but  Mr.  Sharp  dined  and  supped  at  Mr. 
Creakle's  table.  He  was  a  limp ,  delicate-looking  gentleman, 
I  thought ,  with  a  good  deal  of  nose ,  and  a  way  of  carrying  his 
head  on  one  side ,  as  if  it  were  a  little  too  heavy  for  him.  His 
hair  was  very  smooth  and  wavy ;  but  I  was  informed  by  the 
very  first  boy  who  came  back  that  it  was  a  wig  (a  second-hand 
one  he  said) ,  and  that  Mr.  Sharp  went  out  every  Saturday 
afternoon  to  get  it  curled. 

It  was  no  other  than  Tommy  Traddles  who  gave  me  this 
piece  of  intelligence     He  was  the  first  boy  who  returned,   fie 
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mtrodneed  himself  by  informing  me  that  I  should  find  his 
name  on  the  right-hand  comer  of  the  gate,  over  the  top  bolt; 
upon  that  I  said,  ^'Traddles?"  to  which  he  replied,  "The 
same,"  and  tKen  he  asked  me  for  a  full  account  of  myself  and 
fiunily. 

It  mM  a  happy  circnmstance  for  me  that  Traddles  came 
bsck  first.  He  enjoyed  my  placard  so  much,  that  he  saved 
me  from  the  embarrassment  of  either  disdosnre  or  conceal- 
ment, by  presenting  me  to  erery  other  boy  who  came  back, 
grest  or  small,  immediately  on  his  arrival,  in  this  form  of  in- 
trodaction,  ''Look  herel  Here's  a  gamel"  Happily,  too, 
die  greater  part  of  the  boys  came  back  low-spirited ,  and  were 
not  so  boisterous  at  my  expense  as  I  had  expected.  Some  of 
them  certainly  did  dance  about  me  like  wild  Indians,  and  the 
greater  part  could  not  resist  the  temptation  of  pretending  that 
I  was  a  dog,  and  patting  and  smoothing  me  lest  I  should  bite, 
and  saying,  ''Lie  down.  Sir!*'  and  calling  me  Towzer.  This 
was  naturally  confusing,  among  so  many  strangers,  and  cost 
me  some  tears ,  but  on  the  whole  it  was  much  better  than  I  had 
antidpated. 

I  was  not  considered  as  being  formally  received  into  the 
school,  however,  until  J.  Steerforth  arrived.  Before  this 
boy,  who  was  reputed  to  be  a  great  scholar,  and  was  very 
good«looUng,  and  at  least  half-a-dozen  years  my  senior,  I 
was  carried  as  before  a  magistrate.  He  inquired,  under  a 
shed  in  the  playground,  into  the  particulars  of  my  punish- 
ment, and  was  pleased  to  express  his  opinion  that  it  was  "a 
jolly  shame;'*  for  which  I  became  bound  to  him  ever  after- 
wards. 

"What  money  have  yon  got,  Copperfield?"  he  said, 
walking  amde  with  me  when  he  had  disposed  of  my  aflfair  in 
these  terms. 

I  told  htm  seven  shillings. 
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*'Tou  Lad  better  give  it  to  me  to  take  care  of,"  heaaid. 
''At  least,  you  can  if  yoa  like.  You  needn^t  if  you  don*t 
like." 

I  hastened  to  comply  viUi  bis  friendly  suggestion,  and 
opening  Feggotty's  purse,  turned  it  upside  down  jnto  his 
hand. 

" Do  you  want  to  spend  an^'thing  now?  "  he  asked  me. 

"No,  thank  you,'*  I  replied. 

"You  can  if  you  like,  you  know,"  said  Steerforth%  "Say 
the  word." 

"No,  thank  you,  Sir,"  I  repeated. 

"Perhaps  you  'd  like  to  spend  a  couple  of  shillings  or  so, 
in  a  bottle  of  currant  wine  by-and-by,  up  in  the  bedroom?*' 
«aid  Steerforth.    "You  belong  to  my  bedroom,  I  find." 

It  certainly  had  not  occurred  to  me  before,  but  I  said,  Yea, 
I  should  like  that. 

"Very  good,"  said  Steerforth.  "You  '11  be^lad to  spend 
another  shilling  or  so,  in  almond  cakes,  I  dare  lay  ?  ** 

I  said.  Yes,  I  should  like  that,  too. 

"And  another  shilling  or  so  in  biscuits,  and  anotJier  in 
fruit,  eh?"  said  Steerforth.  "I  say,  young  Copperfield, 
you  're  going  it!" 

I  smiled  because  he  smiled,  but  I  was  a  little  troubled  i(i 
my  mind,  too. 

"Weill"  said  Steerforth.  "We  must  make  it  stretch  as 
for  as  we  can;  that 's  all.  I  '11  do  the  best  in  my  power  for 
you.  I  can  go  out  when  I  like ,  and  I  '11  smuggle  the  prog  in." 
With  tliese  words  he  put  the  money  in  his  pocket,  and  kindly 
told  me  not  to  make  myself  uneasy;  he  would  take  care  it 
should  b  e  all  right. 

He  was  as  good  as  his  word,  if  that  were  all  right  which  I 
had  a  secret  misgiving  was  nearly  all  wrong  —  for  I  feared  xt 
was  a  waste  of  my  mother's  two  half-crowns  —  though  I  had 
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preserved  tlie  piece  of  p^er  thej  were  wrapped  in :  which  wa« 
A  precious  saving.  When  we  went  up-stairs  to  bed,  he  pro* 
duced  tlie  whole  seven  shillings*  worth,  and  laid  it  out  on  my 
bed m  the  moonlight,  saying: 

"There  you  are,  young  Copperfield,  and  a  royal  spread 
you've  got  I" 

I  couldn't  think  of  doing  the  honours  of  the  feast,  at  my 
time  of  Ufa,  while  he  was  by;  my  hand  shook  at  the  very 
thon^t  of  it.  I  begged  hira  to  do  me  the  favour  of  presiding ; 
and  my  request  being  seconded  by  the  other  boys  who  were 
is  that  room,  he  acceded  to  it,  and  sat  upon  my  pillow, 
banding  round  the  viands  —  with  perfect  fairness,  I  must 
ay— and  dispensing  the  currant  wine  in  a  little  glass  without 
a  foot,  which  was  his  own  property.  As  to  me,  I  sat  on  his 
left  hand,  and  the  rest  were  grouped  about  us,  on  the  neai^st 
beds  and  on  the  floor. 

How  well  I  recollect  our  sitting  there,  talking  in  whispers ; 

(nrtiieir  talking,  and  my  respectfully  listening,  I  ought  rather 

to  say;  the  moonlight  falling  a  little  way  into  the  room,  tlirough 

the  window,  painting  a  pale  window  on  the  floor,  and  the 

greater  part  of  us  in  shadow,  except  when  Steerforth  dipped 

a  match  into  a  phosphorous-box,  when  he  wanted  to  look  for 

anything  on  the  board ,  and  shed  a  blue  glare  over  us  that  was 

gone  directly!  A  certain  mysterious  feeling,  consequent  on 

the  darkness,  the  secrecy  of  the  revel,  and  the  whisper  in 

which  everything  was  said ,  steals  over  me  again ,  and  I  listen 

to  all  they  tell  me  with  a  .vague  feeling  of  solemnity  and  awe, 

which  makes  me  glad  that  they  are  all  so  near,  and  frightens 

me  (though  I  feign  to  laugh)  when  Traddles  pretends  to  see  a 

ghost  in  the  comer.  • 

I  heard  all  kinds  of  things  about  the  school  and  all  belong- 
ing to  it.  I  heard  that  Mr.  Creakle  had  not  preferred  his  daim 
to  being  a  Tartar  without  reason ;  that  he  was  the  sternest  and 
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.  moft  severe  of  masters ;  tliat  he  laid  about  him,  right  and  left, 
everyday  of  his  life,  charging  in  among  the  boys  like  a  trooper, 
and  slashing  away,  unmercifully.  That  he  knew  nothing 
himself,  but  the  art  of  slashing,  being  more  ignorant  (J. 
Steerforth  said)  than  the  lowest  boy  in  the  school;  that  he 
had  been,  a  good  many  years  ago,  a  small  hop-dealer  in  the 
Borough,  and  had  taken  to  the  schooling  business  after  being 
bankrupt  in  hops,  and  making  away  with  Mrs.  Creakle'a 
money.  With  a  good  deal  more  of  that  sort,  which  I  won- 
dered how  they  knew. 

I  heard  that  the  man  with  the  wooden  leg,  whose  name  was 
Tungay,was  an  obstinate  barbarian  who  had  formerly  assisted 
in  the  hop  business,  but  had  come  into  the  scholastic  line  with 
Mr.  Creakle,  in  consequence,  as  was  supposed  among  the 
bo^s,  of  his  having  broken  his  leg  in  Mr.  Creakle*s  service, 
and  having  done  a  deal  of  dishonest  work  for  him,  and 
knowing  his  secrets.  I  heard  that  witli  the  single  exception  of 
Mr.  Creakle,  Tungay  considered  the  whole  establishment, 
masters  and  boys,  as  his  natural  enemies,  and  that  the  only 
delight  of  his  life  was  .to  be  sour  and  malicious.  I  heard  that 
Mr.  Creakle  had  a  son ,  wlio  had  not  been  Tungay*s  friend, 
and  who,  assisting  in  the  school,  had  once  held  some  remon- 
strance with  his  father  on  an  occasion  when  its  discipline  was 
very  cruelly  exercised,  and  was  supposed,  )>esides,  to  have 
protested  against  his  father's  usage  of  his  mother.  I  heard 
that  Mr.  Creakle  had  turned  him  out  of  doors,  in  conse- 
quence; and  that  Mrs.  and  Miss  Creakle  had  been  in  a  sad 
way,  ever  since. 

But  the  greatest  wonder  that  I  heard  of  Mr.  Creakle  was, 
there  being  one  boy  in  the  school  oe  whom  he  never  ventured 
to  lay  a  hand,  and  that  boy  being  J.  Steerforth.  Steerforth 
himself  confirmed  this  when  it  was  stated,  and  said  that  he 
should  like  to  begin  to  see  him  do  it.    On  being  asked  by  a 
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mild  boy  (not  me)  how  he  would  proceed  if  be  did  hegiii  to  eee 
him  do  it,  he  dipped  a  match  into  his  pho8pharouB*box  on 
purpose  to  shed  a  glare  over  bis  reply,  and  said  he  would  com- 
mence bj  knodcing  Irim  down  with  a  blow  on  the  fordiead 
from  the  seyen-and-sixpenny  ink-bottle  that  was  always  on 
the  mantelpiece.  We  satin  the  dark  for  some  time,  breath- 
less. 

I  heard  that  Mr.  Sharp  and  Mr.  Mell  were  bofeh  supposed 
to  be  wretchedly  paid ;  and  that  when  there  was  hot  and  cold 
meat  for  dinner  at  Mr.  Creakle^s  table ,  Mr.  Sharp  was  always 
expected  to  say  he  preferred  cold;  which  was  again  corro- 
borated by  J.  Steeiforth ,  the  only  parlour-boarder.  I  heard 
that  Mr.  Sharp's  wig  didn't  fit  him;  and  that  he  needn't  be 
80  "bounceable"  —  somebody  else  said  "bumptious"  — 
about  it,  because  his  own  red  hair  was  very  plainly  to  be  seen 
behind. 

I  heard  that  one  boy,  who  was  a  coal-merchant*s  son, 
came  as  a  set-off  i^gainst  the  ooal-bill ,  and  was  called  on  that 
account  *' Exchange  or  Barter"  —  a  name  selected  from  the 
arithmetic-book  as  expressing  this  arrangement.  I  heard  that 
the  table-beer  was  a  robbery  of  parents,  .and  the  pndding  an 
imposition.  I  heard  that  Miss  Creakle  was  regarded  by  the 
school  in  general  as  being  in  love  with  Steerforth;  and  I  am 
rare,  as  I  sat  in  tlie  dark,  thinking  of  his  nice  voice,  and  his 
fine  face,  and  his  easy  manner,  and  his  curling  hair,  I  thought 
it  very  likely.  I  heard  that  Mr.  Mell  was  not  a  bad  sort  of 
fellow,  but  hadn't  a  sixpence  to  bless  himself  with;  and  that 
there  was  no  doubt  that  old  Mrs.  Mell, \ his  mother,  was  as 
poor  as  Job.  i  thought  of  my  breakfast  then,  and  what  had 
sounded  like  "  My  Charley  1 "  but  I  was  ^  I  am  glad  to  remem- 
ber, as  mute  as  a  mouse  about  it. 

The  hearing  of  all  this,  and  a  good  deal  more,  outlasted 
the  banquet  some  time.  The  greater  part  of  the  guests  har> 
David  Ccfperfidd*  J  ^ 
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gone  to  bed  as  soon  as  the  eating  and  drinking  were  over ;  and 
we ,  who  had  remained  whispering  and  listening  half  undress- 
ed, at  last  betook  oorselves  to  bed ,  too. 

«<  Good  night,  young  Copperfield,"  saidSteerforth,  **I'll 
take  care  of  yon/' 

"You  're  very  kind,"  I  gratefully  returned*  "I  amyery 
much  obliged  to  you." 

"You  hayen't  got  a  sister,  haye  you?''  said  Steerforth, 
yawning. 

"No,"  I  answered. 

"  That 's  a  pity,"  said  Steerforth.  "If  you  had  had  one ,  I 
should  think  she  woidd  haye  been  a  pretty ,  timid ,  little, 
bright-eyed  sort  of  girl.  I  should  haye  liked  to  know  her. 
Good  night,  young  Copperfield." 

"Goodnight,  Sir,"  I  replied. 

I  thought  of  him  yery  much  after  I  went  to  bed,  and  raised 
myself,  I  recollect,  to  look  at  him  where  he  lay  in  the  moon- 
light, with  his  handsome  face  turned  up,  and  his  head  recli- 
ning easily  on  his  arm.  He  was  a  person  of  great  power  in  my 
eyes;  that  was  of  course  the  reason  of  my  mind  running  on 
him.  No  yeiled  future  dimly  glanced  upon  him  in  the  moon-> 
beams.  There  was  no  shadowy  picture  of  his  footsteps ,  in 
the  garden  that  I  dreamed  of  walking  in  all  night. 
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CHAPTER  Vn. 

My  '*flrit  half"  at  Salem  House. 

School  began  in  earnest  next  da^r.  A  profound  impre»- 
lion  was  made  upon  me,  I  remember,  by  the  roar  of  Toices  in 
the  schoolroom  suddenly  becoming  hushed  as  death  when  Mr. 
Creakle  entered  after  breakfast,  and  stood  in  the  doorway 
looking  round  upon  us  like  a  giant  in  a  story-book  sunreying 
liis  captiyes. 

Tnngay  stood  at  Mr.  Creakle^s  elbow.  He  had  no  occasion, 
I  thought,  to  CT}' out "  Silence  1  **  so  ferociously,  for  the  boys 
were  all  struck  speechless  and  motionless. 

Mr.  Creakle  was  seen  to  speak ,  and  Tungay  was  heard,  to 
this  effect. 

''Now,  boys,  this  is  a  new  half.  Take  care  what  you  're 
about,  in  this  new  half.  Come  fresh  up  to  the  lessons,  I  ad- 
vise you,  for  I  come  fresh  up  to  the  punishment.  I  won't 
flinch.  It  will  be  of  no  use  your  rubbing  yourselves ;  you  won't 
nib  the  marks  out  that  I  shall  give  you.  Now  get  to  work, 
ereryboy!" 

When  this  dreadful  exordium  was  over,  and  Tungay  had 
stamped  out  again,  Mr.  Creakle  came  to  where  I  sat,  and 
told  me  that  if  I  were  famous  for  biting,  he  was  famous  for 
biting,  too.  He  then  showed  me  the  cane,  and  asked  me 
what  I  thought  of  that,  for  a  tooth?  Was  it  a  sharp  tooth, 
key?  Was  it  a  double  tooth ,  hey  ?  Had  it  a  deep  prong ,  hey  ? 
Did  it  bite ,  hey?  Did  it  bite?  At  every  question  he  gave  me 
a  fleshy  cut  with  it  that  made  me  writhe;  so  I  was  very  soon 
made  free  of  Salem  House  (as  Steerforth  said) ,  and  very  soon 
in  tears  also. 
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Not  that  I  mean  to  say  these  were  special  marks  of  distinc- 
tion, which  only  I  received.  On  the  contrary,  a  large  majority 
of  th^  boys  (especially  the  smaller  ones)  were  visited  with 
similar  instances  of  notice,  as  Mr.Creakle  made  the  round  of 
the  schoolroom.  Half  the  establishment  was  writhing  and 
crying,  before  the  day's  work  began ;  and  how  much  of  it  had 
writhed  and  oried  before  the  day's  work  was  over,  I  am  really 
afraid  to  reooUect,  lest  I  should  seem  to  exaggerate. 

•I  should  think  tiiere  never  can  have  been  a  man  who  en- 
joyed his  profession  more  than  Ifr.  CreaUe  did.  He  had  a 
delight  in  cutting  at  the  boys,  whieh  was  like  the  satiafaetion 
of  a  craving  appetite.  I  am  confident  that  he  couidn^t  resist  a 
chubby  boy,  especially;  that  there  was  a  fascination  in  -such 
a  subject,  which  made  him  restless  in  his  mind,  until  he  had 
scored  and  marked  him  <or  the  day.  I  was  chubby  myself, 
and  ought  to  know.  I  au  sure  when  I  think  of  the  fellow  now, 
my  blood  rises  against  him  with  the  disinterested  indignation 
I  should  feel  if  I  could  have  known  all  about  him  without 
having  ever  been  in  his  power;  but  it  rises  hotly,  because 
I  know  him  to  have  been  an  incapable  brute,  who  had  no 
more  right  to  be  poasessed  of  tiie  great  tniet  he  held,  than  to 
be  Lord  High  Admiral,  or  Oommander-in-tihief :  in  ^either  of '" 
which  capacities,  it  is  probable  that  he  would  have  done  in- 
finitely less  mischiefl 

Miserable  little  propitiators  of  a  remorseless  Idol,  how 
abject  we  were  to  him  I  what  a  hinnch  in  life  I  think  it  now ,  on 
looking  back,  to  be  so  mean  and  servile  to  a  man  of  such  parts 
and  pretensions! 

Here  I  sit  at  the  desk  again,  watching  his  eye  —  humbly 
watching  his  eye,  as  he  rules  a  cyphering-book  for  another 
victim  whose  hands  have  just  been  flattened  by  that  idenUcal 
ruler,  and  who  is  trying  to  wipe  the  sting  out  with  a  pocket- 
handkerchief.    I  have  plenty  to  do.    I  don't  watch  his  eye  in 
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idlCMfif',  but  becajKe  I  am  xn/orbidly  atti»act6d  to.  it>  ia  a 
dread  deiire  to  kBow  what  be  will  do  uext,  and  wliether  il  will 
be  my  torft  to  mffew,  or  somebodyAiBlaft^^^  A  lane  oi  small 
bojB beyond  me,  witb  the  smue  intepest  in  bis  eye,  watcb  1% 
too.  I  think  he  knows  it,  though  he  pretends  he  don*t.  He 
makes  dreadful  mouths  as  he  rules  the  cyphering-book ;  and 
now  he  throws  his  eye  sideways  down  our  lane,  and  we  all 
(hoop  oyer  our  books  and  tremble.  A  moment  afterwards 
we  are  again  eyeing  him.  An  unhappy  culprit,  found  guilty 
of  imperfect  exercise,  approaches  at  his  command.  The 
culprit  falters  ezcvses,  and  professes  a  determinatiou  to  do 
better  to-morrow.  Mr.  Creakle  cuts  a  joke  before  he  beats 
him,  and  we  laugh  at  it,— /iQis6i^ftl>le  little  dogs,  we  laugh, 
with  our  yisages  as  white  as  ashes ,  and  our  hearts  sinking  into 
oor  boots.  / 

Here  I  sit  at  the  desk  again,  on  a  drowsy  sxmuner  after- 
noon. A  buzz  and  hum  go  up  around  me,  as  if  the  boys 
were  so  many  blue -bottles.  A  cloggy  sensation  of  the  luke- 
warm fht  of  meat  is  upon  me  (we  dined  an  hour  or  two  ago), 
and  my  head  is  as  heavy  as  so  much  lead.  I  would  ^ye  the 
world  to  go  to  sleep.  I  sit  with  my  eye  on  Mr.  Creakle, 
blinking  at  him  like  a  young  owl;  when  sleep  overpowers  me 
for  a  minnte ,  he  still  looms  through  my  slumber,  ruling  those 
cypfaering-booka;  until  he  softly  comes  behind  me  and  wakes 
BM  to  plainer  perception  of  him,  with  a  red  ridge  across  my 
hack. 

Here  I  am  in  the  playground,  with  my  eye  still  fascinated 
by  him,  though  I  can't  see  him.  The  window  at  a  Httle 
distance  horn  which  I  know  he  is  haying  his  dinner,  stands  for 
him,  and  I  eye  that  instead.  If  he  ^ows  his  faee  near  it» 
mineaaaameaan  imploring  and  submissive  expression.  If  he 
looka  out,  through  Uie  glass,  the  boldest  boy  (Steerforth 
excepted)  stops  in  the  middle  of  a  shout  oc  ^ell ,  and  becomea 
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oontempIatiYe.  One  day,  Traddles  (the  most  nnfortunate  boy 
iu  the  world)  breaks  that  window  accidentally,  with  a  ball. 
I  shudder  at  this  moment  with  the  tremendous  sensation  of 
seeing  it  done,  and  feeling  that  the  ball  has  bounded  on  to 
Mr.  Creakle's  sacred  head. 

Poor  Traddlesi  In  a  tight  sky-blue  suit  tliat  made  his 
arms  and  legs  like  German  sausages ,  or  roly-poly  puddings, 
he  was  the  merriest  and  most  miserable  of  all  the  boys.  He 
was  always  being  caned  —  I  think  he  was  caned  every  day 
that  half-year,  except  one  holiday  Monday  when  he  was  only 
ruler*d  on  both  hands  —  and  was  always  going  to  write  to  his 
uncle  about  it ,  and  never  did.  After  laying  his  head  on  the 
desk  for  a  little  while,  he  would  cheer  up,  somehow,  begin 
to  laugh  again,  and  draw  skeletons  all  over  his  slate,  before 
his  eyes  were  dry.  I  used  at  first  to  wonder  what  comfort 
Traddles  found  in  drawing  skeletons ;  and  for  some  time 
looked  upon  him  as  a  sort  of  hermit,  who  reminded  himself 
by  those  symbols  of  mortality  that  caning  couldn*t  last  for 
ever.  But  I  believe  he  only  did  it  because  they  were  easy, 
and  didn't  want  any  features. 

He  was  very  honourable,  Traddles  was;  and  held  it  as  a 
solemn  duty  in  the  boys  to  stand  by  one  another.  He  suffered 
for  this  on  several  occasions;  and  particularly  once,  when 
Steerfortli  laughed  in  church,  and  the  Beadle  thought  it  was 
Traddles,  and  took  him  out.  I  see  him  now,  going  away  in 
custody,  despised  by  the  congregation.  He  never  said  who 
was  the  real  offender,  though  he  smarted  for  it  next  day,  and 
was  imprisoned  so  many  hours  that  he  came  forth  with  a  whole 
churchyard-full  of  skeletons  swarming  all  over  his  Latin  Dic- 
tionary. But  he  had  his  reward.  Steerforth  said  the^^was 
nothing  of  the  sneak  in  Traddles,  and  we  all  felt  tha^^^e 
the  highest  praise.  « For  my  part,  I  could  have  gone  through 
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a  good  deal  (thongh  I  was  much  less  brare  than  Traddles,  and 
nothing  like  so  old)  to  have  won  such  a  recompense. 

To  see  Steerforth  walk  to  church  before  us,  arm-m-arm 
witili  Miss  Creakle,  was  one  of  the  great  sights  of  my  life. 
I  didn't  think  Miss  Creakle  equal  to  little  Em*ly  in  point  of 
beauty,  and  I  didn't  love  her  (I  didn't  dare) ;  but  I  thought 
her  a  young  lady  of  extraordinary  attractions ,  and  in  point  of 
gentility  not  to  be  surpassed.  When  Steerforth,  in  white 
trousers,  carried  her  parasol  for  her,  I  felt  proud  to  know 
him;  and  believed  that  she  could  not  choose  but  adore  him 
with  all  her  heart.  Mr.  Sharp  and  Mr.  Mell  were  both  notable 
personages  in  my  eyes ;  but  Steerforth  was  to  them  what  the 
Bun  was  to  two  stars. 

Steerforth  continued  his  protection  of  me,  and  proved  a 
very  useful  friend ;  since  nobody  dared  to  annoy  one  ^'hom  he 
honoured  with  his  countenance.  He  couldn't  —  or  at  all 
events,  he  didn't  —  defend  me  from  Mr.  Creakle,  who  was 
very  severe  with  me;  but  whenever  I  had  been  treated  worse 
tban  usual,  he  always  told  me  that  I  wanted  a  little  of  his 
pluck,  and  that  he  wouldn't  have  stood  it  himself;  which  I 
felt  he  intended  for  encouragement ,  and  considered  to  be 
veiy  kind  of  him.  There  was  one  advantage,  and  only  one 
that  I  know  of,  in  Mr.  Creakle's  severity.  He  found  my 
placard  in  his  way,  when  he  came  up  or  down  behind  the  form 
on  which  I  sat ,  and  wanted  to  make  a  cut  at  me  in  passing ;  for 
this  reason  it  was  soon  taken  off,  and  I  saw  it  no  more. 

An  accidental  circumstance  cemented  the  intimacy  be- 
tween Steerforth  and  me,  in  a  manner  that  inspired  me  with 
great  pride  and  satisfaction,  though  it  sometimes  led  to  in- 
eonvenience.  It  happened  on  one  occasion,  when  he  was 
dojig  me  the  honour  of  talking  to  me  in  the  playground ,  that 
Usftrded  the  observation  that  something  or  somebody  — 
I  ra^et  what  now  —  was  Uke  somet|)ing  or  somebody  in 
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Peregrine  Fickle.  He  said  notlHDg'  at  tbe  time;  bnt  w&eii 
I  was  going  to  bed  at  night,  asketl  me  if  I  had  got  that 
book. 

I  told  him  no,  and  explained  how  it  was  that  I  had  read  it, 
and  all  those  other  books  of  w&ich  I  have  made  mention. 

"And  do  you  recollect  them?  **  Steerforth  said. 

"Oh  yes,"  I  replied;  I  had  a  good  memory,  and  I  believed 
I  rocoUected  them  very  well. 

"Then  I  tell  yon  what,  young  Copperfield,"  said  Steer*- 
forth,  "you  shaU  teM  'em  to  me.  I  can't  get  to  sleep  very 
early  at  night,  and  I  generally  wake  rather  early  in  the  morn- 
ing. We  '11  go  over  'em  one  after  another.  We  '11  make  some 
regular  Arabian  Nights  of  it." 

I  felt  extremely  flattered  by  this  arrangement,  and  we 
commenced  carrying  it  into  execution  that  very  evening. 
What  ravages  I  committed  on  my  fiivourite  authors  in  the 
coarse  of  my  interpretation  of  them,  I  am  not  in  a  condition 
to  say,  and  should  be  very  unwilfing  to  know;  but  I  had  a 
profound  faith  in  theni,  and  I  had,  to  the  best  of  my  belief, 
a  simple ,  earnest  manner  of  narrating  what  I  did  narrate ;  and 
these  qualities  went  a  long  way. 

The  drawback  was,  that  I  was  often  sleepy  at  night,  or  out 
of  spirits  and  indisposed  to  resume  the  story;  and  then  it  was 
rather  hard  work,  and  it  must  be  done;  for  to  disappoint  or 
displease  Steerforth  was  of  course  out  of  the  ques^on.  In  the 
morning,  too,  when  I  ffelt  weary  and  should  have  enjoyed 
another  hour's  repose  very  much,  it  was  a  tiresome  thing  to 
be  roused,  like  the  Sultana  Scheherazade,  and  forced  into  a 
long  story  before  the  getting-up  bell  rang;  but  Steerforth 
was  resolute;  and  as  he  explained  tome,  in  return,  my  sums 
and  exercises,,  and  anything  in  my  tasks  that  was  too  hard  for 
me,  I  was  no  loser  by  the  transaction..  Let  me  do  royevif 
justice,  however.    I  was  moved  by  no  interested  or  selfish 
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iBOtiy^  nor  wfts  I  moved  b;^  fear  of  Khn.  I  admired  tatA  loved 
him,  and  his  a|yprovftl  was  retuni  enough.  It  was  so  precioas 
to  me  that  I  look  back  on  these  trifles,  now,  inth  an  achmg 
iiearVa  ^ 

Steerforth  was  eonsiderate ,  too ;  and  showed  his  con- 
sideration ,  in  one  particnTar  instance ,  in  an  unflinching 
maimer  that  was  a  little  tantalising,  I  suspect,  to  poorTraddles 
and  the  rest.  Feggotty's  promised  letter  —  what  a  com- 
fortftble  letter  it  was  I  —  arrived  before  "the  half'*  was  many- 
weeks  old ;  and  with  it  a  cake  in  a  perfect  nest  of  oranges, 
and  two  botdes  of  cowslip  wine.  This  treasure,  as  in  duty 
botrnd,  I  laid  at  the  feet  of  Steerforth,  and  begged  him  to* 
dispense. 

■*Now,  I'll  tell  yoo  what,  young  Copperfield,'*  said  he: 
''the  wine  Ab^  be  kept  to  wet  yonr  whistle  when  you  are 
story-telling.'* 

I  Unshed  at  the  idea,  and  begged  him,  in  my  modesty, 
not  to  &ink  of  it.  Hot  he  sud  he  had  observed  I  was  some- 
times hoarse  —  a  Kttle  roopy  was  his  exact  expression  —  and 
it  should  be,  every  drop,  devoted  to  the  purpose  he  had 
mentioned.  Accordingly,  it  was  locked  up  in  his  box,  and 
drawn  off  by  himself  in  a  phial,  and  administered  to  me 
through  a  piece  of  qmll  in  the  cork,  when  I  was  supposed  to 
be  in  want  of  a  restorative.  Sometimes,  to  make  it  a  more 
sovereign  specific,  he  was  so  kind  as  to  squeeze  orange  juice 
inio  it,  or  to  stir  it  up  with  ginger,  or  dissolve  a  peppermint 
drop  in  it;  and  although  I  cannot  assert  that  the  flavour  was 
improved  by  these  experiments,  or  that  it  was  exactly  the 
compound  one  would  have  chosen  for  a  stomachic,  the  last 
thutg  at  night  and  the  first  thing  in  the  morning,  I  drank  it 
gmtefully  and  was  very  sensible  of  his  attention. 
I  We  seem,  to  me,  to  have  been  months  over  Peregrine, 
pj^  months  more  over  the  other  stories.     The  institution 
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nerer  flagged  for  want  of  a  storj,  I  am  certain ;  and  the  wine 
lasted  oat  almoit  as  well  as  the  matter.  Poor  Traddies  — 
I  never  think  of  that  boy  bat  with  a  strange  disposition  to 
hiagh,  and  with  tei^  in  my  eyes  —  was  a  sort  of  chorosy  in 
general;  and  affected  to  be  convulsed  with  mirth  at  the  comi^ 
parts,  and  to  be  overcome  with  fear  when  there  was  any 
passage  of  an  alarming  character  in  the  narrative.  This  rather 
pat  me  out,  very  often.  Itwasagreat  jestof  his,  I  recollect, 
to  pretend  that  he  couldn't  keep  his  teeth  from  chattering, 
whenever  mention  was  made  of  an  AlguazU  in  connexion  with 
the  adventures  of  Gil  Bias;  and  I  remember,  when  Gil  Bias 
met  the  captain  of  the  robbers  in  Madrid,  this  onlacky  joker 
counterfeited  such  an  ague  of  terror,  that  he  was  overheard 
by  Mr.  Creakle,  who  was  prowling  about  the  passage, 
and  handsomely  flogged  for  disorderly  conduct  in  the  bed- 
room. 

Whatever  I  had  within  me  that  was  romantic  and  dreamy, 
was  encouraged  by  so  much  story-telling  in  the  dark;  and  in 
that  Respect  the  pursuit  may  not  have  been  very  profitable  to 
me.  But  the  being  cherished  as  a  kind  of  plaything  in  my 
room,  and  the  consciousness  that  this  accomplishment  of 
mine  was  bruited  about  among  the  boys,  and  attracted  a  good 
deal  of  notice  to  me  though  I  was  the  youngest  there,  sHmn- 
lated  me  to  exertion.  In  a  school  carried  on  by  sheer  croelty, 
whether  it  is  presided  over  by  a  dunce  or  not,  there  is  not 
likely  to  be  much  learnt.  I  believe  our  boys  were,  generally, 
as  ignorant  a  set  as  any  schoolboys  in  existence;  they  were 
too  much  troubled  and  knocked  about  to  learn ;  they  conld  no 
more  do  that  to  advantage,  than  any  one  can  do  an3rthing  to 
advantage  in  a  life  of  constant  misfortune,  torment,  and 
worry.  But  my  little  vanity,  and  Steerforth*8  help,  urged 
me  on  somehow;  and  without  saving  me  from  much,  |if 
anything,  in  the  way  of  punishment,  made  me,  fortbeti^oj  I 
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ma  there ,  an  exception  to  the  general  body ,  insomuch  that  I 
did  steadily  pick  ap  some  crumbs  of  knowledge. 

In  this  I  was  much  assisted  by  Mr.  Mell,  who  had  a  liking 
for  me  that  I  am  grateful  to  remember.  It  always  gave  me 
pain  to  obserye  that  Steerforth  treated  him  with  systematic 
disparagement,  and  seldom  lost  an  occasion  of  wounding  his 
feeUngs,  or  inducing  others  to  do  so.  This  troubled  me  the 
more  for  a  long  time ,  because  I  had  soon  told  Steerforth,  from 
whom  I  could  no  more  keep  such  a  secret,  than  I  could  keep  a 
cake  or  any  other  tangible  possession,  about  the  two  old 
women  Mr.  Mell  had  taken  me  to  see ;  and  I  was  always  afraid 
tiiat  Steerforth  would  let  it  out ,  and  twit  him  with  it. 

We  little  thought  any  one  of  us ,  I  dare  say ,  when  I  ate  my 
breakfast  that  first  morning,  and  went  to  sleep  under  the 
shadow  of  the  peacock's  feathers  to  the  sound  of  the  flute, 
what  consequences  would  come  of  the  introduction  into  those 
alms-houses  of  my  insignificant  person.  But  the  visit  had 
its  unforeseen  consequences;  and  of  a  serious  sort,  foo,  in 
their  way. 

One  day  when  Mr.  Creakle  kept  the  house  from  indisposi- 
tion, which  naturally  difiused  a  lively  joy  through  the  school, 
there  was  a  good  deal  of  noise  in  the  course  of  the  morning's 
▼ork.  The  great  relief  and  satisfaction  experienced  by  the 
boys  made  them  difficult  to  manage;  and  though  the  dreaded 
Tungay  brought  his  wooden  leg  in  twice  or  thrice,  and  took 
notes  of  the  principal  ofifenders'  names,  no  great  impression 
was  made  by  it,  as  ^f^y  were  pretty  sure  of  getting  into  trouble 
to-morrow  do  what  they  would,  and  thought  it  wise,  no  doubt, 
to  enjoy  themselves  to-day. 

It  was,  properly,  a  half-holiday ;  being  Saturday.  But  as 
the  noise  in  the  playground  would  have  disturbed  Mr.  Creakle, 
^d  the  weather  was  not  favourable  for  going  out  walking,  we 
were  ordered  into  school  in  the  afternoon,   and  set  some 
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figfatev|Mk#tliaaQ0oal,  whicli  wdr9  D^de  for  the  ocoasion.  JU 
was  the  day  of  the  week  on  which  Mr.  Sharp  went  out  to  get  hia 
wig  curled;  so  Mr«  Mell,  who  always  did  the  drudgery,  what- 
ever it  was,  kept  school  by  himself. 

If  I  could  associate  the  idea  of  a  bull  or  a  bear  with  aay  OBe 
so  mild  as  Mr.  Mell,  I  should  think  of  him,  in  oonnezioa  with 
that  afternoon  when  the  uproar  was  at  its  height,  as  of  one  of 
those  animals,  biuted  by  a  thousand  dogs.  I  recall  him  bend- 
ing his  aching  head,  supported  on  his  bony  hand,  otop  the 
book  on  his  desk,  and  wretchedly  endeavouring  to  get  on  with 
his  tiresome  work ,  amidst  an  uproar  that  might  have  made  the 
Speaker  of  the  House  of  Commons  giddy.  Boys  started  in 
and  out  of  tJlieir  places,  playing  aJt  puss  in  the  corner  with  other 
boys;  there  were  laughing  boys,  singing  boys»  talking  boys, 
dancing  boys,  howling  boys;  boys  shuffled  with  their  feet, 
boys  whirled  about  him,  grinning,  making  faces,  mimicking 
him  behind  his  back  and  before  his  eyes:  mimicking  his 
poverty,  his  boots,  his  coat,  his  mother,  everything  belong- 
ing to  him  that  they  should  have  had  consideration  for. 

^^SHencel*'  cxded  Mr.  Mell,  suddenly  rising  up,  and 
striking  his  desk  with  the  book.  "  What  does  this  mean !  It  *8 
impossible  to  bear  it.  It 's  maddening.  How  can  you  do  it  to 
me,  boys?" 

It  was  my  book  that  he  struck  his  desk  with ;  and  as  I  stood 
beside  him,  following  his  eye  as  it  glanced  round  the  room,  I 
saw  the  boys  all  stop,  some  suddenly  surprised,  some  half 
afraid,  and  some  sorry  perhaps, 

Steerforth*s  place  was  at  the  bottom  of  the  school,  at  the 
opposite  end  df  the  long  room.  He  was  lounging  with  his  back 
against  the  wall,  and  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  and  looked  at 
Mr.  Mell  with  his  mouth  shut  up  as  if  he  were  whistling,  when 
Mr.  Mell  looked  at  him. 

'* Silence,  Mr.  Steerfortli  T'  saidMr.MeU. 
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**S3eiice70imelf,*'  said  St€er£orth,iiinimg red.  ^Whom 

yoQtaikiiigto?" 

««Sitdowii,*'  SMdMr.Mell.  . 

"Sk  down  jouFBdlf,"  said  Steerforth,  ''and  mind  your 
basineis^" 

There  was  a  titter,  and  someapplauge;  font  Mr.  Mell  was 
-00  wbite,  that  silence  immediately  sncoeeded;  and  one  boy, 
who  had  darted  out  behind  him  to  imitate  his  mother 
again,  changed  his  mind,  and  pretended  to  want  a  pen 
Bended. 

•«  If  you  think,  Steerfortli,"  saidMr.Mell,  *HhatIamnot 
acquainted  with  the  power  you  can  establish  oyer  any  mind 
here"  —  he  laid  his  hand,  without  considering  what  he  did 
(as  I  supposed),  upon  my  head — ''  or  that  I  have  not  observed 
joa ,  within  a  few  minutes ,  ui*ging  your  juniors  on  to  every 
sort  of  outrage  against  me,  you  are  mistaken." 

*'I  don*t  give  myself  the  trouble  of  thinking  at  all  about 
yon/*  said  Steerforth,  coolly;  ''so  I  *m  not  mistaken,  as  it 
happens.'* 

I  *'And  when  you  make  use  of  your  position  of  favouritism 
here,  Sir,*'  pursued  Mr.  Mell,  with  his  lip  trembling  very 
much ,  "  to  insult  a  gentleman  —  ** 

*' A  what?  — where  is  he?"  said  Steerforth. 

Here  somebody  cried  out,  "Shame,  J.  Steerforth  1  Too 
bad! "  It  was  Traddles ;  whom  Mr.  Mell  instantly  discomfited 
by  bidding  him  hold  his  tongue. 

—  "To  insult  one  who  is  not  fortunate  in  life,  Sir,  and 
wbo  never  gave  you  the  least  offence ,  and  the  many  reasons 
for  not  insulting  whom  you  are  old  enough  and  wise  enough  to 
understand,*'  said  Mr.  Mell,  with  his  lip  trembling  more 
and  more,  "you  commit  a  mean  and  base  action.  You 
can  sit  down  or  stand  up  as  you  please,  Sir.  Copperfield, 
go  on."  • 
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'Toang  Copperfield,"  said  Steerforth,  coming  forward  ap 
the  room,  "stop  a  bit.  I  tell  you  what,  Mr.  Mell,  once  for 
all.  When  you  take  the  liberty  of  calling  me  mean  or  base,  or 
anything  of  that  sort,  yon  are  an  impudent  beggar.  Yon  are 
always  a  beggar,  you  know;  but  when  you  do  that,  you  are 
an  impudent  beggar." 

I  am  not  clear  whether  he  was  going  to  strike  Mr.  Mell ,  or 
Mr.  Mell  was  going  to  strike  him,  or  there  was  any  such  inten- 
tion on  either  side.  I  saw  a  rigidity  come  upon  the  whole 
school  as  if  they  had  been  turned  into  stone ,  and  found  Mr. 
Creakle  in  the  midst  of  us ,  with  Tungay  at  his  side,  and  Mrs. 
and  Miss  Creakle  looking  in  at  the  door  as  if  they  were 
frightened.  Mr.  Mell,  with  his  elbows  on  his  desk  and  his 
face  in  his  hands,  sat,  for  some  moments,  quite  still. 

**Mr.  Mell,*'  said  Mr.  Creakle,  shaking  him  by  the 
arm;  and  his  whisper  was  so  audible  now,  that  Tungay  felt  it 
unnecessary  to  repeat  his  words;  ''you  have  not  forgotten 
yourself,  I  hope?" 

"No,  Sir,  no,"  returned  the  Master,  showing  his  face, 
and  shaking  his  head ,  and  rubbing  his  hands  in  great  agita- 
tion. "No,  Sir.  No.  I  have  remembered  myself,  I  —  no, 
Mr.  Creakle,  I  have  not  forgotten  myself,  I  —  I  have  re- 
membered myself,  Sir.  I  —  I  —  could  wish  you  had  remem- 
bered me  a  little  sooner,  Mr.  Creakle.  It  —  it  —  would  have 
been  more  kind.  Sir,  more  just,  Sir.  It  would  have  saved 
me  something,  Sir." 

Mr.  Creakle,  looking  hard  at  Mr.  Mell,  put  his  hand  on 
Tungay *B  shoulder,  and  got  his  feet  upon  the  form  close  by, 
and  sat  upon  the  desk.  Afler  still  looking  hard  at  Mr.  Mell 
from  this  throne,  as  he  shook  his  head,  and  rubbed  his  hands, 
and-  remained  in  the  same  state  of  agitation ,  Mr.  Creakle 
turned  to  Steerforth,  and  sfud: 
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**NoW}  Sir,  as  he  don't  condescend  to  tell  me,  wbat 
uthis?'' 

Steerforth  evaded  the  question  for  a  little  while ;  looking 
in  scorn  and  anger  on  his  opponent,  and  remaining  silent.  I 
eonld  not  help  thinking  even  in  that  interval,  I  remember, 
-what  a  noble  fellow  he  was  in  appearance,  and  how  homely 
and  plain  Mr.  Mell  looked  opposed  to  him. 

'^What  did  he  mean  hj  talking abont favourites ,  then!  *' 
said  Steerforth  at  length. 

''Favourites?"  repeated  Mr.  Creakle,  with  the  veins 
in  his  forehead  swelling  quickly.  ''Who  talked  about 
favourites?" 

"He  did,"  said  Steerforth. 

"And pray,  what  did  you  mean  by  that,  Sir?"  demanded 
Mr.  Creakle,  turning  angrily  on  his  assistant. 

"I meant,  Mr.  Creakle,"  he  returned  in  a  low  voice,  "as 
I  said ;  that  no  pupil  had  a  right  to  avail  himself  of  his  position 
of  favouritism  to  degrade  me." 

«  To  degrade  you?"  said  Mr.  Creakle.  "My  stars  I  But 
give  me  leave  to  ask  you ,  Mr.  What's-your-name ; "  and  here 
Mr.  Creakle  folded  his  arms,  cane  and  all,  upon  his  chest, 
and  made  such  a  knot  of  his  brows  that  his  little  eyes  were 
hardly  visible  below  them;  "whether,  when  you  talk  about 
favourites,  you  showed  proper  respect  tome?  Tome,  Sir," 
said  Mr.  Creakle,  darting  his  head  at  him  suddenly,  and 
drawing  it  back  agidn,  "the  principal  of  this  establishment, 
and  yoor  employer." 

"It  was  not  judicious,  Sir,  I  am  willing  to  admit," 
said  Mr.  Mell.  "I  should  not  have  done  so,  if  I  had  been 
cooL** 

Here  Steerforth  stmdrln. 

"Then  he  said  I  was  mean,  and  then  he  said  I  was  base, 
^and  then  I  called  him  a  beggar.    If /had  been  cool,  perhaps 
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I  shouldn't  have  called  htm  a  beggar.    But  I  did,  «ad  I  am 
ready  to  take  the  consequences  of  it." 

Without  'Considering,  perhaps.,  whether  there  were  any 
consequences  to  be  taken,  I  felt  quite  in  a  glow  at  this 
gallant  speech.  It  made  an  in^ression  on  the  boys  too, 
for  there  was  a  low  stir  among  them ,  tiiough  no  one  spoke 
a  word. 

**I  am  surprised,  Steerfbrth  —  although  your  oaedor 
does  you  honour,**  said  Mr.  Creakle,  ^*does  you  honour, 
certainly  —  I  am  surprised ,  Steerforth ,  I  must  say,  tliat  yon 
should  attach  such  an  epithet  to  any  person  employed  and 
paid  in  Salem  House ,  Sir.*' 

Steerforth  gave  a  short  laugh. 

** That's  not  an  answer.  Sir,*'  said  Mr.  Creakie,  ''to 
my  remark.  I  expect  more  than  that,  from  you,  Stoer^ 
forth.'* 

If  Mr.  Mell  looked  homely,  in  my  eyes,  before  the  hand- 
some boy ,  it  would  be  quite  impossible  to  say  how  homely  Mr. 
Creakie  looked. 

"Let  him  deny  it,"  said  Steerforth. 

"Deny  that  he  is  a  beggar,  Steerforth?*'  cried  Mr. 
Creakie.     "  Why ,  where  does  he  go  a  begging? *' 

"If  he  is  not  a  beggar  himself,  his  near  relation 's  one^" 
said  Steerforth .     "  It  *s  all  the  same. ' ' 

He  glanced  at  me ,  and  Mr.  Mell's  hand  gently  patted  me 
upon  the  shoulder.  I  looked  up ,  with  a  flush  upon  my  face 
and  remorse  in  my  heart,  but  Mr.  Mell's  eyes  were  fixed  on 
Steerforth.  He  continued  to  pat  me  kindly  on  the  shoulder, 
but  he  looked  at  him. 

"Since  you  expect  me,  Mr.  Creakie,  to  justify  myself," 
said  Steerforth,  "and  to  say  what  I  mean,  —  what  I  have 
to  say  is,  that  his  mother  lives  oh  (Parity  in  an  alma- 
house." 
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Mr.  Mell  still  looked  at  him,  and  still  patted  me  kindljr  on 
the  shoulder,  and  said  to  himself,  in  a  whisper,  if  I  heard 
right:  "Yes,  I  thought  so." 

Mr.  Creakle  tnmed  to  his  assistant,  with  a  severe  frown 
and  Imboured  politeness. 

'^Kow,  yovL  hear  what  this  gentleman  says,  Mr.  Mell. 
Ha;ve  the  goodness,  if  you  please ,  to  set  him  right  before  the 
assembled  school." 

"He  is  right.  Sir,  without  correction,"  returned  Mr. 
Mell,  in  the  midst  of  a  dead  silence;  "what  he  has  said,  is 
tree." 

"Be  so  good  then  as  declare  publicly,  will  you,"  said  Mr. 
Creakle ,  putting  his  head  on  one  side ,  and  rolling  his  eyes 
roond  the  school,  "whether  it  ever  came  to  my  knowledge 
until  this  moment?" 

"  I  believe  not  directly ,"  he  returned. 
"Why,  yon  know  not,"  said  Mr.  Creakle.    "Don't  you, 
man?" 

"I  apprehend  you  never  supposed  my  worldly  circum- 
stances to  be  very  good ,"  replied  the  assistant.  "  You  know 
what  my  position  is ,  and  always  has  been ,  here." 

"I  apprehend,  if  you  come  to  that,"  said  Mr.  Creakle, 
with  his  veins  swelling  again  bigger  than  ever,  "that  you  *ve 
been  in  a  wrong  position  altogether,  and  mistook  this  for  a 
charity  school.  Mr.  Mell,  we  'U  part  if  you  please.  The 
sooner  the  better." 

"There  is  no  time,"  answered  Mr.  Mell ,  rising,  "like  the 
present." 

"Sir,  toyoul"  said  Mr.  Creakle. 

"I  take  my  leave  of -you,  Mr.  Creakle,  and  of  all  of  you," 

said  Idbr.  Mell,  glancing  round  the  room,  and  again  patting 

me  gently  on  the  shoulder.     "James  Steerforth,   the  best 

wbh  I  can  leave  you  is  that  you  may  come  to  be  ashamed  of 
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what  you  have  done  to-day.  At  present  I  i^onld  prefer  to  see 
you  anything  rather  than  a  firiend,  to  me,  or  to  any  one  in 
whom  I  feel  an  interest.*' 

Once  more  he  laid  his  hand  upOA  my  ahonlder;  «id  then 
taking  his  flttto  and  a  few  books  from  hia  desk,  and  leaving 
the  key  in  it  for  his  succeseor ,  he  went  out  of  the  school,  -with 
his  property  under  his  arm.  Mr.  Creakle  then  made  a  speeeh, 
tlirongh  Tungay ,  in  which  he  thanked  Steerforth  for  aasertiBg 
(though  perhaps  too  warmly)  the  independence  and  respecta- 
bility of  Salem  House;  and  which  he  wound  ap  by  f^rfring 
hands  with  Steerforth,  while  we  gave  three  cheers  —  I  did 
not  qnite  know  what  for,  but  I  supposed  for  Steerforth,  and 
so  joined  in  them  ardently,  though  I  felt  miserable.  Mr. 
Creakle  then  caned  Tommy  Traddles  for  being  discovered  in 
tears,  instead  of  cheers,  on  account  ofMr.Mell's  departure; 
and  went  back  to  his  sofa,  or  his  bed,  orwhereyer  he  had 
come  frote.  ^ 

We  were  left  to  ourselves  now,  and  looked  very  blank,  I 
recollect,  on  one  another.  For  myself,  I  felt  so  much  self- 
reproach  and  contrition  for  my  part  in  what  had  happened* 
that  nothing  would  have  enabled  me  to  keep  back  my  tean 
but  the  fear  that  Steerforth,  who  often  looked  at  me,  I  saw, 
might  think  it  unfriendly — or^  I  should  rather  say,  consi- 
dering our  relative  ages,  and  the  feeling  with  which  I  regarded 
him,  undutiful  —  if  I  showed  the  emotion  which  distressed 
me.  fie  was  very  angry  with  Traddles ,  and  said  he  was  |^d 
he  had  caught  it. 

Poor  Traddles,  who  had  passed  the  stage  of  lying  with  his 
head  upon  the  desk,  and  was  relieving  himself  as  usual  with 
a  burst  of  skeletons,  said  he  didn*t  care.  Mr.  M^  was 
ill-used. 

''  Who  has  ill-used  him ,  you  girl?  "  said  Steerforth. 

**Why,  you  have,"  returned  Traddles. 
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''WbathaTeliione?'*  said  StocrforOi. 

''What  have  you  done?**  retorted  Traddlo0.  <*Hurt  his 
leeliags,  aadkwtbunlufleitnation.*' 

"Hm  leaHngB!"  repeated  8te«rfortli  difldainfaU^  ''His 
fedings  ivill  soon  get  ihe  better  of  it,  I*il  be  bound.  His 
feelingf  sxe  not  like  jonrs,  Mias  Xraddles*  As  to  bU  situa- 
tion— wbieb  waa  a  precioos  one,  wasn't  it?  —  do  you  suppose 
I  am  not  going  to  write  home,  and  take  care  that  be  gete  some 
money?  Polly?" 

We  tbonf^t  this  intendon  yery  noble  inStecrfortb,  wbose 
mother  was  a  widow,  and  rich,  and  would  do  almost  anything, 
it  was  said,  that  he  asked  bet.  We  were  all  extremely  glad 
to  aee  Traddles  so  put  down,  and  exalted  Steerforth  to  the 
skies:  especially  when  he  told  us,  as  he  condescended  to  do, 
that  what  he  had  done  had  been  done  expressly  for  us,  and 
ibr  our  cause ;  and  that  be  had  conferred  a  great  boon  upon 
us  by  unselfishly  doing  it. 

Bvt  I  mnst  say  that  when  I  w$e  going  on  with  a  story  in  the 
daric  that  night,  Mr.  Mell's  old  flute  seemed  more  than  once 
to  eonnd  monmfuUy  in  my  ears;  and  that  when  at  last  Steer- 
forth  was  tired ,  and  I  lay  down  in  my  bed  1 1  fancied  it  playing 
so  sorrowfully  somewhere,  that  I  was  quite  wretched. 

I  soon  forgot  him  in  the  oontemplation  of  Steerforth ,  who, 
men  easy  amateur  way,  and  without  any  book  (he  seemed  to 
me  to  know  everything  by  heart),  took  some  of  hia  classes 
until  a  new  master  was  found.  The  new  master  came  from  a 
grammar*0Chool ;  and  before  he  entered  on  his  duties,  dined 
in  the  parlour  one  day  to  be  introduced  to  Steerforth.  Steer- 
forth approved  of  him  highly ,  and  told  us  he  was  a  Brick. 
IVithont  exactly  understanding  what  learned  distinction  was 
meant  by  this,  I  respected  him  greatly  for  it,  and  had  no 
doubt  whatever  pf  his  superior  knowledge:  though  he  nevei* 
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took  the  pains  with  me  —  not  that  /  was  anybody  —  that  Mr. 
Mell  had  taken. 

There  was  only  one  other  eyent  in  this  half-year,  out  of 
the  diuly  school-life,  that  made  an  impression  on  me  which 
still  surrives.    It  surYives  for  many  reasons. 

One  afternoon,  when  we  were  all  harassed  into  a  state  of 
dire  confusion ,  and  Mr.  Creakle  was  laying  about  him  dread- 
fully, Tungay  came  in,  and  called  out  in  his  usual  strong 
way :  "Visitors  for  Copperfield I ' ' 

A  few  words  were  interchanged  between  him  and  Mr. 
Creakle,  as,  who  the  visitors  were,  and  what  room  they  were 
to  be  shown  into ;  and  then  I,  who  had,  according  to  custom, 
stood  up  on  the  announcement  being  made,  and  felt  quit« 
faint  with  astonishment,  was  told  to  go  by  the  back  stairs  and 
get  a  clean  frill  on,  before  I  repaired  to  the  dining-room. 
These  orders  I  obeyed,  in  such  a  flutter  and  hurry  of  my 
young  spirits  as  I  had  never  known  before ;  and  when  I  got 
to  the  parlour-door,  and  the  thought  came  into  my  head  that  it 
might  be  my  mother  —  I  had  only  thought  of  Mr.  or  Miss 
Murdstone  until  then  —  I  drew  back  my  hand  from  the  lock, 
and  stopped  to  have  a  sob  before  I  went  in. 

At  first  I  saw  nobody ;  but  feeling  a  pressure  against  the 
door,  I  looked  round  it ,  and  there,  to  my  amazement,  were 
Mr.  Peggotty  and  Ham,  ducking  at  me  with  their  hats,  and 
squeezing  one  another  against  the  wall.  I  could  not  help 
laughing;  but  it  was  much  more  in  the  pleasure  of  seeing 
them ,  than  at  the  appearance  they  made.  We  shook  hands 
in  a  very  cordial  way;  and  I  laughed  and  laughed,  until  I 
pulled  out  my  pocket-handkerchief  and  wiped  my  eyes. 

Mr.  Peggotty  (who  never  shut  his  mouth  once,  I  remem- 
ber, during  the  visit)  showed  great  concern  when  he  saw  me 
do  this ,  and  nudged  Ham  to  say  something.  * 
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*'  Cheer  up,  Ma5*r  Davy  bo*  1  *'  said  Ham ,  in  his  simpering 
way.    "Why,  howyouhavegrowedl*' 

**  Am  I  grown  ? '*  I  said,  drying  my  eyes.  I  was  not  crying 
at  anything  particular  that  I  know  of;  but  somehow  it  made 
me  cry  to  see  old  friends. 

"Growed,  Mas  *r  Dayy  bo'?  Ain't  he  growed!"  said 
Ham. 

*'Ain*t  he  growed ! "  said  Mr.  Feggotty. 

They  made  me  laugh  again  by  laughing  at  each  other, 
and  then  we  aU  three  laughed  until  I  was  in  danger  of  crying' 
again. 

«Do  yon  know  how  Mama  is,  Mr.  Feggotty?"  I  said. 
**Andhowmydear,  dear,  old  Feggotty  is?" 

"Oncommon,"  said  Mr.  Feggotty. 

"And  little  Em'ly,  andMrs.Gummidge?" 

"  On. —  common ,"  said  Mr.  Feggotty. 

There  was  a  silence.  Mr.  Feggotty,  to  relieve  it,  took 
two  prodigious  lobsters,  and  an  enormous  crab,  and  a  largo 
canvas  bag  of  shrimps,  out  of  his  pockets,  and  piled  them  up 
m  Ham's  arms. 

"You  see,"  said  Mr.  Feggotty,  "knowing  as  you  was 
partial  to  a  little  relish  with  your  wittles  when  you  was  along 
vith  us,  we  took  the  liberty.  The  old  Mawther  biled  'cm, 
she  did.  Mrs.  Gummidge  biled  'em.  Yes,"  said  Mr.  Feg- 
gotty slowly,  who  I  thought  appeared  to  stick  to  the  subject 
on  account  of  having  no  other  subject  ready,  "Mrs.  Gum- 
midge, I  do  assure  you,  she  biled 'em." 

I  expressed  my  thanks;  and  Mr.  Feggotty,  after  looking 
at  Ham,  who  stood  smiling  sheepishly  ov^r  the  shell-fish, 
without  making  any  attempt  to  help  him ,  said : 

"We  come,  you  see,  the  wind  and  tide  making  in  our 
fitvour,  in  one  of  our  Yarmouth  lugs  to  Gravesen'.  My  sister 
ihe  wrote  to  me  the  name  of  this  hero  place,  and  wrote  to  m'' 
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Bs  if  ever  I  chanced  io  come  to  6ra▼eflen^  I  was  to  come  bver 
and  inquire  for  MasV  Davy  and  give  her  dooty,  humbly 
wishing  him  well  and  repoiiang  of  the  Aun'ly  as  «hey  wa^  on- 
common  toe-be-sure.  Little  Em*ly ,  you  see,  she  'U  write  to 
my  sister  when  I  go  back,  as  I  see  you  and  as  you  was  iSmllajrly 
oncommon,  and  so  we  make  it  quite  a  merty-go-touftdeif.*' 

I  was  obliged  to  consider  a  little  before  I  understood  wliai 
Mr.  Peggotty  meant  by  this  figure ,  expressive  of  a  complete 
circle  of  intelligence.  I  then  thanked  him  heaHsly ;  and  said, 
with  a  consciousness  of  reddening,  that  I  supposed  Li€tle 
Em*ly  was  altered  too ,  since  we  used  to  pick  up  shells  aad 
pebbles  on  the  beach  ? 

'*  She  *8  getting  to  be  a  woman ,  ibat  ^s  wot  she  *s  getting  to 
be,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty.     "Ask  him." 

He  meant  Ham,  who  beamed  with  delight  and  assent  dver 
the  bag  of  shrimps. 

"Her  pretty  face  I"  said  Mr.  Peggotty,  with  hi«  own 
shining  like  a  light. 

"Her  learning!"  said  Ham. 

"  Her  writing  I "  said  Mr.  Peggotty.  "  Why ,  it 's  as  blaok 
as  jet!  And  so  large  it  is ,  you  might  see  it  anywhetes." 

It  was  perfectly  delightful  to  behold  with  what  enthusiasm 
Mr.  Peggotty  became  inspired  when  he  thought  of  his  little 
favourite.  He  stands  before  me  again,  his  bluff  hairy  faee 
irradiating  with  a  joyful  love  and  pride,  for  which  I  can  find 
no  description.  His  honest  eyes  fire  up,  and  sparkle,  as  it 
their  depths  were  stirred  by  something  bright.  His  broad 
chest  heaves  with  pleasure.  His  strong  loose  hands  clench 
themselves ,  in  his  earnestness ;  and  he  emphasises  what  be 
says  with  a  right  arm  that  shows,  in  my  pigmy  view ,  like  a 
sledge  hammer. 

Ham  was  quite  as  earnest  as  he.  I  dare  say  they  woidd 
have  said  much  more  about  her,  if  they  had  not  been  abashed 
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by  flie  ottespected  conung  in  of  Steerforth,  who,  seeing  me 
m  a  comer  speaking  with  two  strangers,  stopped  in  a  song  ho 
vas  singing,  and  said:  '* I  didn't  know  you  were  here,  young 
CopperfieldP'  (for  it, was  not  the  usual  visiting  room),  and 
crossed  by  us  on  his  way  out. 

I  em  not  sure  whether  it  was  in  the  pride  of  having  such  a 
friend  as  Steerforth,  or  in  the  desire  to  explain  to  him  how  I 
csme  to  have  such  a  friend  as  Mr.  Peggotty ,  that  I  called  to 
bim  as  he  was  going  away.  But  I  said,  modestly  *—  Go6d 
Heaven,  how  it  all  comes  back  to  me  this  long  time  after- 
wardsl  — 

**Don*t  go,  Steerforth,  if  you  please.  These  are  two 
Yannouth  boatmen  —  very  kind,  good  people  —  who  are 
relations  of  my  nurse,  and  have  come  fh>m  trrav^send  to 
•ee  me." 

*'Aye,  aye?*'  said  Steerforth,  returning.  '*I  am  glad  to 
lee  theuL.    How  are  you  both  ?  " 

There  was  an  ease  in  lus  manner  —  a  gay  and  light  manner 
it  was,  but  not  swaggering  —  which  I  still  believe  to  have 
borne  a  kind  of  enchantment  with  it.  I  still  believe  him,  in 
virtue  of  this  carriage,  his  animal  spirits,  his  delightful  voice, 
his  handsome  face  and  figure,  and,  for  aught  I  know,  of 
some  inborn  power  of  attraction  besides  (which  1  think  a  few 
people  possess),  to  have  carried  a  spell  with  him  to  which  it 
was  a  natural  weakness  to  yield,  and  which  not  many  persons 
could  withstand.  I  could  not  but  see  how  pleased  they  were 
vrithhim,  and  how  Uiey  seemed  to  open  their  hearts  to  him  in 
a  moment. 

*'To«i  must  let  them  know  at  home,  if  you  please,  Mr. 
^^otty,**  I  said,  ^*when  that  letter  is  sent,  that  Mr.  Steer- 
forth is  yeej  kind  to  me ,  and  that  I  don't  know  what  I  should 
•rer  do  here  without  him.' 
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"Nonsense!*'  said  Steerforth,  laaghing.  *'Yoa  mustn't 
tell  them  anything  of  the  sort.*' 

"And  if  Mr.  Stoerforth  ever  comes  into  Norfolk  or  Sufiblk» 
Mr.  Peggotty,"  I  s^d,  "while  I  am  there,  yon  may  depend 
upon  it  I  shall  bring  him  to  Yarmouth ,  if  he  will  let  me,  to  seo 
your  house.  You  never  saw  such  a  good  house,  Steerforth. 
It 's  made  out  of  a  boat  I  *' 

"Made  out  of  a  boat,  is  it?"  said  Steerforth.  "It's  the 
right  sort  of  house  for  such  a  thorough-built  boatman." 

"So 'tis,  Sir,  so 'tis.  Sir,"  said  Ham,  grinning.  "You're 
right,  young  gen'lm'n.  Mas'r  Davy  bo',  gen'lm'n  's  right. 
A  thorough-built  boatman  I  Hor,  horl  That 's  what  he  is, 
too!" 

Mr.  Feggotty  was  no  less  pleased  than  his  nephew,  though 
his  modesty  forbade  him  to  claim  a  personal  compliment  so 
vociferously. 

"Well,  Sir,"  he  said,  bowing  and  chuckling,  and  tucking 
in  the  ends  of  his  neckerchief  at  his  breast,  "I  thankee.  Sir, 
I  thankee!  I  do  my  endeavours  in  my  line  of  life.  Sir." 

"The  best  of  men  can  do  no  more,  Mr.  Peggotty,"  said 
Steerforth.    He  had  got  his  name  already. 

"I  '11  pound  it,  it 's  wot  you  do  yourself,  Sir,"  said  Mr. 
Peggotty,  shaking  his  head,  "and  wot  you  do  well  —  right 
well!  I  thankee,  Sir.  I  'm  oblecgcd  to  you.  Sir,  for  your 
welcoming  manner  of  me.  I  'm  rough ,  Sir ,  but  I  'm  ready — 
leastways,  I  hope  I  ^m  ready,  you  understand.  My  house 
ain't  much  for  to  see,  Sir,  but  it 's  hearty  at  your  service  if 
ever  you  should  come  along  with  Mas'r  Davy  to  see  it.  I  'm  a 
reg'lar  Dodman,  I  am,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty;  by  which  he 
meant  snail,  and  this  was  in  allusion  to  his  being  slow  to  go, 
for  he  had  att-empted  to  go  after  every  sentence,  and  had 
somehow  or  other  come  back  again;  "but  I  wish  you  both 
\^11,  and  I  wish  you  happy  1 " 
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Hun  echoed  this  sentiment,  and  we  paitod  with  them  in  the 
heartiest  manner.  I  was  ahnost- tempted  that  evening  to  tell 
Steerforth  abont  pretty  little  Em*ly ,  bat  I  was  too  timid  of 
mentioning  her  name,  and  too  much  afraid  of  his  laughing  at 
me.  I  remember  that  I  tho^^ght  a  good  deal ,  and  in  an  uneasy 
sort  of  way,  about  Mr.  Peggotty  having  said  that  she  was 
getting  on  to  be  a  woman;  but  I  decided  that  was  non- 
sense. 

We  transported  the  shell'tfish,  or  the  *' relish"  as  Mr. 
P^gotty  had  modestly  called  it,  up  into  our  room  unobserved, 
and  made  a  great  supper  that  evening.  But  Traddles  couldn't 
get  happily  out  of  it.  He  was  too  unfortunate  even  to  come 
through  a  supper  like  anybody  else.  He  was  taken  ill  in  the 
mgfat  —  quite  prostrate  he  was  —  in  conseqaence  of  Crab  ;• 
and  after  being  drugged  with  black  draughts  and  blue  pills ,  to 
an  extent  which  Demple  (whoso  father  was  a  doctor)  said  was 
enou^  to  undermine  a  horse's  constitution,  received  a  caning 
and  six  chapters  of  Greek  Testament  for  refusing  to  confess. 

The  rest  of  the  half-year  is  a  jumble  in  my  recollection  of 
the  daily  strife  and  struggle  of  our  lives;  of  the  waning 
sonimer  and  the  changing  season;  of  the  frosty  mornings 
when  we  were  rung  out  of  bod ,  and  the  cold ,  cold  smell  of  the 
dark  nights  when  we  were  rung  into  bed  agiAi ;  of  the  evening 
•choolroom  dimly  lighted  and  indifferently  warmed,  and  the 
morning  schoolroom  which  was  nothing  but  a  great  shivering- 
machine;  of  the  alternation  of  boiled  beef  with  roast  beef,  and 
boiled  mutton  with  roast  mutton;  of  clods  of  bread-and- 
butter,  dog's-eared  lesson-books,  cracked  slates,  tear-blotted 
copy-books,  canings,  rulerings,  hair-cuttings,  rainy  Sundays, 
suet  puddings,  and  a  dirty  atmosphere  of  ink  surround- 
ing all. 

I  well  remember  though,  how  the  distant  idea  of  the 
holidays ,  after  seeming  for  an  immense  time  to  be  a  stationarv 
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■peck,  hepok  to  cone  towards  aS|  tad  to  grow  And  grow. 
How,  from  conntilig  months,  we  came  to  weeks,  and  then  to 
days;  and  how  I  then  hegan  to  he  afraid  that  I  should  not  be 
sent  for,  and^  when  I  learnt  from  Steerforth  that  I  had  been 
sent  for  and  was  oertainlj  to  gO  home,  had  dim  forebodings 
that  I  might  break  mj  leg  first.  How  the  breaking-op  day 
ehanged  its  place  fkst,  at  last,  from  the  week  after  next  to  next 
week,  this  week,  the  day  after  to-morrow,  to-morrow,  to 
day,  to-iiight -^ when  I  was  tnride  the  Yaimonth  maU,  and 
going  home* 

I  had  many  a  broken  sl^ep  inside  the  Yannonth  mail,  and 
many  an  incoherent  dream  of  all  these  things*  Bat  when  I 
awoke  at  intervals,  the  ground  outside  the  window  was  not  the 
playground  of  Salem  House,  and  the  sound  in  my  ears  was  not 
the  sound  of  Mr.  Creakle  giving  it  to  Traddles,  but  the  sound 
of  the  coachman  touching  up  the  horses. 


CHAPTEK  Vm. 

■j  holidays.    Especially  oae  happy  afternooD. 

Wbvr  we  arrhrcd  before  dtty  at  the  inn  where  the  mail 
stopped,  wMeh  was  not  the  mn  where  mj  fHemd  the  waiter 
fired,  I  wa8  shown  up  to  a  nice  little  bedroom,  with  DoLFfim 
painted  on  the  door.  Very  cold  I  was  I  know,  notwithstanding 
the  hot  tea  they  had  giyen  me  before  a  large  fire  down-stwrs; 
•nd  very  gUid  I  was  to  turn  into  the  Dolphin's  bed,  puQ  the 
Dolphin's  blankets  ronnd  my  head ,  and  go  to  sleep. 

Mr.  Barkis  the  carrier  was  to  call  for  me  in  the  morning  at 
nine  o'clock.  I  got  up  at  eight,  a  litde  giddy  fVom  the  sfaOrt- 
aess  of  my  night's  rest,  and  was  ready  £ot  him  before  the  ap- 
pomted  time.  He  receired  me  exactly  as  if  not  fi^e  minntes 
had  elapsed  since  wo  were  last  together,  and  I  had  only  been 
into  the  hotel  to  get  change  for  siicpence,  or  something  of 
that  sort. 

As  soon  as  I  and  my  box  were  in  the  oart,  and  the  carrier 
seated,  the  lazy  hone  wftlked  away  with  ns  all  at  his  accus- 
tomed pace. 

*'Tou  look  very  well,  Mr.  Barkis,"  Ilkid,  thinking  he 
▼onld  like  to  know  it. 

Mr.  Barkis  rubbed  his  cheek  with  bis  cnff^  and  then  looked 
tt  his  cuff  as  if  he  expected  to  find  some  of  tho  bloom  upon  it; 
bat  made  no  other  acknowledgment  of  the  compliment. 

''I  gave  your  message,  Mr« Barkis,*'  I  said;  '*Iwrotd  to 
Peggotty."' 

'«Ahl"  said  Mr.  Barkis. 

• 

Mr.  Barkis  seemed  gruff,  and  answered  drily«  * 

^'Wasn't  it  right,  Mr.  Barkis?"  I  asked,  after  a  little 
hesitation. 
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"Why,  no,"  said  Mr.  Barkis. 

'<Not  the  message?" 

*^The  message  was  right  enough,  perhaps,"  said  Mr. 
Barkis ;  "but  it  come  to  an  end  there. " 

Not  understanding  what  he  meant,  I  repeated  inquisitively : 
"  Came  to  an  end ,  Mr.  Barkis  ?  " 

"Nothing  come  of  it,"  he  ezphiined,  looking  at  me  side- 
ways.   "  No  answer. " 

"  There  was  an  answer  expected ,  was  there ,  Mr.  Barkis  ?  " 
Bftid  I ,  opening  my  eyes.    For  this  was  a  now  light  to  me. 

"  When  a  man  says  he  *s  willin' , "  said  Mr.  Barkis,  turning 
his  glance  slowly  on  me  again,  "it 's  as  much  as  to  say,  that 
man 's  a  waitin*  for  a  answer. 

"Well,  Mr.  Barkis?" 

"Well,"  said  Mr.  Barkis,  carrying  his  eyes  back  to  his 
horse's  ears;   "that  man 's  been  a  waitin*  for  a  answer  ever 
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"  Have  you  told  her  so.    Mr.  Barkis  ?  " 

"N— no,"  growled  Mr.  Barkis,  reflecting  about  it.  "I 
ain't  got  no  call  to  go  and  tell  her  so.  I  never  said  six  words 
to  her  myself,    /ain't  a  goin'  to  teU  her  so. " 

"Would  you  like  mp  to  do  it,  Mr.  Barkis? "  said  I,  doubt- 
fuUy.  ^ 

"You  might  tell  her,  if  you  would,"  said  Mr.  Barkis ,  with 
another  slow  look  at  me,  "that  Barkis  wai  a  waitin'  for  a  an- 
swer.    Says  you  —  what  name  is  it  ?  " 

"Her  name?" 

"Ah  1 "  said  Mr.  Barkis,  with  a  nod  of  his  head. 

"Peggotty." 

"  Chrisen  name?  Or  nat'ral  name?  "  said  Mr.  Barkis. 

"Oh,  it 's  not  her  christian  name.  Her  christian  name  is 
Clara." 

"Is  it  though  I "  said  Mr.  Barkis. 
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He  seemed  to  find  an  immense  fund  of  reflection  in  this 
drcnmstance,  and  sat  pondering  and  inwardly  whistling  for 
sometime. 

"Well!"  he  resumed  at  length.  "Says  you,  *Peggottyl 
Barkis  is  a  waitin'  for  a  answer.'  Says  she ,  perhaps,  'Answer 
to  what?  *  Says  you ,  <  To  what  I  told  you.'  'What  is  that? ' 
says  she. .  'Barkis  is  willin','  says  you." 

This  extremely  artful  suggestion,  Mr.  Barkis  accompanied 
wi&  a  nudge  of  hb  elbow  that  gave  me  quite  a  stitch  in  my  side. 
After  that,  he  slouched  over  his  horse  in  his  usual  manner;  and 
made  no  other  reference  to  the  subject  except,  half  an  hour 
afterwards,  taking  a  piece  of  chalk  from  his  pocket,  and  writing 
up,  inside  the  tilt  of  the  cart,  ** Clara  Peggotty  "  —  apparently 
as  a  private  memorandum .  \ 

Ah,  what  a  strange  feeling  it  was  to  be  going  home  when  it  y  } 
was  not  home,  and  to  find  that  every  object  I  looked  at,  re- 
mmded  me  of  the  happy  old  home ,  which  was  like  a  dream  I 
could  never  dream  again  I  The  days  when  my  motley  and  I 
and  Peggotty  were  all  in  all  to  one  another,  and  there  was  no 
one  to  come  between  us,  rose  up  before  me  so  sorrowfblly  on 
the  road ,  that  I  am  not  sure  I  was  glad  to  be  there  —  not  sure 
but  that  I  would  rather  have  remained  away,  and  forgotten  it  in 
Steerforth's  company.  But  there  I  '^as ;  and  soon  I  was  at  our 
house,  where  the  bare  old  elm  trees  wrung  their  many  hands  in 
the  bleak  wintry  airj"  and  shreds  of  the  old  rooks'  nests  drifted 
away  upon  the  wind. 

The  carrier  put  my  box  down  at  the  garden  gate ,  and  left 
me.  I  walked  along  the  path  towards  the  house,  glancing  at  the 
windows,  and  fearing  at  every  step  to  see  Mr.  Murdstone  or 
Miss  Murdstone  lowering  out  of  one  of  them.  No  face  ap« 
peared,  however;  and  being  come  to  the  house,  and  knowing 
how  to  open  the  door,  before  dark,  without  knocking,  Iwent  in 
with  a  quiet  y  timid  step. 
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Grod  knowB  how  infaatiiie  the  memory  m%j  have  been ,  that 
VA8  awakened  mtim  me  ^  Uije  aound  of  my  motb^*e  voiee  in 
the  old  parlour,  when  I  set  foot  in  the  hall.  She  was  swgiiig  in  n 
low  tone.  I  thi^k  I  muet  haye  lain  in  her  arms ,  and  heard  her 
singing  so  to  mo  whetx  I  was  but  a  baby,  Tfce  atraUi  WM  baw  to 
me ,  ap4  yet  H  was  so  old  tha^  it  filled  my  heart  brim-fcdi ;  Uke  4 
friend  come  back  from  a  long  absence. 

I  believed,  from  th^  solitary  and  thoughtfirf  way  in  wbich 
my  mother  pnunnored  her  song,  that  sh«  wai  alone*  And  I 
went  softly  into  the  room.  She  was  sijktivig  by  the  fijre ,  eooklinc 
an  infant,  whose  tiny  band  she  held  agaJAst  her  nock*  Vffir  ey  e« 
were  looking  down  upon  its  face ,  and  she  sat  singing  to  it.  I 
was  so  far  right,  that  she  had  no  other  companion* 

I  spoke  to  her,  and  she  started ,  and  cried  o^tf  J^ut  aeeing 
me,  she  called  me  her  dear  Davy,  her  own  boy  1  and  c^v^ing 
half  across  the  room  to  me^t  mic,  k^eel^d  down  vpon  th0 
ground  and  kissed  me,  a^d  laiid  my  bwl  down  on  her  boapm 
near  the  little  creature  that  was  nestK^  tberetand  pnt  its  hand 
up  to  my  lips. 

J  wish  I  had  died.  I  wiib I  bodied  then >  with  t^iepUng 
I  in  my  heaxtl  J  should  have  befn  more  ^t  fpr  Qei^Ten  tban  I 
ever  have  be^n  since. 

"Ho  is  your  brother/ *aaid  mymotiher,  fondling  me.  "Davy, 
my  pretty  boy  1  My  poor  ^hild  I "  Then  she  kissed  me  more 
and  more,  and  clasped  me  round  the  neck.  This  she  was 
doing  when  Peggotty  came  running  in ,  and  bounced  4own  on 
ihe  ground  besi4e  us,  and  went  mad  about  us  botli  tpr  a 
quarter  of  an  hour^ 

It  seemed  that  I  h&d  not  been  e^eioted  so  soon,  the  /carrier 

being  mudi  before  his  usual  time.    It  seemed,  too,  that  Mr. 

and  Miss  Murdstone  had  gone  out  upon  a  visit  in  the  ncigh- 

'bourbood,  and  would  not  ratum  before  night.    I  had  never 

hoped  for  this.    I  had  never  thought  it  possible  that  w^  three 
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eoold  be  together  nndistnrbed,  onee  more;  and  I  felt,  for  the 
time,  at  if  the  old  days  were  come  baok. 

We  dined  together  by  the  fireside.  Peggottywai  in  atten* 
dnee  to  wait  upon  ue,  bat  mj  mother  wouldn't  let  her  do  it» 
and  made  h^:  dine  with  as.  I  had  my  own  old  plate,  with  a 
hrown  view  of  a  man-of-war  in  inll  sail  npon  it,  whioh  Peggottj 
bad  hoarded  somewhere  all  the  time  I  had  been  away,  and 
woald  not  have  had  broken,  riie  said^.for  a  hundred  pounds.  I 
had  my  own  old  nrag  with  Darid  on  it,  and  my  own  old  UtUe 
knife  and  fork  that  wouldn't  cut. 

While  we  were  at  table,  I  thought  it  a  favourable  occasion 
to  tell  Peggotty  about  Mr.  Barkis,  who,  before  I  had  finished 
what  I  had  to  tell  her,  began  to  laugh,  and  threw  her  apron 
OTcr  her  face. 

'*Peggotty  I  *'  said  my  mother.    "*  What  *s  the  matter?  " 

Peggotty  only  laughed  the  more,  and  held  her  apron  tight 
oyer  her  face  when  my  mother  tried  to  pull  it  away,  and  sat  as  if 
her  head  were  in  a  bag. 

''What  are  you  doing,  you  stupid  creatizre?"  said  my 
mother,  laughing. 

"Oh,  drat  the  man!"  cried  Peggotty.  ''He  wants  to 
marry  me," 

"It  would  be  a  very  good  match  for  yon ;  wouldn't  it?  **  said 
my  mother. 

"  Oh !  I  don't  know,"  eaid  Peggotty.  "  Don't  ask  me.  I 
wouldn't  have  him  if  he  was  made  of  gold.  Nor  t  wouldn't 
have  anybody." 

"Then,  why  don't  you  tell  him  so,  you  ridiculous  thing?" 
said  my  mother. 

"Tell  htm  so,"  retorted  Peggotty,  looking  oat  of  her  apron. 
"He  has  never  said  a  word  to  me  about  it.  He  knows  better.  J£ 
he  was  to  make  so  bold  as  say  a  word  to  me,  I  should  slap  his 
fece." 
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Her  own  was  as  red  as  ever  I  saw  it,  or  any  other  face,l 
think;  but  she  only  covered  it  again,  for  a  few  moments  at 
a  time,  when  she  was  taken  with  a  violent  fit  of  laughter; 
and  after  two  or  three  of  those  attacks,  went  on  with  her 
dinner. 

I  remarked  that  my  mother,  though  she  smiled  when  Feg- 
gotty  looked  at  her,  became  more  serious  and  thoughtful.  I 
had  seen  at  first  that  she  was  changed.  Her  face  was  very 
pretty  still,  but  it  looked  careworn,  and  too  delicate ;  and  her 
hand  was  so  thin  and  white  that  it  seemed  to  me  to  be  almost 
transparent.  But  the  change  to  which  I  now  refer  was  super- 
added to  this :  it  was  in  her  manner,  which  became  anxious  and 
fluttered.  At  last  she  said,  putting  out  her  hand ,  and  laying  it 
afiectionately  on  the  hand  of  her  old  servant, 

*'Pcggotty,  dear,  you  are  not  going  to  be  married?  *' 

" Me ,  Ma*am?  *'  returned  Feggotty,  staring.  *^ Lord  bless 
you, no  1" 

''Not  just  yet?**  said  my  mother,  tenderly. 
.  "Never! "  cried  Feggotty. 

My  mother  took  her  hand,  and  said : 

*'  Don*t  leave  me ,  Feggotty.  Stay  with  me.  It  will  not  be 
for  long ,  perhaps.    What  should  I  ever  do  without  you ! " 

"Me  leave  you,  my  precious !  *' cried  Feggotty.  "Not  for  all 
the  world  and  his  wife.  Why,  what  *s  put  that  in  your  silly  little 
head?**  —  For  Feggotty  had  been  used  of  old  to  talk  to  my 
mother  sometimes  like  a  child. 

But  my  mother  made  no  answer,  except  to  thank  her,  and 
Feggotty  went  running  on  in  her  own  fashion. 

" Me  leave  you?  I  think  I  see  myself.  Feggotty  go  away 
from  you?  I  should  like  to  catch  her  at  it  I  No ,  no ,  no,**  said 
Feggotty,  shaking  her  head,  and  folding  her  arms;  "not  she, 
my  dear.  It  i8n*t  that  there  ain't  some  Cats  that  would  be  well 
enough  pleased  if  she  did,  but  they  shan't  be  pleased.    They 
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shall  be  aggravated.  I  '11  staj  with  you  till  I  am  a  cross  cranky 
old  woman.  And  when  I  *m  too  deaf,  and  too  lame,  and  too 
blind,  and  too  mnmbly  for  want  of  teeth,  to  be  of  any  use  at  all, 
even  to  be  fonnd  fault  with,  then  I  shall  go  to  my  Davy,  and  ask 
him  to  take  me  in.** 

"And,Feggotty,"  says  I,  "I  shall  be  glad  to  see  you,  and 
I  *11  make  you  as  welcome  as  a  queen.*' 

"Bless  your  dear  heart  I "  cried  Peggotty.  *'I  know  you 
Willi"  And  she  kissed  me  beforehand,  in  gratefhl  acknow- 
ledgment of  my  hospitality.  Afler  that ,  she  covered  her  head 
up  with  her  apron  again,  and  had  another  laugh  about  Mr. 
i^kis.  After  that,  she  took  the  baby  out  of  its  little  cradle, 
and  nursed  it.  After  that,  she  cleared  the  dinner^table ;  after 
that,  came  in  with  another  cap  on ,  and  her  work-box,  and  the 
yard-measure,  and  the  bit  of  wax  candle,  all  just  the  same 
as  ever.  * 

We  sat  round  the  fire,  and  talked  delightfully.  I  told  them 
what  a  hard  master  Mr.  Creakle  was,  and  they  pitied  me  very 
much.  I  tcld  them  what  a  fine  fellow  Steerforth  was ,  and  what 
a  patron  of  mine,  and  Peggotty  said  she  would  walk  a  score  of 
miles  to  see  lum^  I  took  the  little  baby  in  my  arms  when  it  was 
awake,  and  nursed  it  lovingly.  When  it  was  asleep  again,  I 
crept  close  to  my  mother's  side  according  to  my  old  custom* 
broken  now  a  long  time,  and  sat  with  my  arms  embracing  her 
waist,  and  my  little  red  cheek  on  her  shoulder,  and  once  more 
felt  her  beautiful  hair  drooping  over  me  —  like  an  angel's 
wing  as  I  used  to  think,  I  recollect — and  was  very  happy 
indeed. 

While  I  sat  thus ,  looking  at  the  fire ,  and  seeing  pictures  in 

the  red-hot  coals,  I  almost  believed  that  I  had  never  been 

away;  that  Mr.  and  Miss  Mnrdstone  were  such  pictures,  and 

would  vanish  when  the  fire  got  low;  and  that  there  was 
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nothing  real  in  all  that  I  remembered,  save  my  mother,  Peg* 
gotty,  and  I. 

Peggotty  darned  away  at  a  stocking  as  long  as  she  conld 
see,  and  then  sat  with  it  drawn  on  her  left  hand  like  a  glove, 
and  her  needle  in  her  right,  ready  to  take  another  stitch  when- 
ever t|iere  was  a  blaze.  I  cannot  conceive  whose  stockings 
they  can  have  been  that  Peggotty  was  always  darning,  or 
where  such  an  unfailing  supply  of  stockings  in  want  of  darning 
can  have  come  from.  From  my  earliest  infancy  she  seems  to 
have  been  always  employed  in  that  class  of  needlework ,  and 
never  by  any  chance  in  any  other. 

''I  wonder,**  said  Peggotty,  who  was  sometimes  seized  with 
a  fit  of  wondering  on  some  most  unexpected  topic,  "what  *s  be- 
come of  Davy's  great-aunt?  '* 

**Lor,  Peggotty  1"  observed  my  mother,  rousing  herself 
from  a  reverie,  ''what  nonsense  you  talk  I  *' 

♦*  Well,  but  I  really  do  wonder,  Ma*am ,"  said  Peggotty. 

''What  can  have  put  such  a  person  in  your  head  ?*'  inquired 
my  mother.  "Is  there  nobody  else  in  the  world  to  come 
there?*' 

"I  don't  know  how  it  is,"  said  Peggotty,  "unless  it's  on  ac- 
count of  being  stupid,  but  my  head  never  can  pick  and  choose 
its  people.  They  come  and  they  go ,  and  they  don't  come  and 
they  don't  go ,  just  as  they  like.  I  wonder  what 's  become  of 
her?" 

"How  absurd  you  are,  Peggotty,"  returned  my  mother. 
"  One  would  suppose  you  wanted  a  second  visit  from  her." 

"Lord  forbid  I "  cried  Peggotty. 

"Well  then,  don't  talk  about  such  uncomfortable  things, 
there  's  a  good  soul,"  said  my  mother.  "  Miss  Betsey  is  shut  up 
in  her  cottage  by  the  sea,  no  doubt,  and  will  remain  there.  At 
all  events,  she  is  not  likely  ever  to  trouble  us  again." 
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"No!"  mused  Pcggotty.  "No,  that  ain't  likely  at  all.  t-  1 
wonder,  if  she  was  to  die ,  whether  she  *d  leave  Davy  any- 
thing?" 

"Good  gracious  me,  Peggotty,"  returned  my  mother, 
''what  a  nonsensical  woman  you  arel  when  you  know  that 
she  took  offence  at  the  poor  dear  boy's  ever  being  bom 
ataUl" 

"I  suppose  she  wouldn't  be  incUned  to  forgive  him  now," 
hinted  Peggotty. 

'*  Why  should  she  be  inclined  to  forgive  him  now?  "  said  my 
mother,  rather  sharply. 

''Now  that  he 's  got  a  brother,  I  mean,"  said  Peggotty. 

My  mother  immediately  began  to  cry,  and  wondered  how 
Peggotty  dared  to  say  such  a  thing. 

"As  if  this  poor  little  innocent  in  its  cradle  had  ever  done 
any  harm  to  you  or  anybody  else,  you  jealous  thing  1 "  said  she. 
"Ton  had  much  better  go  and  marry  Mr.  Barkis ,  the  carrier. 
Why  don't  you?" 

"I  should  make  Miss  Murdstone  happy,  if  I  waste,"  said 
Peggotty. 

"What  a  bad  disposition  you  have,  Peggotty  I'  returned 
my  mother.  '*Tou  are  as  jealous  of  Miss  Murdstone  as  it  is 
possible  for  a  ridiculous  creature  to  be.  You  want  to  keep  the 
keys  yourself,  and  give  out  all  the  things,  I  suppose?  I 
shouldn't  be  surprised  if  you  did.  When  you  know  that  she 
only  does  it  out  of  kindness  and  the  best  intentions  I  You  know 
she  does,  Peggotty  —  you  know  it  weU." 

Peggotty  muttered  something  to  the  effect  of  "Bother  the 
best  intentions  I "  and  something  else  to  the  effect  that  there 
was  a  little  too  much  of  the  best  intentions  going  on. 

"I  know  what  you  mean,  you  cross  thing,"  said  my  mother. 
*'I  understand  you,  Peggotty,  perfectly.  You  know  I  do, 
•nd  I  wonder  you  don't  colour  up  like  fire.  But  one  point  at ' 
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tin^e.  Miss  Murdstone  is  the  point  now,  Feggotty,  and  yon 
Bha'n*t  escape  from  it.  Haven't  you  heard  her  say,  over 
and  over  again,  that  she  thinks  I  am  too  thonghtiess  and 
too  —  a  —  a — " 

"Pretty,"  suggested  Peggotty. 

"Well,"  returned  my  mother,  half  laughing,  "and  if  she 
is  so  silly  as  to  say  so ,  can  I  be  blamed  for  it?  " 

"No  one  says  yon  can,"  said  Peggotty. 
No,  I  should  hope  not,  indeed  I"  returned  my  mother. 
Haven't  you  heard  her  say,  over  and  over  again,  that  on 
this  account  she  wishes  to  spare  me  a  great  deal  of  trouble, 
which  she  thinks  I  am  not  suited  for,  and  which  I  really  don't 
know  myself  that  I  am  suited  for;  and  isn't  she  up  early  and 
late,  and  going  to  and  fro  continually  —  and  doesn't  she  do  all 
sorts  of  things,  and  grope  into  all  sorts  of  places,  coal-holes 
and  pantries  and  I  dou't  know  where,  that  can't  be  very 
agreeable  —  and  do  you  mean  to  insinuate  that  there  is  not  a 
sort  of  devotion  in  that  ?  " 

"I  don't  insinuate  at  all,"  said  Peggotty. 

"You  do,  Peggotty,"  returned  my  mother.  "Ton  never 
do  anything  else,  except  your  work.  You  are  always  in- 
sinuating. You  revel  in  it.  And  when  yon  talk  of  Mr. 
Mnrdstone's  good  intentions  — " 

"I  never  talked  of  'em,"  said  Peggotty. 

"No,  Peggotty,"  returned  my  mother,  "but  you  in- 
sinuated. That 's  what  I  told  you  just  now.  That 's  the 
worst  of  you.  You  will  insinuate.  I  said,  at  the  moment, 
that  I  understood  you,  and  you  see  I  did.  When  you  talk  of 
Mr.  Murdston^'s  good  intentions,  and  pretend  to  slight  them 
(for  I  don't  believe  you  really  do,  in  your  heart,  Peggotty), 
you  must  be  as  well  convinced  as  I  am  how  good  they  are,  and 
how  they  actuate  him  in  everything.  If  he  seems  to  have  been 
At  all  stem  with  a  certain  person,  Peggotty  —  you  undcrstuid. 
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and  80 1  am  sure  does  Davy,  that  1  am  not  alluding  to  any  bodj 
present  —  it  ia  aolelj  because  he  is  satisfied  that  it  is  fat  a 
certain  person's  benefit.  He  naturally  loves  a  certain  person, 
on  my  account;  and  acts  solely  for  a  certain  person's  good. 
He  is  better  able  to  judge  of  it  than  I  am ;  for  I  very  well  know 
tiiat  I  am  a  weak,  light,  girlish  creature,  and  that  he  is  a  firm, 
grave,  serious  man.  And  he  takes,"  said  my  mother,  with 
the  tears  which  were  engendered  in  her  affectionate  nature, 
stealing  down  her  face ,  ''he  takes  great  pains  with  me ;  and  I 
ought  to  be  very  thankful  to  him ,  and  very  submissive  to  him 
even  in  my  thoughts ;  and  when  I  am  not,  Feggotty,  I  worry 
and  condemn  myself,  and  feel  doubtful  of  my  own  heart,  and 
don't  know  what  to  do." 

Feggotty  sat  with  her  chin  on  the  foot  of  the  stocking, 
looking  silently  at  the  fire. 

''There,  Feggotty,"  said  my  mother,  changing  her  tone, 
"don't  let  us  fall  out  with  one  another,  for  I  couldn't  bear  it. 
You  are  my  true  friend,  I  know,  if  I  have  any  in  the  worM. 
When  I  call  you  sc  ridiculous  creature ,  or  a  vexatious  thing,  or 
anything  of  that  sort,  Feggotty,  I  only  mean  that  you  are  my 
true  friend ,  and  always  have  been, '  ever  since  the  night  when 
Mr.  Copperfidd  first  brought  me  honie  here,  and  you  came 
out  to  the  gate  to  meet  me." 

feggotty  was  not  slow  to  respond,  and  ratified  the  treaty 
^  of  friendship  by  giving  me  one  of  her  best  hugs.  I  think  I  had 
some  glimpses  of  the  real  character  of  this  conversation  at  the 
time;  but  I  am  sure,  now,  that  the  good  creature  originated 
it,  and  took  her  part  in  it,  merely  that  my  mother  might  com- 
fort herself  with  the  little  contradictory  summary  in  which  she 
had  indulged.  The  design  was  efficacious;  for  I.  remember 
that  my  mother  seemed  more  at  ease  during  the  rest  of  the 
ereiung,  and  that  Feggotty  observed  her  less. 
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When  vc  had  had  our  tea,  and  the  ashes  were  thrown  ap, 
and  the  candles  snuffed ,  I  read  Feggotty  a  chapter  out  of  the 
Crocodile  Book,  hi  remembrance  of  old  times  —  she  took  it 
out  of  her  pocket :  I  don*t  know  whether  she  had  kept  it  there 
ever  since  —  and  then  we  talked  about  Salem  House,  which 
brought  me  round  again  to  Steerforth,  who  was  mj  great 
subject.  We  were  very  happy;  and  that  evening,  as  the  last 
of  its  race,  and  destined  evermore  to  close  that  volume  of  my 
life ,  will  never  pass  out  of  my  memory. 

It  was  almost  ten  o'clock  before  we  heard  the  sound  of 
wheels.  We  all  got  up  then;  and  my  mother  said  hurriedly 
that,  as  it  was  so  late,  and  Mr.  and  Miss  Murdstone  approved 
of  early  hours  for  young  people,  perhaps  I  had  better  go  to 
bed.  I  kissed  her,  and  went  up-stairs  with  my  candle  directly, 
before  they  came  in.  It  appeared  to  my  childish  fancy,  as  I 
ascended  to  the  bedroom  where  I  had  been  imprisoned,  that 
they  brought  a  cold  blast  of  air  into  the  house  which  blew 
away  the  old  familiar  feeling  like  a  feather. 

I  felt  uncomfortable  about  going  down  to  breakfast  in  the 
morning,  as  I  had  never  set  eyes  on  Mr.  Murdstone  since  the 
day  when  I  committed  my  memorable  offence.  However,  as 
it  must  be  done,  I  went  down,  after  two  or  three  false  starts 
half-way ,  and  as  many  runs  back  on  tiptoe  to  my  own  room, 
and  presented  myself  in  the  parlour. 

He  was  standing  before  the  fire  with  his  back  to  it,  while 
Miss  Murdstone  made  the  tea.  He  looked  at  me  steadily  as  I 
entered,  but  made  no  sign  of  recognition  whatever. 

I  went  up.  to  him,  after  a  moment  of  confusion,  and  said:    ' 
'*  I  beg  your  pardon.  Sir.    I  am  very  sorry  for  what  I  did,  and 
I  hope  you  will  forgive  me." 

"I  am  glai  to  hear  you  are  sorry,  David,"  he  replied. 

The  hand  he  gave  me  was  the  hand  I  had  bitten.  I  could 
not  restrain  my  eye  from  resting  for  an  instant  on  a  red  spot 
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upon  it;  but  it  was  not  so  red  as  I  turned,  when  I  met  that 
sinister  expression  in  his  face. 

*'How  do  yon  do ,  Ma'am,"  I  said  to  Miss  Murdstone. 

"Ah,  dear  me  I"  sighed  Miss  Murdstone,  giving  me  the 
tea-caddy  scoop  instead  of  her  fingers.  '*How  long  are  the 
hoUdays?" 

*'A month,  Ma'am." 

"Counting  from  when?" 

"From  to-day,  Ma'am." 

"Ohl"  said  Miss  Murdstone.  "Then  here  's  one 
day  off." 

She  kept  a  calendar  of  the  holidays  in  this  way,  and  erery 
morning  checked  a  day  off  in  exactly  the  same  manner.  She 
did  it  gloomily  until  she  came  to  ten,  but  when  she  got  into 
two  figures  she  became  more  hopeful,  and,  as  the  time  ad- 
vanced, even  jocular. 

It  was  on  this  very  first  day  that  I  had  the  misfortune  to 
throw  her,  though  she  was  not  subject  to  such  weaknesses  in 
general,  into  a  state  of  violent  consternation.  I  came  into  the 
room  where  she  and  my  mother  were  sitting;  and  the  baby 
(who  was  only  a  few  weeks  old)  being  on  my  mother's  lap ,  I 
took  it  very  carefully  in  my  arms.  Suddenly  Miss  Murdstone 
gave  such  a  scream  that  I  all  but  dropped  it. 

"My  dear  Jane  I "  cried  my  mother. 

"Good  heavens,  Clara,  do  you  see?"  exclaimed  Miss 
Murdstone. 

"See  what,  my  dear  Jane?"  said  my  mother ;  "where?" 

"He 's  got  it  I "  cried  Miss  Murdstone.  "  The  boy  has  got 
the  baby  I" 

She  was  limp  with  horror;  but  stiffened  herself  to  make  a 
dart  at  me,  and  take  it  out  of  my  arms.  Then,  she  turned 
faint;  and  was  so  very  iU,  that  they  were  obliged  to  give  her 
cherry-brandy.    I  was  solemnly  interdicted  by  her,  on  her 
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recover^}  from  touching  my  brother  sny  more  on  any  prelenod 
whateyer;  and  my  poor  mother,  who,  I  could  see,  wished 
otherwise,  meekly  confirmed  the  interdict,  by  sayfbg:  '<No 
doubt  yon  are  right,  my  dear  Jane." 

On  another  occasion,  when  we  three  were  together,  this 
same  dear  baby  —  it  was  truly  dear  to  me ,  for  our  mother's 
sake  —  was  the  innocent  occasion  of  Miss  Murdstone's  going 
into  a  passion.  My  mother,  who  had  been  looking  at  its  eyes 
as  it  lay  upon  her  lap ,  said : 

"Davy  I  come  here  1*'  and  looked  at  mine. 

I  saw  Miss  Murdstone  lay  her  beads  down. 

**I  declare,"  said  my  mother,  gently,  "they  are  exactly 
alike.  I  suppose  they  are  mine.  I  think  they  are  the  colour  of 
mine.    But  they  are  wonderfully  alike.*' 

"What  are  you  talking  about,  Clara?'*  said  Miss  Murd- 
stone. 

"My  dear  Jane,"  faltered  my  mother,  a  little  abashed  by 
the  harsh  tone  of  this  inquiry,  "I  find  that  tlie  baby's  eyes  and 
Davy's  are  exactly  alike." 

" Clara  1"  said  Miss  Murdstone ,  rising  angrily,  "you  are 
a  positive  fool  sometimes." 

"My  dear  Jane ,"  remonstrated  my  mother. 

"A  positive  fool,"  said  Miss  Murdstone.  "Who  else 
could  compare  my  brother's  baby  with  your  boy?  They  are 
not  at  all  alike.  They  are  exactly  unlike.  They  are  utterly 
dissimilar  in  all  respects.  I  hope  they  will  ever  remain 
so.  I  will  not  sit  here,  and  hear  such  comparisons  made." 
With  that  she  stalked  out,  and  made  the  door  bang  after 
her. 

In  short,  I  was  not  a  favourite  with  Miss  Murdstone.  In 
short,  I  was  not  a  favourite  there  with  anybody,  not  even  with 
myself;  for  those  who  did  like  me  could  not  show  it,  and  those 
who  did  not,   showed  it  so  plainly  that  I  had  a  sensitive 


153 


eoBscioaAaesfl    of  always   appearing   constfained ,   boorish^ 
and  dall. 

I  felt  that  I  made  them  as  uncomfortable  as  they  made  me. 
If  I  came  into  the  room  where  they  were,  and  they  were  talk- 
ing together  and  my  mother  seemed  cheerful,  an  anxious 
cloud  would  steal  over  her  &ce  from  the  moment  of  my  en- 
trance. If  Mr.  Murdstone  were  in  his  best  humour,  I  checked 
him.  If  Miss  Murdstone  were  in  her  worst,  I  intensified  it. 
I  had  perception  enoi^h  to  know  that  my  mother  was  the 
^ctim  always ;  that  she  was  afraid  to  speak  to  me  or  be  kind  ta 
mo,  lest  she  should  give  them  some  ofience  by  her  manner  ot 
doing  so,  and  receive  a  lecture  afterwards;  that  she  was  not 
only  ceaselessly  afraid  of  her  own  offending,  but  of  my  of- 
fending, and  uneasily  watched  their  looks  if  I  only  moved. 
Th^reforp  I  resolved  to  keep  myself  as  much  out  of  their  way 
as  I  could ;  and  many  a  wintry  hour  did  I  hear  the  church- 
dock  strike,  when  I  was  sitting  in  my  cheerless  bedroom, 
wrapped  in  my  little  greatrcoai,  poring  over  a  book. 

In  the  evening,  sometimes,  I  went  and  sat  with  Peggotty 
in  the  kitchen.  There  I  was  comfortable,  and  not  afraid  of 
being  myself.  But  neither  of  these  resources  was  approved 
of  in  the  parlour.  The  tormenting  humour  which  was  dominant 
there  stopped  them  both.  I  was  still  held  to  be  necessary  to 
my  poor  mother's  training,  and,  as  one  of  her  trials,  could 
not  be  sofTered  to  absent  myself. 

'* David,'*  said  Mr.  Murdstone,  one  day  after  dinner  when 
I  was  going  to  leave  the  room  as  usual ;  "I  am  sorry  to  observe 
that  you  are  of  a  sullen  disposition." 

"  As  sulky  as  a  bear  I  **  said  Miss  Murdstone. 
I  stood  still ,  and  hung  my  head. 

'^Now,  David,"  said  Mr.  Murdstone,  ^ a  sullen  obdurate 
disposition  is,  of  all  tempers,  theworst.^ 
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'*  And  the  boy's  is ,  of  all  such  dispositions  that  ever  I  have 
seen,*'  remarked  his  sister,  *^the  most  confirmed  and 
stubborn.  I  think,  my  dear  Clara,  even  you  must  ob- 
serve it?" 

**I  beg  your  pardon,  my  dear  Jane,"  said  my  mother, 
"but  are  you  quite  sure  —  I  am  certain  you  '11  excuse  me,  my 
dear  Jane  —  that  you  understand  Davy  ?  " 

'*I  should  be  somewhat  ashamed  of  myself,  Clara,"  re- 
turned Miss  Murdstone ,  'Mf  I  could  not  understand  the  boy, 
or  any  boy.  I  don't  profess  to  be  profound;  but  I  delay 
claim  to  common  sense."  * 

** No  doubt,  my  dear  Jane,"  returned  my  mother,  "your 
understanding  is  very  vigorous  — " 

** Oh  dear,  no!  Pray  don't  say  that,  Clara,"  interposed 
Miss  Murdstone ,  angrily. 

''But  I  am  sure  it  is,"  resumed  my  mother;  "and  every- 
body knows  it  is.  I  profit  so  much  by  it  myself,  in  many  ways 
—  at  least  I  ought  to  —  that  no  one  can  be  more  convinced  of 
it  than  myself;  and  therefore  I  speak  with  great  diffidence, 
my  dear  Jane,  I  assure  you." 

"  We  '11  say  I  don't  understand  the  boy,  Clara,"  returned 
Miss  Murdstone,  arranging  the  little  fetters  on  her  wrists. 
"We  '11  agree,  if  you  please,  that  I  don't  understand  him  at 
all.  He  is  much  too  deep  for  me.  But  perhaps  my  brother's 
penetration  may  enable  him  to  have  some  insight  into  his 
character.  And  I  believe  my  brother  was  speaking  on 
the  subject  when  we  -^  not  yery  decently  —  interrupted 
him." 

"I  think,  Clara,"  said  Mr.  Murdstone,  in  a  low,  grave 
voice,  "that  there  may  be  better  and  more  dispassionate 
judges  of  such  a  question  than  you. 
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** Edward,"  replied  my  mother,  timidly,  "you  are  a  far 
better  judge  of  all  questions  than  I  pretend  to  be.  Both  you 
and  Jane  are.    I  only  said — ' ' 

**Yon  only  said  something  weak  and  inconsiderate,'*  he 
replied.  "  Try  not  to  do  it  again ,  my  dear  Clara ,  and  keep  a 
watch  upon  yourself." 

My  mother's  lips  moved,  as  if  she  answered  "Yes,  my  dear 
Edward,"  but  she  said  nothing  aloud. 

''I  was  sorry,  David,  I  remarked,"  said  Mr.  Murdstone, 
turning  his  head  and  his  eyes  stiffly  towards  me,  "to  observe 
that  you  are  of  a  sullen  disposition.  ^  This  is  not  a  character 
that  I  can  suffer  to  develop  itself  beneath  my  eyes  without  an 
effort  at  improvement.  You  must  endeavour.  Sir,  to  change 
it.    We  must  endeavour  to  change  it  for  you." 

"I  beg  your  pardon.  Sir,"  I  faltered.  "I  have  never 
meant  to  be  sullen  since  I  came  back." 

''Don't  iake  refuge  in  a  lie.  Sir!"  he  returned  so  fiercely, 
thai  I  saw  my  mother  involuntarily  put  out  her  trembling  hand 
as  if  to  interpose  between  us.    "  You  have  withdrawn  yourself 
in  your  sullenness  to  your  own  room.    You  have  kept  your 
own  room  when  you  ought  to  have  been  here.  You  know  now, 
once  for  all,  that  I  require  you  to  be  here,  and  not  there. 
Further,  that  I  require  you  to  bring  obedience  here.    You 
blow  me,  David.    I  will  have  it  done." 
SiGss  Murdstone  gave  a  hoarse  chuckle. 
"I  will  have  a  respectful,   prompt,   and  ready  bearing 
towards  myself,"  he  continued,  "and  towards  Jane  Murd- 
stone, and  towards  your  mother.    I  will  not  have  this  room 
shunned  as  if  it  were  infected,  at  the  pleasure  of  a  child.    Sit 
down." 

He  ordered  me  like  a  dog,  and  I  obeyed  like  a  dog. 
"  One  thing  more ,"  he  said.    "  I  observe  that  you  have  an 
attadmient  to  low  and  common  company.    You  are  not  to  as- 
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sodate  with  seryants^  The  kitchas  will  not  improTe^'Ou,  in 
the  many  respects  in  which  jovl  need  impfovement.  Of  the 
woman  who  abets  you,  I  say  nothing  —  since  yon,  Clara,** 
addressing  my  motlter  in  a  lower  voice,  *'from  old  associa- 
tions and  long-established  fancies,  haye  a  weakness  respecting 
hor  which  is  not  yet  overcome.*' 

*' A  most  unaccountable  delusion  it  is !  **  cried  Miss  Murd- 
stone. 

*'I  only  say,'*  he  resumed,  addressing  me,  "that  I  dis- 
approve of  your  preferring  such  company  as  Mistress  Peg- 
gotty,  and  that  it  is  to  be  abandoned.  Now,  David,  you 
understand  me,  and  you  know  what  will  be  the  consequence 
if  yon  fail  to  obey  me  to  the  letter.** 

I  know  well— 'belter  perhaps  than  he  thought,  as  far  as 
my  poor  mother  was  concerned  —  and  I  obeyed  him  to  the 
letter.  I  retreated  to  my  own  room  no  more;  I  took  refuge 
withPeggotty  no  more ;  but  sat  wearily  in  the  parlour  day  afler 
day,  looking  forward  to  ni^t,  and  bedtime. 

What  irksome  consts-aint  I  underwent,  sitting  in  the  same 
attitude  hours  upon  hours,  afraid  to  move  an  arm  or  a  leg  lest 
Miss  Murdstone  should  complain  (as  she  did  on  the  least  ^e- 
tence)  of  my  restlessness,  and  afraid  to  move  an  eye  lest  it 
should  light  on  some  look  of  dislike  or  scrutiny  that  would  find 
new  cause  for  complaint  in  mine!  What  intolerable  dulnesa 
to  sit  listening  to  the  ticking  of  the  clock;  and  watching  Miss 
Murdstone* 8  little  shiny  steel  beads  as  she  strung  them;  and 
wondering  whether  she  would  ever  be  married,  and  if  so,  to 
what  sort  of  unhappy  man;  and  counting  the  divisions  in  the 
moulding  on  the  chimney-piece;  and  wandering  away,  with 
my  eyes,  to  the  ceiling,  among  the  curls  and  corkscrews  in 
the  paper  on  the  wall ! 

What  walks  I  took  alone,  down  muddy  lanes »  in  the  bad 
winter  weath^,  carrying  tliat  parlour,  andMr.  and  l^ssMiird- 
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itoneinit,  ereiywhere:  a  monstrous  load  that  I  was  obliged 
to  bear,  a  daTinare  that  there  was  no  possibility  of  break- 
ing ia,  r  weight  that  brooded  on  my  wits,  and  blunted 
them! 

What  meals  I  had  in  sUenoe  and  embarrassment,  always 

'feeling  that  there  were  a  knifb  and  fork  too  many,  and  that 

mine^  an  appetite  too  many,  and  that  mine;   a  plate  and 

cluur  too  many,  and  those  mine;  a  somebody  too  many,  and 

tbatll 

What  erenings,  when  the  candles  came,  and  I  was  ex« 
peeted  to  employ  myself,  but,  not  daring  to  read  an 
entertaining  book,  pored  over  some  hard-headed,  harder- 
ksarted  treatise  on  arithmetic ;  when  the  tables  of  weights  and 
measures  set  themselves  to  tunes,  as  Rule  Britannia,  or  Away 
with  Melancholy;  and  wouldn't  stand  still  to  be  learnt,  but 
would  go  threading  my  grandmother's  needle  through  my  un- 
fortonate  head,  in  at  one  ear  and  out  at  the  other ! 

What  yawns  and  dozes  I  lapsed  into,  in  spite  of  all  my 
care;  what  starts  t  came  out  of  concealed  sleeps  with;  what 
answers  I  never  got,  to  little  observations  that  I  rarely  made ; 
wifit  a  blank  space  I  seemed ,  which  everybody  overlooked, 
and  yet  was  in  everybody's  way;  what  a  heavy  relief  it  was  to 
hear  Miss  Murdstone  hail  the  first  stroke  of  nine  at  night,  and 
order  me  to  bed  I 

Thus  the  holidays  lagged  away,  until  the  morning  came 
when  Miss  Murdstone  said:  "Here 's  the  last  day  offl"  and 
gave  me  the  closing  cup  of  tea  of  the  vacation. 

I  was  not  sorry  to*  go.  I  had  lapsed  into  a  stupid  state ; 
but  I  was  recovering  a  little  and  looking  forward  to  Steerforth, 
albeit  Mr.  Creakle  loomed  behind  him.  Again  Mr.  Barkis 
appeared  at  the  gate,  and  again  Miss  Murdstone  in  her  warn- 
ing voice  said:  ** Clara  1"  when  my  mflhalf'  bj 
bid  me  farewell. 
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I  kissed  her,  and  my  baby  brother,  and  was  Tery  sorry 
then;  but  not  sorry  to  go  away,  for  the  galf  between  us  was 
there,  and  the  parting  was  there,  everyday.  And  it  is  not  so 
much  the  embrace  she  gave  me,  that  lives  in  my  mind, 
though  it  was  as  fervent  as  could  be,  as  what  followed  the 
embrace. 

I  was  in  the  carrier*s  cart  when  I  heard  her  calling  to  me. 
I  looked  out,  and  she  stood  at  the  garden-gate  alone,  holding 
her  baby  up  in  her  arms  for  me  to  see.  It  was  cold  still 
weather;  and  not  a  hair  of  her  head,  or  a  fold  of  her 
dress,  was  stirred,  as  she  looked  intently  at  me,  holding  up 
her  child. 

So  I  lost  her.  So  I  saw  her  aft^erwards,  in  my  sleep  at 
school  —  a  silent  presence  near  my  bed  —  looking  at  me 
with  the  same  intent  face  —  holding  up  her  baby  in  her 
arms. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

I  have  a  memorable  birthday. 

I  PASS  OTer  all  that  happened  at  school,  until  the  anni- 
Tersary  of  my  birthday  came  round  in  March.  Except  that 
Steerforth  was  more  to  be  admired  than  ever,  I  remember 
nothing.  He  was  going  away  at  the  end  of  the  half-year,  if 
not  sooner,  and  was  more  spirited  and  independent  than 
before  in  my  eyes,  and  therefore  more  engaging  than 
before;  but  beyond  this  I  remember  nothing.  The  great 
remembrance  by  which  that  time  is  marked  in  my  mind, 
seems  to  have  swallowed  |jp  all  lesser  recollections,  and  to 
exist  alone. 

It  is  even  difficult  for  me  to  believe  that  there  was  a  gap  of 
M  two  months  between  my  return  to  Salem  House  and  the 
arrival  of  that  birthday.  I  can  only  understand  that  the  fact* 
iFSs  so ,  because  I  know  it  must  have  been  so ;  otherwise  I 
ebould  feel  convinced  that  there  was  no  interval,  and  that  the 
one  occasion  trod  upon  the  other's  heels. 

How  well  I  recollect  the  kind  of  day  it  was!  I  smell  the 
fog  that  hung  about  the  place;  I  see  the  hoarfrost,  ghostly, 
through  it;  I  feel  my  rimy  hair  fall  clammy  on  my  cheek;  I 
look  along  the  dim  perspective  of  the  schoolroom,  with  a 
sputtering  candle  here  and  there  to  light  up  the  foggy  morn- 
ing, and  the  breath  of  the  boys  wreathing  and  smoking  in  the 
raw  cold  as  they  blow  upon  their  fingers,  and  tap  their  feet 
upon  the  floor. 

It  was  after  breakfast,  and  we  had  been  summoned  in 
£rom  the  playground ,  when  Mr.  Sharp  entered  and  said : 
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"David  Copperfield  is  to  go  into  the  parlour.'* 

I  expected  a  hamper  from  Peggotty,  and  brightened  at  the 
order.  Some  of  the  boys  about  me  put  in  their  claim  not  to  bo 
forgotten  in  the  distribution  of  the  good  things,  as  I  got  out  of 
my  seat  with  great  alacrity. 

"Don't  hurry,  David,"  said  Mr.  Sharp.  " There 's  time 
enough,  my  boy,  don't  hurry." 

I  might  have  been  surprised  by  the  feeling  tone  in  which  he 

j  spoke,  if  I  had  given  it  a  thought;  but  I  gave  it  none  until 

'  afterwards.  I  hurried  away  to  the  parlour ;  and  there  I  found 

Mr.  Creakle  sitting  at  his  breakfast  with  the  cane  and  a  news-'^ 

paper  before  him,  and  Mrs.  Creakle  with  an  opened  letter  in 

her  hand.    But  no  hamper. 

"David  Copperfield,"  said  Mrs.  Creakle,  leading  me 
to  a  sofa,  and  sitting  down  beside  me.  "I  want  to  speak 
to  you  ver}'  particularly.  I  have  something  to  tell  you,  my 
child." 

Mr.  Creakle,  at  whom  of  course  I  looked »  shook  his  head 
without  looking  at  me,  and  stopped  up  a  sigh  with  a  very  large 
piece  of  battered  toast. 

"You  ar«  too  young  to  know  how  the  world  changes  every 
day,"  said  Mrs.  Creakle,  "and  how  the  people  in  it  pass 
away.  But  we  all  have  to  learn  it,  David;  some  of  us  when 
we  are  young,  some  of  us  when  we  are  old,  some  of  us  at  all 
times  of  our  lives." 

I  looked  at  her  earnestly. 

"When  you  came  away  from  home  at  the  end  of  the 
vacation,"  said  Mrs.  Creakle,  filer  a  pause,  "were  they 
all  well  ?  "    After  another  pause ,  "  Was  your  mama  well  ?  " 

I  trembled  without  distinctly  knowing  why»  and  still 
looked  at  her  earnestly,  making  no  attempt  to  answer. 

"Because ,"  said  she ,  " I  grieve  to  tell  you  that  I  hear  this 
morning  your  mama  is  very  ill." 
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A  Bust  aroee  between  Mrs.  Creakle  and  me,  and  her 
figure  seemed  to  move  in  it  for  an  instant.  Then  I  felt 
the  homing  tears  run  down  my  face,  and  it  was  steady 
igain. 

** She k  very  dangerously  ill,*'  she  added. 

I  knew  all  now. 

"She  is  dead." 

There  was  no  need  to  tell  me  so.  I  had  already  broken 
out  into  a  desolate  cry,  and  felt  an  orphan  in  the  wide 
woild. 

She  was  Tery  kind  to  me.  She  kept  me  there  all  day,  and 
left  me  alone  sometimes;  and  I  cried,  and  wore  myself  to 
sleep,  and  awoke  and  cried  again.  When  I  could  cry  no 
aore,  I  began  to  think;  and  then  the  oppression  on  my 
breast  was  heaviest,  and  my  grief  a  dall  pain  that  there  was  no 
ease  for. 

And  yet  my  thoughts  were  idle ;  not  intent  on  the  calamity 
that  weighed  upon  my  heart,  but  idly  loitering  near  it.  I 
thought  of  our  house  shut  up  and  hushed.  I  thought  of  the 
little  baby,  who,  Mrs.  Creakle  said,  had  been  pining  away 
for  some  time,  and  who,  they  believed,  would  die  too.  I 
thought  of  my  father's  grave  in  the  churchyard,  by  our  house, 
and  of  my  mother  lying  ^here  beneath  the  tree  I  knew  so  well. 
I  stood  upon  a  chair  when  I  was  left  alone,  and  looked  into 
the  glass  to  see  how  red  my  eyes  were ,  and  how  sorrowful  my 
face.  I  considered,  after  some  hours  were  gone,  if  my  tears 
were  really  hard  to  flow  now,  as  they  seemed  to  be ,  what,  in 
connexion  with  my  loss ,  Jt  would  affect  me  most  to  think  of 
when  I  drew  near  home —  for  I  was  going  home  to  the  ftineral. 
I  am  sensible  of  having  felt  that  a  dignity  attached  to  me 
amoBg  the  rest  of  Uie  boys,  and  that  I  was  important  in  my 
afitiction. 

Kever  child  were  stricken  with  sincere  grief,  I  was.    But 
Dwid  CopperfietU,  /.  .  1 1 


162 


I  remember  that  this  importance  was  a  kind  of  satisfaction  to 
me ,  when  I  walked  in  the  playground  tliat  afternoon  while 
the  boys  were  in  school.  When  I  saw  them  glancing  at  me  out 
of  the  windows,  as  they  went  up  to  their  classes,  I  felt 
distinguished,  and  looked  more  melancholy,  and  walked 
slower.  When  school  was  over,  and  they  came  out  and  spoke 
to  me,  I  felt  it  rather  good  in  myself  not  to  be  proud  to  any  of 
them,  and  to  take  exactly  the  same  notice  of  them  all,  as 
before. 

I  was  to  go  home  next  night;  not  by  the  mail,  but  by  the 
heavy  night-coach,  which  was  called  the  Farmer,  and  was 
principally  used  by  country -people  travelling  short  inter- 
mediate distances  upon  the  road.  We  had  no  story-telling 
that  evening,  and  Traddles  insisted  on  lending  me  his  pillow. 
I  don*t  know  what  good  he  thought  it  would  do  me,  for  I  had 
one  of  my  own:  but  it  was  all  he  had  to  lend,  poor  fellow,  ex- 
cept a  sheet  of  letter-paper  full  of  skeletons ;  and  that  he  gave 
me  at  parting,  as  a  soother  of  my  sorrows  and  a  contribution 
to  my  peace  of  mind. 

I  left  Salem  House  upon  the  morrow  afternoon.  I  little 
thought  then  that  I  left  it,  never  to  return.  We  travelled 
very  slowly  all  night,  and  did  not  get  into  Yarmouth  before 
nine  or  ten  o'clock  in  the  morning.  I  looked  out  for  Mr. 
Barkis,  but  he  was  not  there ;  and  instead  of  him  a  fat,  short- 
winded,  merry-looking,  little  old  man  in  black,  with  rusty 
little  bunches  of  ribbons  at  the  knees  of  his  breeches,  black 
stockings,  and  a  broad-brimmed  hat,  came  pufHng  up  to  the 
coach  window,  and  said:  , 

"Master  Copperfield?"    - 
Yes,  Sir." 

Will  you  come  with  me,  young  Sir,  if  you  please,"  he 
said,  opening  the  door,  "and  I  shall  have  the  pleasure  oi 
taking  you  home. 
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I  put  m^r  hand  in  his,  wmidering  who  he  was,  and  we 
walked  away  to  a  shop  in  a  na^9^9treet,  on  which  was  written 
Omfji,  Draper,  Tailor,  HabeAash^,  Funeral  Fur- 
KiSHER,  &c.  It  was  a  close  and  stifling  little  shop;  full  of  all 
sorts  of  clothing,  made  and  unmade,  including  one  window 
frill  of  beaver-hats  and  bonnets.  We  went  into  a  little  back- 
parlonr  behind  the  shop,  where  we  found  three  young  women 
at  work  on  a  quantity  of  black  materials ,  which  were  heaped 
npon  the  table,  and  little  bits  and  cuttings  of  which  were 
littered  all  over  the  floor.  There  was  a  good  fire  in  the  room, 
and  a  breathless  smell  of  warm  black  crape  —  I  did  not  know 
what  the  smell  was  then ,  but  I  know  oow. 

The  three  young  women,  who  appeared  to  be  very  in- 
dnstrions  and  comfortable ,  raised  their  heads  to  look  at  me, 
and  then  went  on  with  their  work.  Stitch,  stitch,  stitch.  At 
the  same  time  there  came  from  a  workshop  across  a  little  yard 
OQtside  the  window,  a  regular  sound  of  hammering  that  kept 
a  kind  of  tnne :  Rat  —  tat- tat ,  rat  —  tat- tat,  rat  —  tat- tat, 
without  any  variation. 

"Well!"  said  my  conductor  to  one  of  the  three  young 
women.    "  How  do  you  get  on ,  Minnie  ?  " 

"We  shall  be  ready  by  the  trj'ing-on  time,"  she  re- 
plied gaily,  without  looking  up.  "Don*t  you  be  afraid, 
father." 

Mr..  Omer  took  off  his  broad-brimmed  hat,  and  sat  down 
and  panted.  He  was  so  fat  that  he  was  obliged  to  pant  some 
time  before  he  could  say : 

"That's  right." 

"Fatherl"  said  Minnie,  playfully.  "What  a  porpoise 
you  do  grow  I " 

"Well,  I  don't  know  how  it  is,  my  dear,"  he  replied, 
considering  about  it.    "lam  rather  so .  '•' 
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*^  You  are  sach  a  comfortay^  man,  you  see,"  said  Minnie. 
"You  take  things  so  easy."" 


rta^ 

"No  use  tal^inif 'em  otherwise,  my  dear,'*  said  Mr. 
Omer.  -  • 

"No,  indeed,"  returned  his  daughter.  "We  are  all  pretty 
gay  here,  thank  Heaven  I    Ain't  we,  father?" 

"I  hope  io,  my  dear,"  said  Mr.  Omer.  "As  I  have  got 
my  breath  now,  I  think  I  *11  measure  this  young"  scholar. 
Would  you  walk  into  the  shop,  Master  Copperfield?" 

I  preceded  Bir.  Omer,  in  compliance  with  his  request; 
and  after  showing  me  a  roll  of  cloth  which  he  said  was  extra 
super,  and  too  good  mourning  for  anything  shovt  of  parents, 
he  took  my  various  dimennons,  and  put  them  down  in  a  book. 
While  he  was  recording  them  he  called  my  attendon  to  his 
stock  in  trade,  and  to  certain  fashions  which  he  said  had  "just 
come  up,"  and  to  certain  other  fashions  which  he  said  had 
"just  gone  out." 

"And  by  that  sort  of  thing  we  very  often  lose  a  little  mint 
of  money,-"  said  Mr.  Omer.  "But  fashions  are  like  human 
beings.  They  come  in,  nobody  knows  when,  why,  or  how: 
and  they  go  out,  nobody  knows  when ,  why,  or  how.  Every- 
thing is  like  life,  in  my  opinion,  if  you  look  at  it  in  that  point 
of  view." 

I  was  too  sorrowful  to  discuss  the  question,  which  would 
possibly  have  been  beyond  me  under  any  circumstances ;  and 
Mr.  Omer  took  me  back  into  the  parlour,  breathing  with  some 
difficulty  on  the  way. 

He  then  called  down  a  little  break-neck  range  of  steps 
behind  a  door:  "Bring  up  that  tea  and  bread-and-butter!" 
which ,  after  some  time ,  during  which  I  sat  looking  about  me . 
and  thinking,  and  listening  to  the  stitching  in  the  room  and 
the  tune  that  was  being  hammered  across  the  yard,  appeared 
I  on  a  tray,  and  turned  out  to  be  for  me. 
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*^  I  hare  been  acqoainted  with  you  /*  said  Mr.  Omer ,  after 
watching  me  for  some  minutes  /"dupng  which  I  had  not  made 
mnch  impreasion  on  the  breakfast,  ibr  the  bbick  things  de- 
stroyed my  appetite ,  *'I  have  been  acquainted  with  von  a  long 
time,  my  young  friend." 

"Haveyott,  Sir?" 

"  All  your  life ,"  said  Mr.  Omer.  "  I  may  say  before  it.  I 
loiew  your  father  before  you.  He  was  five  foot  nine  and  a 
half,  and  he  lays  in  five  and  twen-ty  foot  of  ground.'* 

"Rat  —  tat-tat,  bat  —  tat-tat,  kat  —  tat-tat,"  across 
the  yard. 

^ "  He  lays  in  &ve  and  twen-ty  foot  of  ground,  if  he  lays  in  ■& 
fraction,"  said  Mr.  Omer,  pleasantly.  "It  was  either  his 
request  or  her  direction ,  I  forget  which." 

"Do  you  know  how  my  little  brother  is,  Sir?"  I  in« 
quired. 

Mr.  Omer  shook  his  head. 

"Rat  —  tat-tat,  rat  — tat-tat,  rat  —  tat-tat." ' 

"He  is  in  his  mother's  arms ,"  said  he. 

"  Oh ,  poor  little  fellow  1    Is  he  dead  ?  " 

"Don't  mind  it  more  than  you  can  help,"  said  Mr.  Omer. 
"Yes.    The  baby 's  dead." 

My  wounds  broke  out  afresh  at  this  inteUigence.  I  left  the 
scarcely-tasted  breakfast,  and  went  and  rested  my  head  on 
another  table  in  a  comer  of  the  little  room,  which  Minnie 
hasdly  cleared,  lest  I  should  spot  the  mourning  that  was 
lying  there  with  my  tears.  She  was  a  pretty  good-natured 
girl,  and  put  my  hair  away  from  my  eyes  with  a  soil  kind 
touch;  but  she  was  very  cheerful  at  having  nearly  finished 
her  work  and  being  in  good  time,  and  was  so  different 
from  me  I 

Presently  the  tune  left  ofi*,  and  a  good-looking  young 
fellow  came  across  the  yard  into  the  room.    He  had  a  hammer 
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in  his  hand,  and  his  mouth  was  fall  of  little  nails,  which  he 
was  obliged  to  take  out  befo^gAe  could  speak. 

"Well,  Joraml*'  siid  Mr.  Omer.  "How  do  yw 
get  on?" 

"All right,"  said  Joram.    "Done,  Sir." 

Minnie  coloured  a  little,  and  the  other  two  girls  smiled  at 
one  another. 

"What  I  you  were  at  it  by  candle-light  last  night,  when  I 
was  at  the  club , .  then?  Were  you  ?  "  said  Mr.  Omer,  shutting 
up  one  eye. 

"Yes,"  said  Joram.  "As  you  said  we  could  make  a  little 
trip  of  it,  and  go  over  together,  if  it  was  done,  Minnie  and 
me  —  and  you." 

"Oh!  I  thought  yon  were  going  to  leave  me  out  alto- 
gether," said  Mr.  Omer,  laughing  till  he  coughed. 

" —  As  you  was  so  good  as  to  say  that,'*  resumed  the 
young  man ,  "  why  I  turned  to  with  a  will ,  you  see.  Will  you 
give  me  your  opinion  of  it?  " 

"I  will,"  said  Mr.  Omer,  rising.  "My  dear;"  and 
he  stopped  and  turned  to  me;  "would  you  like  to  see 
your  —  " 

"No,  father,"  Minnie  interposed. 

"I  thought  it  might  be  agreeable,  my  dear,"  said  Mr. 
Omer.    "But  perhaps  you  're  right." 

I  can't  say  how  I  knew  it  was  my  dear,  dear  mother's 
coffin  that  they  went  to  look  at.  I  had  never  heard  one 
making;  I  had  never  seen  one  that  I  know  of:  but  it  came  into 
my  mind  what  the  noise  was,  while  it  was  going  on ;  and  when 
the  young  man  entered,  I  am  sure  I  knew  what  he  had  been 
domg. 

The  work  being  now  finbhed,  the  two  girls,  whose  names 
I  had  not  heard,  brushed  the  shreds  and  threads  from  their 
dresses,  and  went  into  the  shop  to  put  that  to  rights,  and  wait 
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for  castomers.  Minnie  stayed  behind  to  fold  np  what  they  had 
made,  and  pack  it  in  two  baskets.  This  she  did  npon  her 
knees,  hamming  a  lively  little  tune  the  while.  Joram,  who  I- 
had  no  donbt  was  her  lover,  came  in  and  stole  a  kiss  from  her 
while  she  was  busy  (he  didn*t  appear  to  mind  me,  at  all),  and 
said  her  father  was  gone  for  the  chaise ,  and  he  must  make 
haste  and  get  himself  ready.  Then  he  went  out  again ;  and 
Uien  she  put  her  thimble  and  scissors  in  her  pocket,  and  stuck 
a  needle  threaded  with  black  thread  neatly  in  the  bosom  of  her 
gown,  and  put  on  her  outer  clothing  smartly,  at  a  little  glass 
behind  the  door,  in  which  I  saw  the  reflection  of  her  pleased 
face. 

All  this  I  observed,  sitting  at  the  table  in  the  corner  with 
my  head  leaning  on  my  hand,  and  my  thoughts  running  on 
very  different  things.  The  chaise  soon  came  round  to  the 
front  of  the  shop ,  and  the  baskets  being  put  in  first,  I  was  put  ^'■ 

in  next,  and  those  three  followed.  I  remember  it  as  a  kind  of 
half  chaise-cart,  half  piano-forte  van,  painted  of  a  sombre 
colour,  and  drawn  by  a  black  horse  with  a  long  tail.  There  was 
plenty  of  room  for  us  all. 

I  do  not  think  I  have  ever  experienced  so  strange  a  feeling 
in  my  life  (I  am  wiser  now,  perhaps)  as  that  of  being  with^ 
them,  remembering  how  they  had  been  employed,  and  seeing 
them  enjoy  the  ride.  I  was  not  angry  with  them;  I  was  more 
afiraid  of  them,  as  if  I  were  cast  away  among  creatures  with 
whom  I  had  no  community  of  nature.  They  were  very  cheer- 
fol.  The  old  man  sat  in  front  to  drive ,  and  the  two  young 
people  sat  behind  him,  and  whenever  he  spoke  to  them  leaned 
forward,  the  one  on  one  side  of  his  chubby  face  and  the  other 
on  the  other,  and  made  a  great  deal  of  him.  They  would 
have  talked  to  me  too,  but  I  held  back,  and  moped  in  my 
comer;  scared  by  their  love-making  and  hilarity,  though  '^ 
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was  fkr  from  boisteroQB ,  and  almost  wondering  that  no  jadg- 
ment  came  npon  them  for  their  hardness  of  heart. 

So,  when  they  stopped  to  bait  the  horse,  and  ate  and 
drank  and  enjoyed  themselves,  I  conld  touch  nothing  that 
they  touched)  but  kept  my  fast  unbroken.  So,  when  we 
reached  home ,  I  dropped  out  ofthe  chaise  behind,  as  quickly 
as  possible,  that  I  might  not  be  in  their  company  before  those 
solemn  windows,  looking  blindly  on  me  like  closed  eyes  once 
bright.  And  oh,  how  little  need  I  had  had  to  think  what 
would  move  me  to  t^ears  when  I  came  back  —  seeing  the 
window  of  my  mother's  room,  and  ftext  it  that  which,  in  the 
better  time,  was  mine  1 

I  was  in  Feggotty's  arms  before  I  got  to  the  door,  and  she 
took  me  into  the  house.  Her  grief  burst  out  when  she  first 
saw  me;  but  she  controuled  it  soon,  and  spoke  in  whispef^, 
and  walked  sofUy,  as  if  the  dead  could  be  disturbed.  She 
had  not  been  in  bed,  I  found,  for  a  long  time.  She  sat 
up  at  night  still,  and  watched.  As  long  as  her  poor  dear 
pretty  was  above  the  ground,  she  said,  she  would  never 
desert  her. 

Mr.  Murdstone  took  no  heed  of  me  when  I  went  into  the 
parlour  where  he  was,  but  sat  by  the  fireside ,  weeping  silently, 
tind  pondering  in  his  elbow-chair.  Miss  Murdstone,  who 
was  busy  at  her  writing-desk,  which  was  covered  with 
letters  and  papers,  gave  me  her  cold  finger-nails,  and 
asked  me,  in  an  iron  whisper,  if  I  had  been  measured  for  my 
mourning. 

I  said:  "Yes." 

"And  your  shirts,'*  said  Miss  Murdstone;  "have  you 
brought ' em  home  ?  * ' 

"  X^^t  Ma'am.    I  have  brought  home  all  my  clothes.*' 

This  was  all  the  consolation  that  her  firmness  administered 
to  me.    I  do  not  doubt  that  she  had  a  choice  pleasure  in  ex- 
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liibittiig  iriiai  ahe  caUed  her  self-command,  And  ker  fitnaess, 
and  her  strength  of  mind,  and  her  common  sense,  9fkd  the 
whole  ditbotical  catalogue  of  her  unamiable  qualities,  on  sudi 
an  occamon.  She  was  particularly  proud  of  her  turn  for 
business;  and  she  showed  it  now  in  reducing  everything  to 
pen  and  ink,  and  being  moyed  by  nothing.  All  the  rest  of 
that  day,  and  from  morning  to  night  afterwards,  she  sat  at 
that  desk;  scratching  composedly  with  a  hard  pen,  speaking 
in  the  same  imperturbable  whisper  to  everybody;  never  re- 
laxing a  muscle  of  her  face,  or  softening  a  tone  of  her  voice, 
or  appearing  witii  an  atom  of  her  dress  astray. 

Her  brother  took  a  book  sometimes,  but  never  read  it  that 
I  saw.  He  would  open  it  and  look  at  it  as  if  he  were  reading, 
but  would  remain  for  a  whole  hour  without  turning  the  leaf, 
add  then  put  it  down  and  walk  to  and  fro  in  the  room.  I  used 
to  sit  with  folded  hands  watching  him ,  and  counting  his  foot- 
steps, hour  after  hour.  He  very  seldom  spoke  to  her,  and 
never.to  me.  He  seemed  to  be  the  only  restless  thing,  except 
the  clocks,  in  the  whole  motionless  house. 

In  these  days  before  the  funeral,  I  saw  but  little  of  Peg- 
gotty,  except  that,  in  passing  up  or  down  stairs,  I  always 
found  her  close  to  the  room  where  my  mother  and  her  baby 
lay,  and  except  that  she  came  to  me  every  night,  and  sat  by 
my  bed's  head  while  I  went  to  sleep.  A  day  or  two  before,  the 
burial  —  I  think  it  was  a  day  or  two  before,  but  I  am  con- 
scious of  confusion  in  my  mind  about  that  heavy  time,  with 
nothing  to  mark  its  progress  —  she  took  me  into  the  room.  I 
only  recollect  that  underneath  some  white  covenng  on  the 
bed,  with  a  beautiful  cleanliness  and  freshness. all  around  it, 
there  seemed  to  me  to  lie  embodied  the  solemn  stillness  that 
was  in  the  house;  and  that  when  she"  would  have  turned  the 
cover  gently* back,  I  cried:  '*0h  nol  oh  nol"  and  held  her 
hand. 
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If  the  innenl  had  been  yesterday,  I  could  not  recollect  it 
better«  The  very  air  of  the  best  parlour,  when  I  went  in  at  the 
door,  the  bright  condition  of  the  fire,  theshiningof  the  wine 
in  the  decanters,  the  patterns  of  the  glasses  an^  plates,  the 
faint  sweet  smell  of  cake,  the  odour  of  Miss  Murdstone^s 
dress ,  and  our  black  clothes.  Mr.  Chillip  is  in  the  room,  and 
comes  to  speak  to  me. 

''And  how  is  Master  David?"  he  says,  kindly. 

I  cannot  tell  him  very  well.  I  give  him  my  hand,  which  he 
holds  in  his. 

''Dear  me!**  says  Mr.  Chillip,  meekly  smiling,  with 
something  shining  in  his  eye.  "  Our  little  friends  grow  up 
around  us.     They  grow  out  of  our  knowledge ,  Ma*am?  " 

This  is  to  Miss  Murdstone ,  who  makes  no  reply. 

"  There  is  a  great  improvement  here ,  Ma*am?  **  says  Mr. 
Chillip. 

Miss  Murdstone  merely  answers  with  a  frown  and  a  formal 
bend;  Mr.  Chillip,  discomfited,*  goes  into  a  comer,  keeping 
me  with  him,  and  opens  his  mouth  no  more. 

I  remark  this ,  because  I  remark  ever^iihing  that  happens, 
not  because  I  care  about  myself,  or  have  done  since  I  came 
home.  And  now  the  bell  begins  to  sound,  and  Mr.  Omer  and 
another  come  to  make  us  ready.  As  Peggotty  was  wont  to  tell 
me,  long  ago,  the  followers  of  my  father  to  the  same  grave 
were  made  ready  in  the  same  room. 

There  are  Mr.  Murdstone,  our  neighbour  Mr.  Grayper, 
Mr.  Chillip,  and  I.  When  we  go  out  to  the  door,  the  Bearers 
and  their  load  are  in  the  garden ;  and  they  move  before  us 
down  the  path,  and  past  the  elms ,  and  through  the  gate ,  and 
into  the  church-yard  where  I  have  so  oflen  heard  the  birds 
sing  on  a  summer  morning. 

We  stand  around  the  grave.  Th^  day  seems  different  to 
me  from  every  other  day,  and  the  light  not  of  the  same  colour 
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—  of  a  sadder  colour.  Now  tbere  ib  a  sokmii  hash,  which  we 
have  brought  from  home  with  what  is  resting  in  the  mould ; 
and  while  we  stand  bare-headed,  I  hear  the  voice  of  the 
clergyman,  sounding  remote  in  the  open  air,  and  yet  distinct 
and  plain,  saying:  **I  am  the  Resurrection  and  the  Life, 
nith  the  Lordl**  Then  I  hear  sobs;  and,  standing  apart 
among  the  lookers-on,  I  see  that  good  and  faithful  servant, 
whom  of  all  the  people  upon  earth  I  love  the  best,  and  unto 
whom  my  childish  heart  is  certain  that  the  Lord  will  one  day 
say:  "Well  done." 

There  are  many  &ce8  that  I  know,  among  the  little  crowd ; 
faces  that  I  knew  in  church,  when  mine  was  always  wondering 
there;  faces  that  first  saw  my  mother,  when  she  came  to  the 
village  in  her  youthful  bloom.  I  do  not  mind  them  —  I  mind 
nothing  but  my  grief —  and  yet  I  see  ^nd  know  them  all;  and 
even  in  the  background,  far  away,  see  Minnie  looking  on, 
and  her  eye  glancing  on  her  sweetheart,  who  is  near  me. 

It  is  over,  and  the  earth  is  filled  in,  and  we  turn  to  come 
away.  Before  us  stands  our  house,  so  pretty  and  unchanged, 
10  linked  in  my  mind  with  the  young  idea  of  what  is  gone ,  that 
all  my  sorrow  has  been  nothing  to  the  sorrow  it  calls  forth. 
Bot  they  take  me  on;  and  Mr.  Chillip  talks  to  me;  and  when 
we  get  home,  puts  some  water  to  my  lips;  and  when  I  ask  his 
leave  to  go  up  to  my  room,  dismisses  me  with  the  gentleness 
of  a  woman. 

All  this,  I  say,  is  yesterday's  event.  Events  of  later  date 
bave  floated  from  me  to  the  shore  where  aU  forgotten  things 
will  reappear^  but  this  stands  like  a  high  rock  in  the  ocean. 

I  knew  that  Peggotty  would  come  to  me  in  my  room.  The 
Sabbath  stillness  of  the  time  (the  day  was  so  like  Sunday !  I 
have  forgotten  that)  was  suited  to  us  both.  She  sat  down  by 
my  nde  upon  my  little  bed ;  and  holding  my  hand ,  and  some- 
times patting  it  to'  her  lips,  and  sometimes  smoothing  it  with 
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hers ,  as  she  might  have  oomfoiied  my  little  brother,  told  me, 
in  her  way,  all  that  she  had  to  tell  conoenuDg  what  had  hap- 
pened* 

'^She  was  never  well,"  said  Peggotty,  "for  a  long  time* 
She  was  nneertain  in  her  mind,  and  not  happy*  When  her 
baby  was  bom,  I  thought  at  first  she  would  get  better,  but  she 
was  more  delicate,  and  sunk  a  little  eev&ty  day.  She  used  to 
like  to  sit  alone  before  her  baby  came,  and  then  she  cried; 
but  afterwards  she  used  to  sing  to  it  —  so  soft,  that  I  once 
thought,  when  I  heard  her,  it  was  like  a  yoice  up  in  the  air, 
that  was  rising  away. 

'*I  think  she  got  to  be  more  timid,  and  more  frightened- 
like,  of  late;  aiid  that  a  hard  word  was  like  a  blow  to  her.  But 
she  was  always  the  same  to  me.  She  never  changed  to  her 
foolish  Peggotty ,  dida*t  my  sweet  girl.  *  * 

Here  Peggotty  stopped,  and  softly  beat  upon  my  hand  a 
little  while. 

"  The  last  time  that  I  saw  her  like  her  own  old  self,  'was  the 
night  when  you  came  home,  my  dear.  The  day  you  went 
away,  she  said  to  me,  'I  never  shall  see  my  pretty  darling 
again.    Something  tells  me  so,  that  tells  the  truth,  I  know.* 

"She  tried  to  hold  up  after  that;  and  many  a  time,  when 
they  told  her  she  was  thoughtless  and  light-hearted,  made 
believe  to  be  80 ;  but  it  was  all  a  bygone  then.  She  never  told 
her  husband  what  she  had  told  me  —  she  was  afraid  of  saying 
it  to  anybody  else  —  till  one  night,  a  little  more  than  a  week 
before  it  happened,  when  she  said  to  him:  'My  dear,  I  think 
I  am  dying.' 

"'It's  off  my  mind  now,  Peggotty,'  she  told  me,  when  I 
laid  her  in  her  bed  that  night.  'He  will  believe  it  more  and 
more,  poor  fellow,  every  day  for  a  few  days  to  come ;  and  then 
it  will  be  past.    I  am  very  tired*    If  this  is  sleep ,  sit  by  me 
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whDelsIeep:  don't  lesve  me.    God  bless  both  my  children! 
God  protect  and  keep  my  fatherless  boy ! ' 

"I nerer  left  her  afterwards,"  said  Peggotty.  "She  often 
talked  to  them  two  down  stairs  —  for  she  loved  them;  she 
couldn't  bear  not  to  love  any  one  who  was  about  her  —  but 
wben  they  went  away  from  her  bedside ,  she  always  turned  to . 
me,  as  if  there  was  rest  where  Peggotty  was,  and  never  fell 
asleep  in  any  other  way. 

"On  the  last  night,  in  the  evening,  she  kissed  me,  and 
nid:  *If  my  baby  should  die  too,  Peggotty,  please  let  th^^i 
lay  him  in  my  arms ,  and  bury  us  together.'  (It  was  done;  for 
the  poor  lamb  lived  but  a  day  beyond  her).  ^Let  my  dearest 
boy  go  with  us  to  our  resting-place,'  she  said,  t^nd  tell  him 
that  his  mother,  when  she  lay  here,  blessed  him  not  once,  but 
a  thousand  times.' " 

Another  silence  followed  this,  and  another  gentle  beating 
on  my  hand. 

"It  was  pretty  far  in  the  night,"  s<ud  Peggotty,  "  when  she 
asked  me  for  some  drink ;  and  when  she  had  taken  it,  gave  me 
such  a  patient  smile,  the  dear !  —  so  beautiful !  — 

"Daybreak  had  come,  and  the  sun  was  rising,  when  she 
said  to  me,  how  kind  and  considerate  Mr.  Copperfield  had 
always  been  to  her,  and  how  he  had  borne  with  her,  and  told 
her,  when  she  doubted  herself,  that  a  loving  heart  was  better 
and  stronger  than  wisdom,  and  that  he  was  a  happy  man  in 
hers.  'Peggotty,  my  dear,'  she  said  then,  'put  me  nearer 
to  you,'  for  she  was  very  weak.  *Lay  your  good  arm  under- 
neath my  neck ,'  she  said ,  *  and  turn  me  to  you ,  for  your  face 
is  going  far  oft,  and  I  want  it  to  be  near.'  I  put  it  as  she  asked ; 
and  oh  Davy !  the  time  had  come  when  my  first  parting  words 
to  you  were  true  —  whevehe  was  glad  to  lay  her  poor  head  on 
her  stupid  cross  old  Peggotty's  arm — and  she  died  like  a  child 
that  had  gone  to  sleep  I " 
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Thus  ended  Feggotty's  narration.  From  the  moment  of 
my  knowing  of  the  death  of  my  mother,  the  idea  of  her  as  she 
had  been  of  late  had  vanished  from  me.  I  remembered  her, 
from  that  instant,  only  as  the  young  mother  of  my  earliest 
impressions,  who  had  been  used  to  wind  her  bright  curls  round 
and  round  her  finger,  and  to  dance  with  me  at  twilight  in  the 
parlour.  What  Feggottyhad  told  me  now,  was  so  far  from 
bringing  me  back  to  the  later  period ,  that  it  rooted  the  earlier 
image  in  my  mind.  It  may  be  curious,  but  it  is  true.  In  her 
death  she  winged  her  way  back  to  her  calm  untroubled  youth, 
and  cancelled  all  the  rest. 

The  mother  who  lay  in  the  grave,  was  the  mother  of  my 
infancy ;  the  little  creature  in  her  arms ,  was  myself,  as  I  had 
once  been,  hushed  for  ever  on  her  bosom. 


CHAPTER  X. 

I  become  neglecied,  and  am  provided  for. 

The  first  act  of  business  Miss  Mardstone  performed  when 
the  daj  of  the  solemnity  was  over,  and  light  was  freely  ad- 
mitted into  the  house,  was  to  give  Feggotty  a  month's  warn- 
ing. Mnch  as  Feggotty  would  have  disliked  such  a  service ,  I 
believe  she  would  have  retained  it,  for  my  sake,  in  preference 
to  the  best  upon  .earth.  She  told  me  we  must  part,  and  told 
me  why ;  and  we  condoled  with  one  another,  in  aU  sincerity. 

As  to  me  or  my  future,  not  a  word  was  said,  or  a  step 
taken.  Happy  they  would  have  been,  I  dare  say,  if  they 
could  have  dismissed  me  at  a  month's  warning  too.  I  mustered 
courage  once,  to  ask  Miss  Murdstone^wHon  I  was  going  back 
to  school;  and  she  answered  dryly,  she  believed  I  was  not 
going  back  at  all.  I  was  told  nothing  more.  I  was  very 
anxious  to  know  what  was  going  to  be  done  with  me,  and  so 
was  Feggotty;  but  neither  she  nor  I  could  pick  up  any  in- 
formation on  the  subject. 

There  was  one  change  in  my  condition,  which,  while  it 
relieved  me  of  a  great  deal  of  present  uneasiness ,  might  have 
made  me,  if  I  had  been  capable  of  considering  it  closely,  yet 
more  uncomfortable  about  Uie  future.  It  was  this.  The 
constraint  that  had  been  put  upon  me,  was  quite  abandoned. 
I  was  so  far  from  being  required  to  keep  my  dull  post  in  the 
parlour,  that  on  several  occasions,  when  I  took  my  seat  there, 
Miss  Murdstone  frowned  to  me  to  go  away.  I  was  so  far  from 
being  warned  off  from  l^ggotty's  society,  that,  provided  I 
was  not  in  Mr.  Murdstone's,  I  was  never  sought  out  or  in- 
quired for.    At  first  I  was  in  daily  dread  of  his  taking  my 
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education  in  hand  again,  or  of  Miss  Murdstone's  devoting 
lierself  to  it;  but  I  soon  began  to  think  that  such  fears  were 
groundless,  and  that  all  I  had  to  anticipate  was  neglect. 

I  do  not  conceive  that  this  discover^'  gave  me  much  pain 
then.  I  was  still  giddy  with  the  shock  of  my  mother*s  death, 
and  in  a  kind  of  stunned  state  as  to  all  tributary  things.  I  can 
recollect,  indeed,  to  have  speculated,  at  odd  times,  on  the 
possibility  of  my  not  being  taught  any  more,  or  cared  for  any 
more;  and  growing  up  to  be  a  shabby  moody  man,  lounging 
an  idle  life  away,  about  the  village;  as  well  as  on  the  feasi- 
bility of  my  getting  rid  of  this  picture  by  going  away  some- 
where ,  like  the  hero  in  a  story,  to  seek  my  fortune :  but  these 
were  transient  visions,  day  dreams  I  sat  looking  at  sometimes, 
as  if  they  were  faintly  painted  or  written  on  the  wall  of  my 
room,  and  which,  as  they  melted  away^  left  the  wall  blank 
again. 

'^Peggotty,*'  I  said  in  a  thoughtful  whisper,  one  evenings 
when  I  was  warming  my  hands  at  the  kitchen  fire,  **llr.  Murd- 
stone  likes  me  less  than  he  used  to.  He  never  liked  me  much, 
Peggotty ;  but  he  would  rather  not  even  see  me  now,  if  he  can 
help  it." 

"Perhaps  it 's  his  sorrow,"  said  Peggotty,  stroking  my 
hair. 

"I  am  sure,  Peggotty,  I  am  sorry  too.  If  I  beKeved  it 
was  his  sorrow,  I  should  not  think  of  it  at  all.  But  it  *8  not 
that;  oh,  no,  it  *s  not  that." 

"How  do  you  know  it  *s  not  that?  '*  said  Peggotty,  after  a 
silence.     *. 

"  Oh,  his  sorrow  is  another  and  quite  a  diffeirent  thing.  He 
is  sorry  at  this  moment,  sitting  by  the  fireside  with  Miss  Mnrd- 
stone;  butiflwas  togo  in,  Peggo^,  he  would  be  something 
besides." 

"What  would  he  be?"  saidl*eggotty.. 
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** Angry  "  I  answered,  with  an  involuntary  imitation  of 
his  dark  frown.  **If  he  was  only  sorry,  he  wonldn*t  look  at 
me  as  he  does.  /  am  only  sorry,  and  it  makes  me  feel  kinder." 

Feggotty  said  nothing  for  a  little  while ;  and  I  warmed  my 
hands,  as  silent  as  she. 

"Davy,*'  she  said  at  length. 

"Yes,  Peggotty?" 

"I  have  tried,  my  dear,  all  ways  I  could  think  of —  all  the 
ways  there  are ,  and  all  the  ways  there  un*t ,  in  short  —  to  get 
a  suitable  service  here,  in  Blunderstone;  but  there 's  no  such 
a  thing,  my  love." 

"And  what  do  you  mean  to  do,  Feggotty?"  says  I,  wist- 
fally.    " Do  you  mean  to  go  and  seek  your  fortune?  " 

"I  expect  I  shall  be  forced  to  go  to  Yarmouth,"  replied 
Feggotty,  "and  live  there." 

"You  might  have  gone  farther  off,"  I  said,  brightening  a 
litde,  "and  been  as  bad  as  lost.  I  shall  see  you  sometimes, 
my  dear  old  Peggotty,  there.  You  won*t  be  quite  at  the  other 
end  of  the  world,  will  you?" 

"Contrary  ways,  please  God ! "  cried  Peggotty,  with  great 
anunadon.  "As  long  as  you  are  here,  my  pet,  I  shall  come 
over  every  week  of  my  life  to  see  you.  One  day,  every  week 
of  my  life!" 

I  felt  a  great  weight  taken  off  my  mind  by  this  promise ;  but 
even  this  was  not  all ,  for  Peggotty  went  on  to  say : 

"I*magoing,  Davy,  you  see,  to  my  brother's,  first,  for 
another  fortnight's  visit  —  just  till  I  have  had  time  to  look 
about  me,  and  get  to  be  something  like  myself  again.  Now, 
I  have  been  thinking,  that  perhaps,  as  they  don't  want  you 
here  at  present ,  you  might  be  let  to  go  along  with  me. " 

If  anything,  short  of  being  in  a  different  relation  to  every 
one  about  me,  Peggotty  excepted,  could  have  given  me  a 
sense  of  pleasure  at  that  tinlfe ,  it  would  have  been  this  project-- 
Dmd  (hpperpeld.  L  .12 
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of  ftll  otfaen.  The  idea  of  being  agtun  surrounded  by  tbose 
bonest  fkces ,  tbiaing  welcome  on  me ;  of  renewing  tbe  peace- 
ftdness  of  tbe  iweet  Sandaj  morning,  wben  the  bells  were 
ringing,  the  stones  dropping  in  the  water,  and  tbe  shadowy 
ships  breaking  through  the  mist;  of  roaming  up  and  down 
with  little  Em'ly ,  telling  her  my  troubles ,  and  finding  charms 
against  them  in  the  shells  and  pebbles  on  the  beach;  made  a 
calm  in  my  heart.  It  was  ruffled  next  moment,  to  be  sure,  by 
a  doubt  of  Miss  Mutdstone*s  giving  her  consent;  but  even  that 
was  set  at  rest  soon,  for  she  came  out  to  take  an  evening  grope 
in  the  store-closet  while  we  were  yet  in  conversation,  and 
Peggotty,  with  a  boldness  that  amased  me,  broached  the  topic 
on  the  spot. 

"The  boy  will  be  idle  there,*'  said  Miss  Mxirdstone, 
looking  into  a  pickle-jar,  *'and  idleness  is  the  root  of  all  evil. 
But,  to  be  sure,  he  would  be  idle  here  — or  anywhere,  in  my 
opinion.*' 

Peggotty  had  an  angry  answer  ready,  I  could  see;  bntsbe 
swallowed  it  for  my  sake ,  and  remained  silent. 

'*  Humph!*'  said  Miss  Murdstone,  still  keeping  her  eye  on 
the  pickles ;  '*it  is  of  more  importance  than  anything  else  —  it 
is  of  paramount  importance  —  that  my  brother  should  not  be 
disturbed  or  made  uncomfortable.  I  suppose  I  had  better 
•ay  yes." 

I  thanked  her,  without  making  any  demonstration  of  joy, 
lest  it  should  induce  her  to  withdraw  her  assent.  Nor  could  I 
help  thinking  this  a  prudent  course,  when  she  looked  at  me 
out  of  the  pickle-jar,  with  as  great  an  access  of  sourness  as  if 
her  black  eyes  had  absorbed  its  contents.  However,  the  per- 
mission was  given,  and  was  never  retracted;  fbr  when  tte 
month  was  out ,  Peggotty  and  I  were  ready  to  depart. 

Mr.  Barkis  came  into  the  house  for  Peggotty's  boxes.  I 
had  never  known  him  to  pass  the  garden-gate  before,  but  on 
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tiiitf  ocoarion  he  eaine  into  the  hoaee.  And  he  gave  me  a  look 
as  he  shonldered  the  largest  box  and  went  oat,  which  I  thought 
had  meaning  in  it,  if  meaning  could  ever  be  said  to  find  its  way 
mto  Bfr.  Barkis  V  visage. 

Peggotty  was  naturally  m  low  spirits  at  leaving  what  had 
been  her  home  so  many  years,  and  where  the  two  strong 
attachments  of  her  life  —  for  my  mother  and  myself  —  had 
been  formed.  Sb^  had  been  walking  in  the  churchyard ,  too« 
very  eariy;  and  she  got  into  the  cart,  and  sat  in  it  with  her 
handkerchief  at  her  eyee. 

So  long  as  9h%  remained  in  this  condition,  Mr.  Baikis  gave 
no  sign  of  lEf^  whatever.  He  sat  in  his  usual  place  and  attitude, 
hke  a  great  staffed  figure.  JBut  when  she  began  to  look  about 
her,  and  to  speak  to  me,  he  nodded  his  head  and  grinned 
several  timeSr  i  have  not  the  least  notion  at  whom,  or  what  be 
meant  by  it. 

*«It'8  a  beautiihl  day,  Mr.  Barkis!*'  I  said,  as  an  act  of 
poiiteneas. 

^'Itahi't  bad,"  said  Mr.  Barkis,  who  generally  qualified 
his  speech ,  and  rarely  committed  himself. 

**Peggotty  is  quite  comfortable  now^  Mr.  Barkis,"  I  re-* 
marked,  for  his  satisfhction. 

''Is  she,  thought"  said  Mr.  Barkis. 

After  reflectisg  about  it,  with  a  sagacious  air,  Mr.  Barkis 
eyed  her,  a&dsaid: 

"Ar€  yOQ  pretty  comfortable?  " 

Pe^otty  kughed ,  and  answered  in  the  affirmative. 

<*Bat  really  and  truly,  you  know*  Are  you?"  growled 
Mr.  Barkis,  sHding  nearer  to  her  on  the  seat,  and  nudging 
her  with  his  elbow.  ''Are  you?  Really  and  truly  pretty  com- 
fortable? Are  you?  Eh?"  At  eadi  of  these  inquiries  Mr. 
Baxkis  sholfied  nearer  to  her,  and  gave  her  another  nudge; 
so  that  at  last  we  were  all  crowded  together  in  the  leftrhand 
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comer  of  the  cart,  and  I  was  so  squeezed  that  I  could  hardly 
bear  it. 

Peggotty  calling  his  attention  to  my  sufferings ,  Mr.  Barkis 
gave  me  a  little  more  room  at  once,  and  got  away  by  degrees. 
But  I  could  not  help  observing  that  he  seemed  to  think  he  had 
hit  upon  a  wonderful  expedient  for  expressing  himself  in  a 
neat,  agreeable,  and  pointed  manner,  without  the  incon- 
venience of  inventing  conversation.  He  manifestly  chuckled 
over  it  for  some  time.  By -and -by  he  turned  to  Peggotty 
again,  and  repeating,  **Are  you  pretty  comfortable  though?  *' 
bore  down  upon  us  as  before,  until  the  breath  was  nearly 
wedged  out  of  my  body.  By-and-by  he  made  another  descent 
upon  us  with  the  same  inquiry,  and  the  same  result.  At 
length,  I  got  up  whenever  I  saw  him  coming,  and  standing  on 
the  footboard,  pretended  to  look  at  the  prospect;  after  which 
I  did  very  well. 

He  was  so  polite  as  to  stop  at  a  public-house,  expressly  on 
our  account,  and  entertain  us  with  broiled  mutton  and  beer. 
Even  when  Peggotty  was  in  the  act  of  drinking,  he  was  seized 
with  one  of  those  approaches ,  and  almost  choked  her.  But 
as  we  drew  nearer  to  the  end  of  our  journey,  he  had  more  to 
do  and  less  time  for  gallantry;  and  when  we  got  on  Yarmouth 
pavement,  we  were  all  too  much  shaken  and  jolted,  I  ap- 
prehend, to  have  any  leisure  for  any  thing  else. 

Mr.  Peggotty  and  Ham  waited  for  us  at  the  old  place. 
They  received  me  and  Peggotty  in  an  affectionate  manner, 
and  shook  hands  with  Mr.  Barkis,  who,  with  his  hat  on  the 
very  back  of  his  head,  and  a  shame -faced  leer  upon  his 
countenance,  and  pervading  his  very  legs,  presented  but  a 
vacant  appearance,  I  thought.  They  each  took  one  of  Peg- 
gotty*s  trunks,  and  we  were  going  away,  when  Mr.  Barkis 
solemnly  made  a  sign  to  me  with  his  forefinger  to  coma  under 
an  archway. 
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"I  say ,"  growled  Mr.  Barkii ,  "it  waa  all  right.' 

I  looked  up  into  his  face,  and  answered,  with  an  attempt 
to  be  very  profound :  "OhT* 

"It  didn't  come  to  a  end  there,"  said  Mr.  Barkis,  nodding 
confidentially.    " It  was  all  right.'* 

Again  I  answered:  "Ohl" 

"You  know  who  was  willin',"  said  my  friend.  "It  was 
fiarlds,  and  Barkis  only." 

I  nodded  assent. 

"It 's  aU  right,"  said  Mr.  Barkis,  shaking  hands;  "I  'm 
a  friend  of  your'n.  You  made  it  all  right,  first.  It 's  all 
right." 

In  his  attempts  to  be  particularly  lucid,  Mr.  Barkis  was  so 
extremely  mysterious,  that  I  might  have  stood  looking  in  his 
fiice  for  an  hour,  and  most  assuredly  should  have  got  as  much 
information  out  of  it  as  out  of  the  face  of  a  clock  that  had 
stopped,  but  for  Peggotty's  calling  me  away.  As  we  were 
going  along,  she  asked  me  what  he  had  said;  and  I  told  her 
he  had  said  it  was  all  right. 

<«'  "Like  his  impudence,"  said  Peggotty,  "but  I  don't  mind 
that  I  Davy  dear,  what  should  you  think  if  I  was  to  think  of 
being  married?" 

"Why  —  I  suppose  you  would  like  me  as  much  then, 
Peggotty,  as  you  do  now?"  I  returned,  after  a  little  con- 
sideration. 

Greatly  to  the  astonishment  of  the  passengers  in  the  street, 
as  well  as  of  her  relations  going  on  before,  the  good  soul  was 
obliged  to  stop  and  embrace  me  on  the  spot,  with  many  pro- 
testations of  her  unalterable  love. 

"Tell  me  what  should  you  say,  darling?"  she  asked  again, 
when  this  was  over,  and  we  were  walking  on. 

"If  yoQ  were  thinking  of  being  married  —  to  Mr.  Barkis, 
Peggotty?' 
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"Yes,"  said Peggott^. 

"I  should  think  it  would  be  a  rerj  good  tkng.  For  then 
you  know«  Peggottj,  you  would  always  have  the  horse  and 
cart  to  bnng  you  over  to  see  me ,  and  couid  come  for  nothing, 
and  be  sure  of  coming." 

"  The  sense  of  the  dear! "  cried  Peggotty.  **  What  I  have 
been  thinking  of,  this  month  back !  Yes ,  my  precious ;  and  I 
think  I  should  be  more  independent  altogether,  you  see;  let 
alone  m;f  working  with  a  better  heart  in  my  own  house,  than  I 
could  in  anybody  else^s  now.  I  don't  know  what  I  might  be 
fit  for,  now,  as  a  servant  to  a  stranger.  And  I  shall  be  always 
near  my  pretty's  resting-plac6 ,"  said  Peggotty  musing,  ''and 
able  to  see  it  when  I  like ;  and  when  /  lie  down  to  rest,  I  may 
be  laid  not  far  off  from  my  darling  girl  I " 

We  neither  of  us  said  anything  for  a  little  while. 

*'But  I  wouldn't  so  much  as  give  it  another  thought,"  said 
Peggotty,  cheerily,  "if  my  Davy  was  anyways  against  it  —  not 
if  I  had  been  asked  in  church  thirty  times  three  times  over, 
and  was  wearing  out  the  ring  in  my  pocket," 

"Look  at  me,  Peggotty,"  I  replied;  "and  see  if  I  am  not 
really  glad,  and  don't  truly  wish  it  I "  As  indeed  I  did,  with 
all  my  heart. 

"Well,  my  life,"  said  Peggotty,  giving  me  asqueese,  "I 
have  thought  of  it  night  and  day,  every  way  I  can,  a^d  I  hope 
the  right  way;  but  I'll  think  of  it  again,  and  speak  to  my 
brother  about  it,  and  in  the  meantime  we  '11  keep  it  to 
ourselves,  Davy,  you  and  me.  Barkis  is  a  good  plain  cree* 
tur',"  said  Peggotty,  "and  if  I  tried  to  do  mj  duty  by  him, 
I  think  it  would  be  my  fault  if  I  wasn't  —  if  I  wasn't  pretty 
comfortable,'*  said  Peggotty,  laughing  heartily. 

This  quotakon  from  Mr.  Barkis  was  so  appropriate, '  and 
tickled  us  both  so  much,  that  we  laughed  again  and  again. 
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and  were  qnite  in  a  pleasant  bumonr  when  we  pame  within 
tiewofMr.  Peggotty*8  cottage. 

Itlookedjnst  the  same  y  except  that  it  majr,  perhaps,  have 
shrank  a  little  in  my  eyes;  and  Mrs.  Gummidge  was  waiting 
St  the  door  as  if  she  had  stood  there  ever  since.  All  within 
was  the  same^  down  to  the  seaweed  in  the  bine  mng  in  my 
bedroom.  I  went  into  the  ont-hou8«  to  look  abont  me;  and 
the  very  same  lobsters,  crabs,  and  crawfish  possessed  by  the 
lame  desire  to  pinch  the  world  in  general,  appeared'to  be  in 
the  same  state  of  con^omeration  in  the  same  old  comer. 

Bot  there  was  no  little  Em*ly  to  be  seen,  so  I  asked  Mr. 
Peggotty  where  she  was. 

'*Sh«*s  at  school,  Sir,*'  said  Mr.  P^gotty,  wiping  the 
heat  eonseqnent  on  the  porterage  of  Peggotty's  box  from  his 
forehead;  ^she'll  be  home,"  looking  at  the  Datch  clock, 
"in  firom  twenty  minntee  to  half-an-hour's  time.  We  all  on 
uleelthelossof  her,  bless yel'* 

Mrs.  Gnmmidge  moaned. 

"Cheer  up,  Mawtherl"  cried  Mr.  Peggotty. 

"I  feel  it  more  than  anybody  else,*'  said  Mrs.  Gummidge; 
**!  '^  a  lone  lorn  creetar*,  and  she  used  to  be  a*mo8t  the  only 
think  that  didn*t  go  contrairy  with  me.** 

Mrs.  Gnmmidge,  whimpering  and  shaking  her  head, 
applied  herself  to  blowing  the  fire.  Mr.  Peggotty,  looking 
round  upon  us  while  she  was  so  engaged,  said  in  a  low  Yoice, 
which  he  shaded  with  his  hand:  **The  old  'unP*  From  this 
I  rightly  conjectured  that  no  improvement  had  taken  place 
since  my  last  visit  in  the  state  of  Mrs.  Gunmiidge's  spirits. 

Now,  the  whole  place  was,  or  it  should  have  been,  quite 
as  delightful  a  place  as  ever;  and  yet  it  did  not  impress  me  in 
the  same  way.  I  f^lt  rather  disappointed  wit^  it.  Perhaps 
it  was  because  little  £m*ly  was  not  at  home.    I  knew  the  way 
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by  which  she  would  come,  and  presently  found  myself  strolling 
along  the  path  to  meet  her. 

A  figure  appeared  in  the  distance  before  long,  and  i  soon 
knew  It  to  be  Em*ly,  who  was  a  little  creature  still  in  stature, 
though  she  was  grown.  But  when  she  drew  nearer,  and  I 
saw  her  blue  eyes  looking  bluer,  and  her  dimpled  face  looking 
brighter,  and  her  whole  self  prettier  and  gayer,  a  curious 
feeling  came  over  me  that  made  me  pretend  not  to  know  her, 
and  pass  by  as  if  I  were  looking  at  something  a  long  way  ofif. 
I  have  done  such  a  thing  since  in  later  life,  or  I  am  mistaken. 

Little  Em'ly  didn't  care  a  bit.  She  saw  me  well  enough ; 
but  instead  of  turning  round  and  calling  afler  me,  ran  away 
laughing.  This  obliged  me  to  run  afler  her,  and  she  ran  so 
fast  that  we  were  very  near  the  cottage  before  I  caught  her. 

"Oh,  it 's  you,  is  it?"  said  little  Em'ly.         < 

"Why,  you  knew  who  it  was,  Em'ly,"  said  I. 
■    "And  didn't  you  know  iHiOLit  was?"  said  Em'ly.    I  was 
going  to  kiss  her,  but  she  covered  her  cherry  lips  with  her 
hands,  and  said  she  wasn't  a  baby  now,  and  ran  away,  laugh- 
ing more  than  ever,  into  the  house. 

She  seemed  to  delight  in  teasing  me,  which  was  a  cl^ge 
in  her  I  wondered  at  very  much.  The  tea-table  was  ready, 
and  our  little  locker  was  put  out  in  its  old  place,  but  instead 
of  coming  to  sit  by  me,  she  went  and  bestowed  her  company 
upon  that  grumbling  Mrs.  Gummidge :  and  on  Mr.  Peggotty's 
inquiring  why,  rumpled  her  hair  all  over  her  face  to  hide  it, 
\  and  would  do  nothing  but  laugh. 

\  "  A  little  puss,  it  is ! "  said  Mr.  Poggotty ,  patting  her  with 

his  great  hand. 

"So  sh'  is  I  so  sh'  is! "  cried  Ham.  "Mas'r  Davy  bo',  so 
sh*  is!"  and  h^sat  and  chuckled  at  her  for  some  time,  in  a 
state  of  mingl€v  admiration  and  delight,  that  made  his  face 
A  burning  red. 


185 


'Little £m*ly  -was  spoiled  by  them  all^  in  fact;  and  by  no 
one  more  than  Mr.  Peggotty  himself,  whom  she  conld  have 
coaxed  into  anything,  by  only  going  and  laying  her  cheek 
against  his  rough  whisker.  That  was  my  opinion,  at  least, 
when  I  saw  her  do  it;  and  I  held  Mr.  Peggotty  to  be  tiioroughly 
in  the  right.  But  she  was  so  ajQTectionate  and  sweet-natured, 
and  had  such  a  pleasant  manner  of  being  both  sly  and  shy  at 
once ,  that  she  captivated  me  more  than  ever. 

She  was  tender-hearted,  too;  for  when,  as  we  sat  round 
the  fire  after  tea,  an  allusion  was  made  by  Mr.  Peggotty^  over 
his  pipe  to  the  loss  I  had  sustained,  the  tears  stood  in  her  eyes, 
and  she  looked  at  me  so  kindly  across  the  table ,  that  I  felt 
qaite  thankful  to  her. 

**Ahr'  said  Mr.  Peggotty,  taking  up  her  carls,  and 
running  them  over  his  hand  like  water,  *' here's  another 
orphan,  you  see.  Sir.  And  here,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty,  giving 
Htm  a  back-handed  knock  in  the  chest,  *4s  another  of  *em, 
though  he  don^t  look  much  like  it.'* 

'*If  I  had  you  for  my  guardian,  Mr.  Peggotty,'*  said  I, 
shakbg  my  head ,  '*  I  don't  think  I  should/ee/  much  like  it." 

"Well  said,  Mas'rDavy  bo't"  cried  Ham,  in  an  ecstasy. 
"Hoorahl  Well  said  I  Nor  more  you  wouldn't  I  Hor!  Hor!" 
^  Here  he  returned  Mr.  Peggotty 's  back-hander,  and  little 
Em'ly  got  up  and  kissed  Mr.  Peggotty. 

"And  how  *s  you  friend,  Sir?  *'  said  Mr.  Peggotty  to  me. 

"Steerforth?"  said  I. 

"  That 's  the  name ! "  cried  Mr.  Peggotty,  turning  to  Ham* 
"I  knowed  it  was  something  in  our  way.** 

"You  said  it  was  Rudderford,*'  observed  Ham,  laughing. 

"Well?"  retorted  Mr.  Peggotty.  "And  ye  steer  with  a 
rodder,  don't  ye?    It  ain't  fur  off.    How  is  he,  Jp?" 

"He  was  very  well  indeed  when  I  came^away,  Mr. 
Peggotty." 
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*' There's  a  friend!**  said  Mr.  Feggotty,  streiching  out 
his  pipe.  '*  There  *8  a  friend,  if  you  talk  of  friends  I  Why* 
Lord  love  my  heart  alive,  if  it  ain't  a  treat  to  look  at  him  I  *' 

''He  is  very  handsome,  is  he  not?'*  said  I,  my  heart 
warming  with  this  praise. 

''Handsome!"  cried  Mr.  Feggotty.  "He  stands  up  to 
you  like  —  like  a  -^  why,  I  don't  kpow  what  he  don't  staad  up 
to  yon  like.    He 's  so  bold ! " 

"Yes!  That 'sjust  his  character,"  said  I.  "He's  as  brave 
at  a  lion,  and  you  can*t  think  how  firank  he  is ,  Mr.  Feggotty." 

"And  I  do  suppose,  now,"  said  Mr.  Feggotty,  looking 
at  me  through  the  smoke  of  his  pipe,  "that  in  the  way  of 
book-learning  he  *d  take  the  wind  oat  of  a'most  anything." 

"Yes,"  said  I,  delighted;  "he  knows  everything.  He  is 
astonishingly  clever." 

"There's  a  friend!"  murmured  Mr.  Feggotty,  with -a 
grave  toss  of  his  head. 

"Nothing  seems  to  cost  him  any  trouble,"  said  X.  "He 
knows  a  task  if  he  only  looks  at  it.  He  is  the  best  cricketer 
you  ever  saw.  He  will  give  you  almost  as  many  men  as  you 
like  at  draughts,  and  beat  you  easily."  .  « 

Mr.  Feggotty  gave  his  head  another  toss,  as  much  as  to 
say:  "Of  course  he  will." 

"He  is  such  a  speaker,"  I  pursued,  "that  he  can  win 
anybody  over;  and  I  don't  know  what  you  'd  say  if  you  were 
to  hear  him  sing,  Mr.  Feggotty." 

Mr.  Feggotty  gave  his  head  another  toss ,  as  much  as  to 
say :  "  I  have  no 'doubt  of  it*'' 

"Then,  he's  such  a  generous,  fine,  noble  fellow,"  said 
I,  quite  can^d  away  by  my  favourite  theme,  "that  it's  hardly 
possible  to  w^^  ^^  ^  much  praise  as  he  deserves.  I  am  sure 
I  can  never  feel  thankful  enough  for  the  generosity  with  which 
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be  has  protected  me,  so  mnch  yoanger  and  lower  in  the  school 
tbaa  hiiiis^£" 

I  was  mnning  on,  Teiy  fast  indeed,  when  my  eyes  rested 
oa  little  Emly's  face,  which  was  bent  forward  over  the  table, 
listening  with  the  deepest  attention,  her  breath  held,  her 
blue  eyes  sparkling  like  jewels,  and  the  colour  mantling  in  her 
dieeks.  She  looked  so  extraordinarily  earnest  and  pretty, 
Ibst  I  stopped  in  a  sort  of  wonder;  and  they  all  observed  her 
St  the  same  time,  for,  as  I  stopped,  they  laughed  and  looked 
it  her. 

''Emly  is  Hke  me,"  said  Peggotty,  "and  wonld  like  to 
MS  bim.*' 

Em'ly  was  oenfnsed  by  oar  all  observing  her,  and  hung 
down  her  head,  and  her  face  was  covered  with  blushes. 
Gisaeing  np  preeemtly  through  her  stray  curls,  and  seeing  that 
vewere  all  looking  at  her  still  (I  am  sure,  I,  for  one,  could 
bare  looked  at  her  for  hours),  she  ran  away,  and  kept  away 
till  it  was  nearly  bedtime. 

I  lay  down  in  the  old  little  bed  in  the  stem  of  the  boat,  and 
tbe  wind  came  moaning  on  across  the  flat  as  it  had  done 
before.  But  I  could  not  help  fancying,  now,  that  it  moaned 
ofthosewho  were  gone;  and  instead  of  thinking  that  the  sea 
nigfat  rise  in  the  night  and  float  the  boat  away,  I  thought  of 
the  sea  that  had  risen,  since  I  last  heard  those  sounds,  and 
drowned  my  happy  home.  I  recollect,  as  the  wind  and  water 
began  to  sonnd  fainter  in  my  ears,  putting  a  short  clause  into 
my  prayers,  petitioning  that  I  might  grow  up  to  marry  little 
Wly ,  and  so  dropping  lovingly  asleep. 

The  days  passed  pretty  much  as  they  had  passed  before, 
except — it  was  a  great  exception  —  that  little  Em*ly  and  I 
seldom  wandered  on  the  beach  now.  She  had  tasks  to  learn, 
and  needlte-^ork  to  do;  and  was  absent  during  v great  part 
of  each  day.    But  I  felt  that  we  should  not  have  had  those  old 
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wanderings ,  even  if  it  had  been  otherwise.  Wild  and  full 
of  childish  whims  as  Em*ly  was,  she  was  more  of  a  little 
woman  than  I  had  supposed.  She  seemed  to  have  got  a  great 
distance  away  from  me,  in  little  more  than  a  year.  She  liked 
me,  but  she  laughed  at  me,  and  tormented  me;  and  when  I 
went  to  meet  her,  stole  home  another  way,  and  was  laughing 
at  the  door  when  I  came  back ,  disappointed.  The  best  times 
were  when  she  sat  quietly  at  work  in  the  doorway,  and  I  sat  on 
the  wooden  step  at  her  feet,  reading  to  her.  It  seems  to  me, 
at  this  hour,  that  I  have  never  seen  such  sunlight  as  on  those 
bright  April  aAemoons ;  that  I  have  never  seen  such  a  sunny 
little  figure  as  I  used  to  see,  sitting  in  the  doorway  o^  the  old 
boat;  that  I  have  never  beheld  such  sky,  such  water,  such 
glorified  ships  sailing  away  into  gqlden  air. 

On  the  very  first  evening  after  our  arrival,  Mr.  Barkis 
appeared  in  an  exceedingly  vacant  and  awkward  condition, 
and  with  a  bundle  of  oranges  tied  up  in  a  handkerchief.  As 
he  made  no  allusion  of  any  kind  to  this  property,  he  was 
supposed  to  have  left  it  behind  him  by  accident  when  he  went 
away;  until  Ham,  running  after  him  to  restore  it,  came  back 
with  the  information  that  it  was  intended  for  Peggotty.  After 
that  occasion  he  appeared  every  evening  at  exactly  the  same 
hour,  and  always  with  a  little  bundle,  to  which  he  never 
alluded,  and  which  he  regularly  put  behind  the  door,  and 
left  there.  These  offerings  of  affection  were  of  a  most  various 
and  eccentric  description.  Among  them  I  remember  a  doable 
set  of  pig*B  trotters,  a  huge  pin-cushion,  half  a  bushel  or  so 
of  apples,  a  pair  of  jet  ear-rings,  some  Spanish  onions,  a  box 
of  dominoes,  a  canary  bird  and  cage,  and  a  leg  of  pickled 
pork. 

Mr.  Barkis*s  wooing,  as  I  remember  it,  was  altogether  of 
a  peculiar  tind.  He  very  seldom  said  anything;  but  would 
sit  by  the  fire  in  much  the  same  attitude  as  he  sat  in,  in  his 
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cart,  and  stare  heaTilj  atPeggotty,  who  was  opposite.  One 
night,  being,  as  I  suppose,  inspired  by  love,  he  made  a  dart 
at  the  bit  of  wax-candle  she  kept  for  her  thread,  and  put  it  in 
kis  waistcoat-pocket  and  carried  it  off.  After  that,  his  great 
delight  was  to  produce  it  when  it  was  wanted,  sticking  to  the 
Bning  of  his  pocket,  in  a  partially-melted  state,  and  pocket  it 
again  when  it  was  done  with,  fie  seemed  to  enjoy  himself 
Tery  much,  and  not  to  feel  at  all  called  upon  to  talk.  Even 
when  he  took  Peggotty  out  for  a  walk  on  the  flats ,  he  had  no 
nneasiness  on  that  head,  I  belieye ;  contenting  himself  with 
now  and  then  asking  her  if  she  was  pretty  comfortable ;  and 
I  remember  that  sometimes,  after  he  was  gone,  Peggotty 
wonld  throw  her  apron  oyer  her  face,  and  laugh  for  half- 
in-faoor.  Indeed,  we  were  all  more  or  less  amused,  except 
that  miserable  Mrs.  Gummidge,  whose  courtship  would  ap- 
pear to  have  been  of  an  exactly  parallel  nature,  she  was  so 
eontinuaUy  reminded  by  these  transactions  of  the  old  one. 

At  length,  when  the  term  of  my  visit  was  nearly  expired, 
it  was  given  out  that  Peggotty  and  Mr.  Barkis  were  going  to 
make  a  day's  holiday  together,  and  that  little  £m*ly  and  I 
vere  to  accompany  them.  I  had  but  a  broken  sleep  the  night 
before,  in  anticipation  of  the  pleasure  of  a  whole  day  with 
£m*]y.  We  were  all  astir  betimes  in  the  morning;  and  while 
we  were  yet  at  breakfast,  Mr.  Barkis  appeared  in  the  distance, 
driinng  a  chaise- cart  towards  the  object  of  his  affections. 

^*i  ■  - 
Peggotty  was^drestjas  usual,  in  her  neat  and  quiet  mourn- 
ing; but  Mr.  Barkis  bloomed  in  a  new  blue  ooat,  of  which  the 
tailor  had  given  him  such  good  measure,  that  the  cuffs  would 
have  rendered  gloves  unnecessary  in  the  coldest  weather, 
while  the  collar  was  so  high  that  it  pushed  his  hair  up  on  end 
on  the  top  <^  his  head.  His  bright  buttons ,  too ,  were  of  the 
largest  size.    Rendered  complete  by  drab  pantaloons  and 
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A  ,buff  waittcoat,  I  thought  Mr.  BftiiuB  a  phenomenon  of 
respectability. 

When  -we  were  all  im  a  bustle  outside  the  door,  I  found 
that  Mr.  Peggotty  was  prepared  with  an  old  shoe,  which  was 
to  be  thrown  after  us  for  luck,  and  which  he  offered  to  Mrs. 
Gummidge  for  that  purpose. 

"No.  It  had  better  be  done  by  somebody  else,  Dan'l," 
said  Mrs.  Gummidge.  '*I  *m  a  lone  lorn  creetur'  myself,  and 
everythink  that  reminds  me  of  creetur's  that  ain*t  lone  and 
lorn,  goes  contrairy  with  me." 

"Come,  old  gall'*  cried  Mr.  Peggotty.  "Take  and 
heave  it  1" 

"  No ,  Dan'l ,"  returned  Mrs.  Gummidge ,  whimpering  and 
shaking  her  head.  "If  I  felt  less,  I  could  do  more.  Yoq 
don*t  feel  like  me,  Dan'l;  thinks  don*t  go  contrairy  with  you, 
nor  you  with  them ;  you  had  better  do  it  yourself." 

But  here  Peggotty,  who  had  been  going  about  from  one 
to  another  in  a  hurried  way,  kissing  everybody,  called  out 
from  the  cart,  in  which  we  all  were  by  this  time  (Em'Iy  and  I 
on  two  litde  chairs,  side  by  side),  that  Mrs.  Gummidge  must 
do  it.  So  Mrs.  Gummidge  did  it;  and,  I  am  sorry  to  relate, 
cast  a  damp  upon  the  fesdve  character  of  our  departure,  by 
immediately  bursting  into  tears ,  and  sinking  subdued  into  the 
arms  of  Ham,  with  the  declaration  that  she  knowed  she  was  a 
burden,  and  had  better  be  carried  to  the  House  at  once. 
Which  I  really  thought  was  a  sensible  idea,  that  Ham  might 
haye  acted  on. 

Away  we  went,  however,  on  our  holiday  excursion;  and 
the  first  thing  we  did  was  to  stop  at  a  church,  where  Mr.  Barkis 
tied  the  horse  to  some  rails,  and  went  in  with  Peg^tty, 
leaving  little  Em'ly  and  me  alone  in  the  chaise.  I  took  that 
occasion  to  put  my  aim  round  £mUy*s  waist,  and  propose 
that  as  I  was  going  away  so  veiy  soon  now,  w«  should  deter* 
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flime  to  be  T617  affectionate  to  one  another,  and  very  happy, 
an  day.  Little  £m*l7  consenting,  and  allowing  me  to  kiss 
ber,  I  became  desperate;  informing  ber,  I  recollect,  tbat  I 
never  could  love  another,  and  tbat  I  was  prepared  to  shed  the 
blood  of  anybody  who  should  aspire  to  her  affections. 

How  merry  little  EmTy  made  herself  abont  it !  With  what 
i  demure  assumption  of  being  immensely  older  and  wiser 
f|haa  I,  the  fairy  little  woman  said  I  was  "a  silly  boy;"  and 
tben  latched  so  charmingly  that  I  forgot  the  pain  of  being 
eaOed  by  that  disparaging  name ,  in  the  pleasure  of  looking 
at  her. 

Mr.  Barkis  and  Peggotty  were  a  good  while  in  the  church, 
bat  came  out  at  last ,  and  then  we  drove  away  into  the  country. 
As  we  were  going  along,  Mr.  Barkis  turned  to  me,  and  said, 
with  a  wink,  —  by-the-by,  I  should  hardly  have  thought, 
before ,  that  he  eouid  wink : 

**  What  name  was  it  as  I  wrote  up  in  the  cart?  " 

"Clara  Peggotty,"  I  answered. 

"What  name  would  it  be  as  I  should  write  up  now,  if  there 
wssatilt  here?" 

"Clara  Peggotty,  again?"  I  suggested. 

" Clara  Peggotty  BabkibI*'  he  returned,  and  bunt  into  a 
roar  of  laughter  that  shook  the  chaise. 

In  a  word,  they  were  married,  and  had  gone  into  the 
cburch  for  no  other  purpose.  Peggotty  was  resolved  that  it 
sbonld  be  quietly  done;  and  the  clerk  had  given  her  away, 
aad  therfe  had  been  no  witnesses  of  the  ceremony.  She  was  a 
Uttle  confused  when  Mr.  Barkis  made  this  abrupt  announce- 
aent  of  their  union ,  and  could  not  hug  me  enough  in  token  of 
her  unimpaired  affection;  but  she  soon  became  herself  again, 
and  said  she  was  very  glad  it  was  over. 

We  drov«  to  a  little  inn  in  a  bye  road,  where  we  were  ex- 
pected, and  whore 'We  had  a  very  comfortable  dinner,  and 
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pMsed  the  day  with  great  satisfaction.  If  Feggottj  had  been 
married  every  day  for  the  last  ten  years,  she  could  hardly  have 
been  more  at  her  ease  about  it;  it  made  no  sort  of  difference 
in  her :  she  was  just  the  same  as  ever,  and  went  out  for  a  stroll 
with  little  Em*ly  and  me  before  tea,  while  Mr.  Barkis  philo- 
sophically smoked  his  pipe,  and  enjoyed  himself,  I  suppose, 
with  the  contemplation  of  his  happiness.  If  so,  it  sharpened 
his  appetite ;  for  I  distinctly  call  to  mind  that,  although  he  ha(^ 
eaten  a  good  deal  of  pork  and  greens  at  dinner,  and  had 
finished  off  with  a  fowl  or  two ,  he  was  obliged  to  have  cold 
boiled  bacon  for  tea,  and  disposed  of  a  large  quantity  without 
any  emotion. 

I  have  often  thought,  since,  what  an  odd,  innocent,  out- 
of-the-way  kind  of  wedding  it  must  have  beenl  We  got  into 
the  chaise  again  soon  after  dark,  and  drove  cosily  back, 
looking  up  at  the  stars,  and  talking  about  them.  I  was  their 
chief  exponent,  and  opened  Mr.  Barkis^s  mind  to  an  amazing 
extent.  I  told  him  all  I  knew,  but  he  would  have  believed 
anything  I  might  have  taken  it  into  my  head  to  impart  to  him; 
for  he  had  a  profound  veneration  for  my  abilities,  and  in- 
formed his  wife  in  my  hearing,  on  that  very  occasion,  that 
I  was  "a  young  Roeshus**  —  by  which  I  think  he  meant, 
prodigy. 

When  we  had  exhausted  the  subject  of  the  stars,  or  rather 
when  I  had  exhausted  the  mental  faculties  of  Mr.  Barkis,  little 
Em*ly  and  I  made  a  cloak  of  an  old  wrapper,  ands  at  under  it 
for  the  rest  of  iite  journey.  Ah,  how  I  loved  her 4  What 
happiness  (I  thought)  if  we  were  married,  and  were  going 
away  anywhere  to  live  among  the  trees  and  in  the  fields,  never 
growing  older,  never  growing  wiser,  children  ever,  ran^bling 
hand  in  hand  through  sunshine  and  among  flowery  meadows, 
laying  down  our  heads  on  moss  at  ni^t,  in  a  sweet  sleep  of 
purity  and  peace,  and  buried  by  the  birds  when  we  were  dead ! 
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Some  rach  pictare,  with  bo  real  world  in  it,  bright  with  the 
light  of  our  innoconce,  and  vague  as  the  stars  afar  off,  was 
in  my  mind  all  the  way.  I  am  glad  to  think  there  were  two 
inch  guileless  hearts  at  Pcggotty*s  marriage  as  little  £m*ly's 
and  mine.  I  am  glad  to  think  the  Loves  and  Graces  took  such 
airy  forms  in  its  homely  procession. 

Well,  we  came  to  the  old  boat  again  in  good  time  at  night; 
and  there  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Barkis  bade  us  good-bye,  and  drove 
away  snugly  to  their  own  home.  I  felt  then ,  for  the  first  time, 
that  I  had  lost  Feggotty.  I  should  have  gone  to  bed  with  a  sore 
heart  indeed  under  any  other  roof  but  that  which  sheltered 
Me  £m*ly's  head. 

Mr.  Peggotty  and  Ham  knew  what  was  in  my  thoughts  as 
well  as  I  did,  and  were  ready  with  some  supper  and  their 
hospitable  faces  to  drive  it  away.  Little  EmUy  came  and  sat 
beside  me  on  the  locker,  for  the  only  time  in  ail  that  visit;  and 
it  was  altogether  a  wonderful  close  to  a  wonderful  day. 

It  was  a  night  tide;  and  soon  after  wo  went  to  bed,  Mr.Peg- 
gDtty  and  Ham  went  out  to  fish.  I  felt  very  brave  at  being  left 
alone  in  the  solitary  house ,  the  protector  of  EmMy  and  Mrs. 
Gummidge,  and  only  wished  that  a  lion  or  a  serpent,  or  any 
ill-disposed  monster,  would  make  an  attack  upon  us,  that  I 
might  destroy  him,  and  cover  myself  with  glory.  But  as 
nothing  of  the  sort  happened  to  be  walking  about  on  Yarmouth 
flats  that  night,  I  provided  the  best  substitute  I  could  by 
dreaming  of  dragons  until  morning. 

With  morning  came  Peggotty ;  who  called  to  me,  as  usual, 
under  my  window  as  if  Mr.  Barkis  the  carrier  had  been  from 
first  to  last  a  dream  too.  After  breakfast  she  took  me  to  her 
own  home,  and  a  beautiful  little  home  it  was.  Of  all  the 
moveables  in  it ,  I  must  have  been  most  impressed  by  a  certain 
old  bureau  of  some  dark  wood  in  the  parlour  (the  tile-floored 
kitchen  was  the  general  sitting-room),  with  a  retreating  top 
Ba»id  Copperfidd.  L  13 
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which  opened,  let  down,  and  bec&me  a  desk,  within  which, 
was  a  large  quarto  edition  of  Fox's  Book  of  Martyrs.  This 
precious  volume,  of  which  I  do  not  recollect  one  word,  I  imme- 
diately discovered  and  immediately  applied  myself  to;  and  I 
never  visited  the  house  afterwards ,  but  I  kneeled  on  a  chair, 
opened  the  casket  where  this  gem  was  enshrined,  spread  my 
arms  over  the  desk,  and  fell  to  devouring  the  book  afresh.  1 
was  chiefly  edified,  I  am  afraid,  by  the  pictures,  which  were  nu- 
merous, and  represented  all  kinds  of  dismal  hoirors;  but  the 
Martyrs  and  Peggotty*s  house  have  been  inseparable  in  my 
mind  ever  since,  and  are  now. 

I  took  leave  of  Mr.Peggotty,andHam,andMrs.Gummidge, 
and  little  Em'ly,  that  day ;  and  passed  the  night  at  Feggotty *8, 
in  a  little  room  in  the  roof  (with  the  crocodile-book  on  a  shelf 
by  the  bed's  head)  which  was  to  be  always  mine,  Feggotty 
said,  and  should  always  be  kept  for  me  in  exactly  the 
same  state. 

^'Toung  or  old,  Davy  dear,  as  long  as  I  am  alive  and  have 
this  house  over  my  head,"  said  Feggotty,  ''you  shall  find  it  as 
if  I  expected  you  here  directly  minute.  I  shall  keep  it  every 
day,  as  I  used  to  keep  your  old  little  room ,  my  darling;  and  if 
you  was  to  go  to  China,  you  might  think  of  it  as  being  kept  just 
the  same,  all  the  time  you  were  away." 

I  felt  the  truth  and  constancy  of  my  dear  old  nurse,  with  all 
my  heart,  and  thanked  her  as  well  as  I  could.  That  was  not 
very  well,  for  she  spoke  to  me  thus,  with  her  arms  round  my 
neck,  in  the  morning,  and  I  was  going  home  in  the  morning, 
and  I  went  home  in  the  morning,  with  herself  and  Mr.  Barkis 
in  the  cart.  They  left  me  at  the  gate ,  not  easily  or  lightly ;  and 
it  was  a  strange  sight  to  me  to  see  the  cart  go  on,  taking  Feg- 
gotty away,  and  leaving  me  under  the  old  elm-trees  looking  at 
the  house,  in  which  there  was  no  face  to  look  on  mine  with  love 
or  liking  any  more. 
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And  BOW  I  fell  into  a  state  of  neglect,  which  I  cannot  look 
back  upon  without  compassion.  I  fell  at  once  into  a  solitary 
condition,  —  apart  from  all  friendly  notice,  apart  from  the  so- 
ciety of  all  other  boys  of  my  own  age,  apart  from  all  com- 
panionship but  my  own  spiritless  thoughts,  —  which  seems  to 
cast  its  gloom  upon  this  paper  as  I  write. 

What  would  I  have  given,  to  have  been  sent  to  the  hardest 
school  that  ever  was  kept!  —  to  have  been  taught  something, 
anyhow,  anywhere!  No  such  hope  dawned  upon  me.  They 
disliked  me ;  and  they  sullenly,  sternly,  steadily,  overlooked 
me.  I  think  Mr.  Murdstone's  means  were  straitened  at  about 
this  time;  but  it  is  little  to  the  purpose.  He  could  not  bear 
me;  and  in  putting  me  from  him  he  tried,  as  I  believe,  to  put 
away  the  notion  that  I  had  any  claim  upon  him  —  and  suc- 
ceeded. 

I  was  not  actively  ill-used.  I  was  not  beaten,  or  starved; 
but  the  wrong  that  was  done  to  me  had  no  intervals  of  re- 
lenting, and  was  done  in  a  systematic,  passionless  manner. 
Day  after  day,  week  after  week,  month  after  month ,  I  was 
coldly  neglected.  I  wonder  sometimes,  when  I  think  of  it, 
what  they  would  have  done  if  I  had  been  taken  with  an  illness; 
whether  I  should  have  lain  down  in  my  lonely  room,  and  lan- 
guished through  it  in  my  usual  solitary  way,  or  whether  any- 
body would  have  helped  me  out. 

When  Mr.  and  Miss  Murdstone  were  at  home,  I  took  my 
meals  with, them;  in  their  absence,  I  ate  and  drank  by  myself. 
At  all  times  I  lounged  about  the  house  and  neighbourhood 
quite  disregarded,  except  that  they  were  jealous  of  my  making 
any  friends :  thinking,  perhaps ,  that,  if  I  did,  I  might  complain 
to  some  one.  For  this  reason ,  though  Mr.  Chillip  often  asked 
me  to  go  and  see  him  (he  was  a  widower,  having,  some  years 
before  that,  lost  a  little  small  light-haired  wife,  whom  I  can  just 
remember  connecting  in  my  own  thoughts  with  a  pale  tortoise- 

13* 


196 

shell  cat),  it  was  but  seldom  that  I  enjoyed  the  happiness  of 
passing  an  afternoon  in  his  closet  of  a  surgery;  reading  some 
book  that  was  new  to  me ,  with  the  smell  of  the  whole  pharma- 
copoeia coming  up  my  nose,  or  pounding  something  in  a  mortar 
under  his  mild  directions. 

For  the  same  reason,  added  no  doubt  to  the  old  dislike  of 
her,  I  was  seldom  allowed  to  visit  Peggotty.  Faithful  to  her 
promise,  she  either  came  to  see  me,  or  met  me  somewhere 
near,  once  every  week,  and  never  empty-handed;  but  many 
and  bitter  were  the  disappointments  I  had,  in  being  refused 
permission  to  pay  a  visit  to  her  at  her  house.  Some  ^w  times, 
however,  at  long  intervals,  I  was  allowed  to  go  there ;  and  then 
I  found  out  that  Mr.  Barkis  was  something  of  a  miser,  or  as 
Feggotty  dutifully  expressed  it,  was  '* a  little  near,**  and  kept  a 
heap  of  money  in  a  box  under  his  bed,  which  he  pretended  was 
only  full  of  coats  and  trousers.  In  this  coffer,  his  riches  hid 
themselves  with  such  a  tenacious  modesty,  that  the  smallest 
instalments  could  only  be  tempted  out  by  artifice ;  so.that  Feg- 
gotty had  to  prepare  a  long  and  elaborate  scheme,  a  very  Gun- 
powder Flot,  for  every  Saturday's  expenses. 

All  this  time  I  was  so  conscious  of  the  waste  of  any  promise 
I  had  given,  and  of  my  being  utterly  neglected,  that  I  should 
have  been  perfectly  miserable,  I  have  no  doubt,  but  for  the  old 
books.  They  were  my  only  comfort ;  and  I  was  as  true  to  them 
as  they  were  to  mc ,  and  read  them  over  and  over  I  don't  know 
how  many  times  more. 

I  now  approach  a  period  of  my  life,  which  I  can  never  lose 
the  remembrance  of,  while  I  remember  any  thing;  and  the  re- 
collection of  which  has  often,  without  my  invocation,  come  be- 
fore me  like  a  ghost,  and  hatmted  happier  times. 
'  I  had  been  out,  one  day,  loitering  somewhere,  in  the 
listless,  meditative  manner  that  my  way  of  life  engendered, 
when,  turning  the  comer  of  a  lane  near  our  house,  I  came 
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upon  Mr.  Murdstone  walking  with  a  gentleman.  I  was  con- 
fused, and  was  going  by  them,  when  the  gentleman  cried: 

*'Whatl  Brooks!" 

*'No,  Sir,  David  Copperfield,"  I  said. 

''Don't  tell  me.  Ton  are  Brooks,"  said  the  gentleman. 
''You  are  Bro«ks  of  Sheffield.    That 's  your  name." 

At  these  words,  I  observed  the  gentleman  more  atten- 
tively.  His  laugh  coming  to  my  remembrance  too ,  I  knew  him 
to  be  Mr.  Quinion ,  whom  I  had  gone  over  to  Lowestofl  with 
Bfr.  Murdston^  to  see,  before  —  it  is  no  matter  —  I  need  not 
recall  when. 

"And  how  do  yon  get  on,  and  where  are  you  being  edu- 
cated, Brooks?"  said  Mr.  Quinion. 

He  had  put  his  hand  upon  my  shoulder,  and  turned  me 
about,  to  walk  with  them."  I  did  not  know  what  to  reply,  and 
glanced  dubiously  at  Mr.  Murdstone. 

"He  is  at  home  at  present,"  said  the  latter.  "He  is  not 
being  educated  anywhere.  I  don*t  know  what  to  do  with  him. 
He  is  a  difficult  subject." 

That  old,  double  look  was  on  me  for  a  moment;  and  then 
his  eye  darkened  with  i||frown,  as  it  turned,  in  its  aversion, 
elsewhere. 

"Humph I"  said  Mr.  Quinion,  looking  at  us  both,  I 
thought.    "Fine  weather!" 

Silence  ensued,  and  I  was  considering  how  I  could  best 
disengage  my  shoulder  from  his  hand,  and  go  away,  when  he 
said: 

"I  suppose  you  are  a  pretty  sharp  fellow  still?  Eh, 
Brooks?" 

"Aye!  1^  is  sharp  enough,"  said  Mr.  Murdstone,  impa- 
tiently. "  You  had  better  let  him  go.  He  will  not  thank  you 
for  troubling  bim.^ 
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QuinioQ  released  me,  and  I  mado  the 
Looking  buck  as  I  tamed  into  tbe  front 
ardatone  leaning  against  the  wicket  of 
tfr.  Qainion  talking  to  bim.  Ihej'  were 
«,  and  I  felt  that  thej  were  apeakiiif; 

;  onr  honie  that  night.  After  breakfast, 
had  pat  my  chair  away,  and  was  going 
in  Mr.  Murdstona  called  me  back.  He 
1  to  another  table,  wheA  his  sister  sat 
Mr.  Quioion,  with  his  hands  in  his 
g^ontof  window;  and  I  stood  looUng  at 

'.  Murdstone,  "to  the  yoang  this  ts  ■ 

'or  moping  and  droning  in." 

dded  his  sistor. 

leave  it  to  me,  if  yon  please.  I  say, 
this  is  a  world  for  action,  and  not  for 

1.     It  is  especially  bo  for  a  young  boy  of 

ch  requires  a  great  deal  of  corrcctiog; 

T  service  can  be  done  than  to  force  it  to 

Ttfae  working  Wbrld,  and  to  bend  it  and 

won^dohere,"  lud  his  sister.  "What 
uhed.    And  cmshed  it  mast  be.    Shall 

,  half  in  remonstrance, halfin  approval, 

)w,  David,  that  I  am  not  rich.  At  any 
.  Yon  have  received  some  considerable 
Iducation  is  costly;  and  even  if  it  were 
■d  it,  I  am  of  opinion  that  it  weald  not 
to  yon  to  be  kept  at  a  school.    What  it 
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before  yon,  u  a  fight  with  the  world ;  and  fli  sooner  you  begin 
it,  the  better."  • 

I  think  it  oceozred  to  me  that  I  had  already  begun  it ,  in  my 
poor  way:  but  it  occurs  to  me  now,  whether  or  no. 

*'You  have  heai^  'the  counting-house'  mentioned  some- 
times," said  Mr.  Murdstone. 

'* The  counting-house,  Sir?"  I  repeated. 

''Of  Murdstone  and  (jrinby,  in  the  wine  trade,"  ho 
replied. 

I  suppose  I  looked  uncertain ,  for  he  went  on  hastily : 

'^  Ton  have  heard  the  '  counting-house '  mentioned ,  or  the 

biBiness,  or  the  cellars,  or  the  wharf,  or  something  about 
it." 

**!  think  I  have  heard  the  business  mentioned,  Sir,"  I 
nid,  remembering  what  I  vaguely  knew  of  his  and  his  sister^s 
resources.    "But  I  don't  know  when." 

"It  does  not  matter  when,"  he  returned.  "Mr.  Quinion 
ottnages  that  busmess." 

I  glanced  at  the  latter  deferentially  as  he  stood  looking  out 
ofwindow. 

"Mr.  Quinion  suggests  that  it  gives  employment  to  some 
other  boys,  and  that  he  sees  no  reason  why  it  shouldn't,  on 
the  same  terms ,  give  employment  to  you." 

"He  having,"  Mr.  Quinion  observed  in  a  low  voice,  and 
balf  turning  round,  "no  other  prospect,  Murdstone." 

Mr.  Murdstone ,  with  an  impatient,  even  an  an^ry  gesture, 
resumed,  without  noticing  what  he  had  said: 

"Those  terms  are,  that  you  will  earn  enough  for  yourself  < 

to  provide  for  your  eating  and  drinking,  and  pocket-money.  j 

Your  lodging  (which  I  have  arranged  for)  will  be  pud  by  me. 
So  win  your  washing  — " 

'^-^  Which  will  be  kept  down  to  my  estimate,"  said  his 
«iter. 
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^'Yovurdoihe^RU  be  looked  after  for  jou,  too,*'  said  Mr. 
Murdstone;  "asyou^kUnotbeable,  yet  awhile,  to  get  them 
for  yourself.  So  yoa  are  now  going  to  London,  David,  with 
Mr.  Qttinion,  to  begin  the  world  on  year  own  account.** 

"In  short,  you  are  provided  for,'*v^)b8erved  his  uster; 
**and  will  please  to  do  your  duty**' 

Though  I  quite  understood  that  th&  purpose  of  thii  an- 
nouncement was  to  get  rid  of  me,  I  have  no  distinct  remem- 
brance  whether  it  pleased  or  frightened  me.  My  impressios 
is,  that  I  was  in  a  state  of  confusion  about  it,  and,  oscillatiiig 
between  the  two  points,  touched  neither.  Nor  had  I  much 
time  for  the  clearing  of  my  thoughts,  as  Mr.  Quinion  was  to 
go  upon  the  morrow. 

Behold  me,  on  the  morrow,  in  a  much-worn  little  white 
hat,  with  a  black  crape  round  it  for  my  mother,  a  black  jacket, 
and  a  pair  of  hard  stiff  corduroy  trousers  —  which  Miss  Mnrd- 
stone  considered  the  best  armour  for  the  legs  in  that  fight  with 
the  world  which  was  now  to  come  off:  behold  me  so  attired, 
and  with  my  little  worldly^  aU  before  me  in  a  small  trunk, 
sitting,  a  lone  lorn  child  (as  Mrs.  Gummidge  might  hate  said), 
in  the  post-chaise  that  was  carrying  Mr.  Quinion  to  the  London 
coa.ch  at  Yarmouth  I  See,  how  our  house  and  church  are 
lessening  in  the  distance ;  how  the  grave  beneath  the  tree  is 
blotted  out  by  intervening  objects;  how  the  spire  points 
upward  fi^om  my  old  playground  no  more,  and  the  sky  iB 
empty  I 


CHAPTER  XI. 

I  begin  life  on  my  own  account,  and  don*l  like  it. 

I  SfOW  enough  of  the  world  now,  to  have  almost  lost  tho 
capacity  of  being  much  snrprifled  by  anything;  but  It  is  matter 
of  some  surprise  to  me,  even  now,  that  I  can  have  been  so 
easily  thrown  away  at  sach  an  age.  A  child  of  excellent  abi- 
lities, and  with  strong  powers  of  observation,  qaick,  eager, 
delicate,  and  soon  hart  bodily  or  mentally,  it  seems  wonderful 
to  me  that  nobody  should  have  made  any  sign  in  my  behalf. 
But  none  was  made;  and  I  became,  at  ten  years  old,  a  littk 
labouring  hind  in  the  service  of  Murdstone  and  Grinby . 

Murdstone  and  Grinby's  warehouse  was  at  the  water  side. 
It  was  down  in  Blackfriars.  Modem  improvements  have 
altered  the  place ;  but  it  was  the  last  house  at  the  bottom  of  a 
naiTOw  street,  curving  down  hill  to  the  river,  with  some  stairs 
attiieend,  where  people  took  boat.  It  was  a  crazy  old  house 
with  a  wharf  of  its  own ,  abutting  on  the  water  when  the  tide 
was  in,  and  on  the  mud  when  the  tide  was  out,  and  literally 
over-run  with  rats.  Its  panelled  rooms,  discoloured  with  the 
dirt  and  smoke  of  a  hundred  years,  I  dare  say;  its  decaying 
floors  and  staircase;  the  squeaking  and  scufHing  of  the  old 
grey  rats  down  in  the  cellars;  and  the  dirt  and  rottenness  of 
the  place ;  are  things ,  not  of  many  years  ago ,  in  my  mind ,  but 
of  the  present  instant.  They  are  all  before  me,  just  as  they 
were  in  the  evil  hour  when  I  went  acmong  them  for  the  first 
time,  with  my  trembling  hand  in  Mr.  Quinion's.  • 

Murdstone  and  Grinby*s  trade  was  among  a  good  many 
kinds  of  people,  but  an  important  branch  of  it  was  the  supply 
of  wines  and  spirits  to  certain  packet  ships.    I  forget  no^ 
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where  they  chieflf  went,  but  I  think  there  were  some  among 
them  that  made  voyages  both  to  the  East  and  West  Indies.  I 
know  that  a  great  many  empty  bottles  were  one  of  the  conse- 
quences of  this  traffic,  and  that  certun  men  and  boys  were 
employed  to  examine  them  against  the  light,  and  reject  those 
that  were  flawed,  and  to  rinse  and  wash  them.  When  the 
empty  bottles  ran  short,  there  were  labels  to  be  pasted  on  full 
ones ,  or  corks  to  be  fitted  to  them ,  or  seals  to  be  put  upon  the 
corks,  or  finished  bottles  to  be  packed  in  casks.  All  this  work 
was  my  work,  and  of  the  boys  employed  upon  it  I  was  one. 

There  were  three  or  four  of  us,  counting  me.  My  work- 
ing place  was  established  in  a  comer  of  the  warehouse,  where 
Mr.  Quinion  could  see  me,  when  he  chose  to  stand  up  on  the 
bottom  rtkil  of  his  stool  in  the  counting-house ,  and  look  at  me 
through  a  window  aboTO  the  desk.  Hither ,  on  the  first  morn- 
ing of  my  fio  auspiciously  beginning  life  on  my  own  account, 
the  oldest  of  the  regular  boys  was  summoned  to  show  me  my 
business.  His  name  was  Mick  Walker,  and  he  wore  a  ragged 
apron  and  a  paper  cap.  He  informed  me  that  his  father  was  a 
bargeman,  and  walked,  in  a  black  velvet  head-dress,  in  the 
Lord  Mayor's  Show.  He  also  informed  me  that  our  principal 
associate  would  bo  another  boy  whom  he  introduced  by  &e  — 
to  me— extraordinary  name  of  Mealy  Potatoes.  I  discovered, 
however,  that  this  youth  had  not  been  christened  by  that  name, 
but  that  it  had  been  bestowed  upon  him  in  the  warehouse,  on 
account  of  his  complexion ,  which  was  pale  or  mealy.  Mealy  "s 
father  was  a  waterman,  who  had  the  additional  distinction  of 
being  a  fireman,  and  was  engaged  as  such  at  one  of  the  large 
theatres;  where  some  young  relation  of  Mealy 's  ^- 1  think  his 
little  sister — did  Imps  in  the  Pantomimes. 

No  words  can  express  the  secret  agony  of  my  soul  as  I  sunk 
into  this  companionship;'  compared  these  henceforth  every- 
day associates  with  those  of  my  happier  childhood-^notto  say 
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vith  Sieerforth ,  Trftddles,  and  the  rest  of  those  boys ;  and  felt 
mj  hopes  of  growing  up  to  be  a  learned  and  distinguished 
man ,  crashed  in  my  bosom.  The  deep  remembrance  of  the 
sense  I  had,  of  being  utterly  without  hope  now;  of  the  shame 
I  felt  in  my  position ;  of  the  misery  it  was  to  my  young  heart  to 
believe  that  day  by  day  what  I  had  learned,  and  thought,  and 
delighted  in,  and  raised  my  fancy  and  my  emulation  up  by, 
would  pass  away  from  me ,  little  by  little ,  never  to  be  brought 
back  any  more ;  cannot  be  written.  As  oflen  as  Mick  Walker 
went  away  in  the  course  of  that  forenoon,  I  mingled  my  tears 
with  the  water  in  which  I  was  washing  the  bottles ;  and  sobbed 
as  if  there  were  a  flaw  in  my  own  breast,  and  it  were  in  danger 
ofbnrsting. 

The  counting-house  clock  was  at  half-past  twelve,  and 
there  was  general  preparation  for  going  to  dinner,  when  Mr. 
Qaiaion  tapped  at  the  counting-house  window,  and  beckoned 
to  me  to  go  in.  I  went  in ,  ax^  found  there  a  stoutish ,  middle- 
aged  person ,  in  a  brown  surtout  and  black  tights  and  shoes, 
with  no  more  hair  upon  his  head  (which  was  a  large  one,  and 
very  shining)  than  there  is  upon  an  egg,  and  with  a  very  ex- 
tensive facCy  which  he  turned  full  upon  me.  ilis  clothes  were 
shabby ,  but  he  had  an  imposing  shirt-collar  on.  He  carried  a 
jaunty  sort  of  a  stick,  with  a  large  pair  of  rusty  tassels  to  it; 
and  a  quizzing-glass  hung  outside  his  coat,  —  for  ornament, 
I  afterwards  found,  as  he  very  seldom  looked  through  it,  and 
couldn't  see  anything  when  he  did. 

''This,*'  said  Mr.  Quinion,  in  allusion  to  myself,  ''is  he. " 

"This,"  said. the  stranger,  with  a  certain  condescending 
roll  in- his  voice,  and  a  certain  indescribable  air  of  doing  some- 
thing genteel,  which  impressed  me  very  much,  "is  Master 
Coppeifield.    I  hope  I  see  you  well,  Sir?'* 

I  said  I  was  very  well,  and  hoped  he  was.  I  was  sufficiently 
ill  al  ease,  Heaven  knows ;  but  it  was  not  in  my  nature  to  com- 
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plain  mncb  at  that  time  of  my  life,  so  i  said  I  was  very  weU,  and 
hoped  he  was. 

'  ^  I  am , "  said  the  stranger ,  "  thank  Heaven ,  quite  well.  I 
have  received  a  letter  from  Mr.  Murdstone,  in  which  he 
mentions  that  he  would  desire  me  to  receive  into  an  apartment 
in  the  rear  of  my  house,  which  is  at  present  unoccupied  —  and 
is ,  in  short,  to  be  let  as  a  —  in  short,  *'  said  the  stranger,  with  a 
smile  and  in  a  burst  of  confidence,  "as  a  bed-room  —  the 
young  beginner  whom  I  have  now  the  pleasure  to  — "  and  the 
stranger  waved  his  hand,  and  settled  his  chin  in  his  shirt 
collar. 

**  This  is  Mr.  Micawber,^'  said  Mr.  Quinion  to  me. 

<*  Ahem !  *'  said  the  stranger,  "  that  is  my  name.'* 

**Mr.  Micawber,**  said  Mr.  Quinion,  "is  known  to  Mr. 
Murdstone.  He  takes  orders  for  us  on  commission,  when  he 
can  get  any.  He  has  been  written  to  by  Mr.  Murdstone,  on 
the  subject  of  your  lodgings,  and  he  will  receive  you  as  a 
lodger." 

"My  address,"  said  Mr.  Micawber,  " is  Windsor  Terrace, 
City  Road.  I  —  in  short,"  said  Mr.  Micawber,  with  the  same 
genteel  air,  and  in  another  burst  of  confidence  —  "I  live 
there." 

I  made  him  a  bow. 

"Under  the  impression,"  said  Mr.  Mcawber,  "that  your 
peregrinations  in  this  metropolis  have  not  as  yet  been  ex- 
tensive, and  that  you  might  have  some  dif&culty  in  pene- 
trating the  arcana  of  the  Modem  Babylon  in  the  direction  of 
the  City  Road  —  in  short,"  said  Mr.  IVCcawber,  in  another 
burst  of  confidence,  "that  you  might  lose  yourself — I  shall 
be  happy  to  call  this  evening,  and  install  you  in  the  knowledge 
of  the  nearest  way." 

I  thanked  him  with  all  my  heart,  for  it  was  friendly  in  him 
to  offer  to  take  that  trouble. 
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"Attrbathout,"  said  Mr.  Mcavber,  "ahaUI— " 
'  At  about  eight,"  said  Mr.  Quinion. 
'At  about  eight,'*  said  Mr.  Micawber.'  **I  beg  to  wish 
you  good  day,  Mr.  Qninion.    I  will  intrude  no  longer." 

So  he  put  on  his  hat,  and  went  out  with  his  cane  under  his 
arm :  yery  upright,  and  humming  a  tune  when  he  was  clear  of 
the  counting-house. 

Mr.  Quinion  then  formaUy  engaged  me  to  be  as  useful  as  I 
could  in  the  warehouse  of  Mnrdstone  and  Grinby,  at  a  salary, 
I  think,  of  six  shillings  a  week.  I  am  not  clear  whether  it  was 
six  or  seren.  I  am  inclined  to  believe,  from  my  uncertainty 
on  this  head ,  that  it  was  six  at  first  and  seven  afterwards.  He 
paid  me  a  week  down  (from  his  own  pocket,  I  believe),  and 
I  gave  Mealy  sixpence  out  of  it  to  get  my  trunk  carried  to 
Windsor  Terrace  at  night :  it  being  too  heavy  for  my  strength, 
small  as  it  was.  I  paid  sixpence  more  for  my  dinner,  which 
wa«  a  meat  pie  and  a  turn  at  a  neighbouring  pump ;  and  passed 
the  hour  which  was  allowed  for.  that  meal,  in  walking  about  the 
streets* 

At  the  appointed  time  in  the  evening,  Mr.  Micawber  reap- 
peared. I  washed  my  hands  and  face,  to  do  the  greater  honour 
to  his  gentility,  and  we  walked  to  our  house ,  as  I  suppose  I 
mast  now  call  it,  together;  Mr.  Micawber  impressing  the 
names  of  streets ,  and  the  shapes  of  comer  houses  upon  me, 
as  we  went  along,  that  I  might  find  my  way  back,  easily,  in 
the  morning. 

Arrived  at  his  house  in  Windsor  Terrace  (which  I  noticed 
was  shabby  like  himself,  but  also ,  like  himself,  made  all  the 
show  it  could),  he  presented  me  to  Mrs.  Micawber,  a  thin 
and  faded  lady,  not  at  all  young,  who  was  sitting  in  the  parlour 
(the  first  floor  was  altogether  unfurnished,  and  the  blinds 
were  kept  down  to  delude  the  neighbours),  with  a  baby  at 
her  breast.    This  baby  was  one  of  twins ;  and  I  may  remark 
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here  that  I  hardly  ever,  in  all  my  experience  of  the  family, 
saw  both  the  twins  detached  from  Mrs.  Micawber  at  the  same 
time.    One  of  them  was  always  taking  refreshment. 

There  were  two  other  children;  Master  Micawber,  aged 
about  four,  and  Miss  Micawber,  aged  about  three.  These, 
and  a  dark-complexioned  young  woman,  with  a  habit  of 
snorting,  who  was  servant  to  the  family,  and  informed  me, 
before  half-an-hdur  had  expired,  that  she  was  **a  Orfling,*' 
and  came  from  St.  Luke's  workhouse,  in  the  neighbourhood, 
completed  the  establishment.  My  room  was  at  the  top  of  the 
house,  at  the  back:  a  close  chamber;  stencilled  all  oyer  with 
an  ornament  which  my  young  ima^nation  represented  as  a 
blue  muf&n ;  and  very  scantily  furnished. 

^*I  never  thought,'*  said  Mrs.  Micawber,  when  she  came 
up,  twin  and  all,  to  show  me  the  apartment,  and  sat  down  to 
take  breath,  "before  I  was  married,  when  I  lived  with  papa 
and  mama,  that  I  should  ever  find  it  necessary  to  take  a 
lodger.  But  Mr.  Micawber  being  in  difficulties,  all  considera- 
tions of  private  feeling  must  give  way." 

I  said;  "Yes,  Ma'am." 

"Mr.  Micawber 's  difficulties  are  almost  overwhelming  just 
at  present,"  said  Mrs.  Micawber;  "and  whether  it  is  possible 
to  bring  him  through  them,  I  don't  know.  When  I  lived  at 
home  with  papa  and  mama,  I  really  should  have  hardly 
understood  what  the  word  meant,  in  the  sense  in  wliich  I 
now  employ  it,  but  experientia  does  it  —  as  papa  used  to 
say." 

I  cannot  satisfy  myself  whether  she  told  me  that  Mr. 
Micawber  had  been  an  officer  in  the  Marines ,  or  wheUier  I 
have  imagined  it.  I  only  know  that  I  believe  to  this  hour 
that  he  toas  in  the  Marines  once  upon  a  time,  without  knowing 
why.    fie  was  a  sort  of  town  traveller  for  a  number  of  mboel!- 
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laneoufi  homes,  now;  but  made  little  or  nothing  of  it,  I  am 
afraid. 

**  If  Mr.  Micswber*s  creditors  vrill  not  give  him  time,"  said 
Mrs.  Micawber,  "they  must  take  the  consequences;  and  the 
sooner  they  bring  it  to  an  issue  the  better.  Blood  cannot  be 
obtained  from  a  stone,  neither  can  anything  on  account  be 
obtained  at  present  (not  to  mention  law  expenses)  from  Mr. 
IkGcawber." 

I  neTor  can  quite  understand  whether  my  precocious  self- 
dependence  confused  Mrs.  Micawber  in  reference  to  my  age, 
or  whether  she  was  so  full  of  the  subject  that  she  would  have 
talked  about  it  to  the  very  twins  if  there  had  been  nobody 
else  to  communicate  with,  but  this  was  the  strain  in  which 
she  began,  and  she  went  on  accordingly  all  the  time  I  knew 
her. 

Poor  Mrs.  Micawber!  She  said  she  had  tried  to  exert 
herself;  and  so,  I  have  no  doubt,  she  had.  The  centre  of 
the  street-door  was  perfectly  covered  with  a  great  brass-plate, 
on  which  was  engraved  ''Mrs. Micawber* s  Boarding  Establi^- 
ment  for  Young  Ladies: "  but  I  never  found  that  any  young 
lady  had  ever  been  to  school  there;  or  that  any  young  lady 
ever  came ,  or  proposed  to  come ;  or  that  the  least  prepara- 
tion was  ever  made  to  receive  any  young  lady.  The  only 
visitors  I  ever  saw  or  heard  of,  were  creditors.  Tliey  used 
to  come  at  all  hours,  and  some  of  them  were  quite  ferocious. 
One  dirty-faced  man,  I  think  he  was  a  boot-maker,  used  to 
edge  himself  into  the  passage  as  early  as  seven  o'clock  in  the 
morning,  and  call  up  the  stairs  to  Mr.  Micawber  —  "Gomel 
Yon  ain*t  out  yet,  you  know.  Fay  us,  will  you?  Don't  hide, 
yon  know;  that  *8  mean.  I  wouldn't  be  mean  if  I  was  you. 
Pay  us,  win  yon?  Yon  just  pay  us,  d'ye  hear?  Gomel" 
Heceiving  no  answer  to  these  taunts,  he  would  mount  in  his 
wzBth  to  the  words  "swindlers"  and  "robbers;"  and  these 
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being  ineffectual  too,  would  sometimes  go  to  the  extremity  of 
crossing  the  street,  and  roaring  up  at  the  windows  of  the 
second  floor,  where  he  knew  Mr.  Micawber  was.  At  these 
times,  Mr.  Micawber  would  be  transported  with  grief  and 
mortification,  even  to  the  length  (as  I  was  once  made  aware 
by^a  scream  from  his  wife)  of  making  motions  at  himself  with 
a  razor;  but  within  half  an  hour  afterwards,  he  would  polish 
up  his  shoes  with  extraordinary  pains,  and  go  out,  humming 
a  tune  with  a  greater  air  of  gentility  than  ever.  Mrs.  Micawber 
was  quite  as  elastic.  I  have  known  her  to  be  thrown  into 
funting  fits  by  the  king's  taxes  at  three  o'clock,  and  to  eat 
lamb-chops,  breaded,  and  drink  warm  ale  (paid  for  with  two 
tea-spoons  that  had  gone  to  the  pawnbroker's)  at  four.  On  one 
occasion,  when  an  execution  had  just  been  put  in,  coming 
home  through  some  chance  as  early  as  six  o'clock,  I  saw  her 
lying  (of  course  with  a  twin)  under  the  grate  in  a  swoon,  with 
her  hair  all  torn  about  her  face;  but  I  never  knew  her  more 
cheerful  than  she  was,  that  very  same  night,  over  a  veal-cutlet 
before  the  kitchen  fire,  telling  me  stories  about  her  papa  and 
mama,  and  the  company  they  used  to  keep. 

In  this  house,  and  with  this  family,  I  passed  my  leisure  time. 
My  own  exclusive  breakfast  of  a  penny  loaf  and  a  pennyworth 
of  milk,  I  provided  myself.  I  kept  another  small  loaf,  and  a 
modicum  of  cheese,  on  a  particular  shelf  of  a  particular  cnp- 
board,  to  make  my  supper  on  when  I  came  back  at  night.  This 
made  a  hole  in  the  six  or  seven  shillings,  I  ki  ow  well;  and  I 
was  out  at  the  warehouse  all  day,  and  had  to  supoort  myself  on 
that  money  all  the  week.  From  Monday  morning  untH  Satur- 
day night,  I  had  no  advice,. no  counsel,  no  encouragement,  no 
consolation,  no  assistance,  no  support,  of  any  kind,  from  any 
one,  that  I  can  call  to  mind ,  as  I  hope  to  go  to  heaven  1 

I  was  so  young  and  childish ,  and  so  little  qualified  —  how 
could  I  be  otherwise  ?  —  to  undertake  the  whole  charge  of  my 
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own  existence,  that  oflen,  in  going  toMnrdstone  ftad  6rinby*fl, 
of  Jt  morning,  I  oonld  not  resist  the  stale  pastry  put  oat  for  sale 
iX  half-price  at  the  pastrycook's  doors,  and  spent  in  that,  the 
money  I  should  have  kept  for  my  dinner.  Then,  I  went  with- 
out my  dinner,  or  bought  a  roll  or  a  slice  of  pudding.  I  re- 
member two  pudding-shops,  between  which  I  was  diTided, 
according  to  my  finances.  One  was  in  a  court  close  to  St. 
Martin's  Church  —  at  the  back  of  the  church,  *—  which  is  now 
removed  altogether.  The  pudding  at  that  shop  was  miade  of 
cmrants,  and  was  rather  a  special  pudding,  but  was  dear,  two- 
pennyworth  not  being  larger  than  a  pennyworth  of  more  ordi- 
nary pudding.  A  good  shop  for  the  latter  was  in  the  Strand — 
somewhere  in  tibat  part  which  has  been  rebuilt  ednce.  It  was  a 
stout  pale  pudding,  heavy  and  ilabby,  and  with  great  flat 
raisins  in  it,  stock  in  whole  at  wide  distances  apart.  It  came  up 
hot  at  about  my  time  every  day,  and  many  a  day  did  I  dine  ofi 
it  When  I  dined  regularly  and  handsomely,  I  had  a  saveloy 
and  a  penny-loaf,  or  a  fourp«nny  plate  of  red  beef  from  a 
cook's  shop ;  or  a  plate  of  bread  andi^eese  and  a  glass  of  beer, 
from  amiserable  old  public-house  opposite  our  place  of  busi- 
oess,  called  die  Lion,  or  the  Lion  and  something  else  that  I 
have  forgotten.  Once,  I  remember  carrying  my  own  bread 
(which  I  had  brought  from  home  in  the  morning)  under  my 
arm,  wrapped  in  a  piece  of  paper,  like  a  book,  and  going  to  a 
&mou8  alamode  beef-house  near  Drury  Lane,  and  ordering  a 
" small  plate  "  of  that  delicacy  to  eat  with  it.  What  the  waiter 
thought  of  such  a  strange  little  apparition  coming  in  all  alone,  I 
don't  know;  but  I  can  see  him  now,  staring  at  me  as  I  ate  my 
dinner,  and  bringing  up  the  other  waiter  to  look.  I  gave  him  a 
halfpenny  for  himself,  and  I  wish  he  hadn't  taken  it. 

We  had  haif-an-hour,  I  think ,  for  tea.    When  I  had  money 
enough,  I  used  to  get  haif-a-pint  of  ready-made  coffee  and  a 
sMce  of  bread  and  butter.    When  I  had  none ,  I  used  to  look  at 
Dmid  Ccpperfield,  L  H 
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a  venison-Bhop  inFleetstreet ;  or  I  have  strolled,  at  such  a  time, 
as  far  as  Coyent  Garden  Market,  and  stared  at  the  pine^apples. 
I  was  fond  of  wandering  about  the  Adelphi,  becaase  it  was  a 
mysterions  place,  with  those  dark  arches.  I  see  myself 
emerging  one  evening  from  some  of  these  arches ,  on  a  little 
public-house  close  to  the  river,  with  an  open  space  before  it, 
where  some  coal-heavers  were  dancing;  to  look  at  whom, 
I  sat  down  upon  a  bench.  I  wonder  what  they  thought 
of  me  I  •  y^ 

I  was  such  a  child,  and  so  little,  that  frequently  when  I  w^m 
into  the  bar  of  a  strange  public-house  for  a  glass  of  ale  or 
porter,  to  moisten  what  I  had  had  for  dinner,  they  were  afraid 
to  give  it  me.  I  remember  one  hot  evening  I  went  into  the  bar 
of  a  public-house ,  and  said  to  the  landlord : 

"  What  is  your  best  —  your  very  beit—  ale  a  glass  ? '  *  For  it 
was  a  special  occasion.  I  don't  know  what.  It  may  have  been 
my  birth-day. 

"Twopence-half-penny,*'  says  the  landlord,  '^is  the  price 
of  the  Genuine  Stunning  ale.'* 

"Then,"  says  I,  producing  the  money,  "just  draw  me  a 
glass  of  the  Genuine  Stunning,  if  you  please,  with  a  good  head 


to  it." 


The  landlord  looked  at  me  in  return  over  the  bar,  from 
head  to  foot,  with  a  strange  smile  on  his  face;  and  instead  of 
drawing  the  beer,  looked  round  the  screen  and  said  something 
to  his  wife.  She  came  out  from  behind  it ,  with  her  work  in  her 
hand,  and  joined  him  in  surveying  me.  Here  we  stand,  all 
three,  before  me  now.  The  landlord  in  his  shirt  sleeves, 
leaning  against  the  bar  window-frame ;  his  wife  looking  over 
the  little  half-door;  and  I,  in  some  confusion,  looking  up  at 
them  from  out-side  the  partition.  They  asked  me  a  good 
many  questions ;  as ,  what  my  name  was ,  how  old  I  was ,  where 
I  lived,  how  I  was  employed,  and  how  I  came  there.    To  ail  of 
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which,  that  I  might  commit  nobody,  I  invented,  I  am  airaid, 
appropriate  answers.  They  served  me  with  the  ale ,  though 
I  suspect  it  was  not  the  Genuine  Stunning ;  and  the  landlord's 
wife,  opening  the  little  half-door  of  the  bar,  and  bending 
down,  gave  me  my  money  back,  and  gave  me  a  kiss  that  was 
half  admiring  and  half  compassionate,  but  all  womanly  and 
good,  I  am  sure. 

I  know  I  do  not  exaggerate ,  unconsciously  and  uninten- 
tionally, the  scantiness  of  my  resources  or  the  difficulties  of 
my  life.  I  know  that  if  a  shilling  were  given  me  by  Mr.  Quinion 
at  any  time,  I  spent  it  in  a  dinner  or  a  tea.  I  know  that  I 
worked,  from  morning  until  night,  with  common  men  and 
boys ,  a  shabby  child.  I  know  that  I  lounged  about  the  streets, 
insufficiently  and  unsatisfactorily  fed.  I  know  that,  but  for 
the  mercy  of  God,  I  might  easily  have  been,  for  any  care  that 
was  taken  of  me ,  a  little  robber  or  a  little  vagabond. 

Yet  I  held  some  station  at  Murdstone  and  Grinby*s  too. 
Besides  that  Mr.  Quinion  did  what  a  careless  man  so  occupied, 
and  dealing  with  a  thing  so  anomalous,  could,  to  treat  me  as 
one  upon  a  different  footing  from  the  rest,  I  never  said,  to  man 
or  boy,  how  it  was  that  I  came  to  be  there,  or  gave  the  least 
indication  of  being  sorry  that  I  was  there.  That  I  suffered  in 
secret,  and  that  I  suffered  exquisitely,  no  one  ever  knew  but 
I.  How  much  I  suffered,  it  is,  as  I  have  said  already,  utterly 
beyond'my  power  to  tell.  But  I  kept  my  own  counsel,  and  I  did 
my  work.  I  knew  from  the  first,  that,  if  I  could  not  do  my 
work  as  well  as  any  of  the  rest,  I  could  not  hold  myself  above 
slight  and  contempt.  I  soon  became  at  least  as  expeditious  and 
as  skilful  as  either  of  the  other  boys.  Though  perfectly  fa- 
miliar with  them,  my  conduct  and  manner  were  different 
enough  from  theirs  to  place  a  space  between  us.  They  and 
the  men  generally  spoke  of  me  as  'Hhe  little  gent," or  *'thc 
young  Sttffolker.'^  A  certain  man  named  Gregor}*,  who  was 
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foreman  of  the  packers,  and  another  named  Tipp,  who  was  the 
carman  y  and  wore  a  red  jacket,  used  to  address  me  sometimes 
as  "  David : "  bnt  I  think  it  was  mostly  when  we  were  very  con- 
fidential ,  and  when  I  had  made  some  efforts  to  entertain  them, 
over  our  work,  with  some  results  of  the  old  readings;  which 
were  fast  perishing  out  of  my  remembrance.  Mealy  Potatoes 
uprose  once,  and  rebelled  against  my  being  so  distinguished; 
but  Mick  Walker  settled  him  in  no  time. 

My  rescue  from  this  kind  of  existence  I  considered  quite 
hopeless,  and  abandoned,  as  such,  altogether.  I  am  so- 
lemnly convinced  that  I  never  for  one  hour  was  reconciled  to 
it,  or  was  otherwise  than  miserably  unhappy;  but  I  bore  it; 
and  even  to  Peggotty,  partly  for  the  love  of  her  and  partly 
for  shame,  never  in  any  letter  (though  many  passed  between 
us)  revealed  the  truth. 
I  Mr.Micawber^s  difficulties  were  an  addition  to  the  distresfl- 
ed  state  of  my  mind.  In  my  forlorn  state  I  became  quite 
attached  to  the  family,  and  used  to  walk  about,  busy  with 
Mrs.  Micawber*8  calculations  of  ways  and  means ,  and  heavy 
with  the  weight  of  Mr.  Micawber's  debts.  On  a  Saturday 
night,  which  was  my  grand  treat, —  partly  because  it  was  a 
great  thing  to  walk  h6me  with  six  or  seven  shillings  in  my 
pocket,  looking  into  the  shops  and  thinking  what  such  a  sum 
would  buy,  and  partly  becausb  I  went  homo  early,  —  Mrs. 
Micawber  would  make  the  most  heart-rending  confidences  to 
me;  also  on  a  Sunday  morning,  when  I  mixed  the  portion  of 
tea  or  coffee  I  had  bought  over-night,  in  a  little  shaving  pot, 
and  sat  late  at  my  breakfast.  It  was  nothing  at  all  unusual  for 
Mr.  Micawber  to  sob  violently  at  the  beginning  of  one  of  these 
Saturday  night  conversations,  and  sing  about  Jack's  delight 
being  his  lovely  Nan,  towards  the  end  of  it.  I  have  known 
him  come  home  to  supper  with  a  flood  of  tears,  and  a  decla- 
ration that  nothing  was  now  left  but  a  jail ;  and  go  to  bed 
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making  a  calculation  of  the  expense  of  putting  bow- windows 
to  the  house,  ''in  case  anything  turned  up/'  which  was  hia 
favourite  expression.  And  Mrs.  Micawber  was  just  the 
same. 

A  curious  equality  of  friendship,  originating,  I  suppose, 
in  our  resp^tive  circumstances ,  sprung  up  between  me  and 
these  people,  notwithstanding  the  ludicrous  disparity  in  our 
years.  But  I  neyer  allowed  myself  to  be  prevailed  upon  to 
accept  any  invitation  to  eat  and  drink  with  them  out  of  their 
stock  (knowing  that  they  got  on  badly  with  the  butcher  and 
baker,  and  had  often  not  too  much  for  themselves),  until  Mrs. 
Micawber  took  me  into  her  entire  confidence.  This  she  did 
one  evening  as  follows: 

"Master  Cppperfield,"  said  Mrs.  Micawber,  "I  make  no 
stranger  of  you,  and  therefore  do  not  hesitate  to  say  that  Mr. 
&Iicawber*s  difficulties  are  coming  to  a  crisis.'* 

It  made  me  very  miserable  to  hear  it,  and  I  looked  at  Mrs. 
Micawber's  red  e^'es  with  the  utmost  sympathy. 

"  With  the  exception  of  the  heel  of  a  Dutch  cheese  — 
which  is  not  adapted  to  the  wants  of  a  young  family"  —  said 
Mrs.  Micawber,  "  there  is  really  not  a  scrap  of  anything  in  the 
larder.  I  was  accustomed  to  speak  of  the  larder  when  I  lived 
vith  papa  and  mama,  and  I  use  the  word  almost  uncon- 
sciously. What  I  mean  to  express ,  is,  that  there  is  nothing  to 
eat  in  the  house." 

"Dear  me  I"  I  said,  in  great  concern 

I  had  two  or  three  shillings  of  my  week's  money  in  my 
pocket —  from  which  I  presume  that  it  must  have  been  on  a 
Wednesday  night  when  we  held  this  conversation  —  and  I 
hastily  produced  them,  and  with  heartfelt  emotion  begged 
Mrs.  ftlicawber  to  accept  of  them  as  a  loan.  But  that  lady, 
kissing  me,  and  making  mc  put  them  back  in  my  pocket,  re* 
plied  that  she  couldn't  think  of  it. 
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'<No,  my  dear  Master  Copperfield,"  siud  Bhe»  ''far  be  it 
from  m7  thoughts  1  But  70a  have  a  discretion  beyond  your 
years,  and  can  render  me  another  kind  of  service,  if  you  will; 
and  a  service  I  will  thankfully  accept  of.  *' 

I  begged  Mrs.  Micawber  to  name  it. 

"I  have  parted  with  the  plate  myself,"  said  Mrt. Micawber. 
"Six  tea,  two  salt,  and  a  pair  of  sugars,  I  have  at  different 
times  borrowed  money  on,  in  secret,  with  my  own  hands. 
But  the  twins  are  a  great  tie ;  and  to  me,  with  my  recollections 
of  papa  and  mama,  these  transactions  are  very  painful.  There 
are  still  a  few  trifles  that  we  could  part  with.  Mr.  Micawber 's 
feelings  would  never  allow  him  to  dispose  of  them;  and 
Clickett*'  —  this  was  the  girl  from  the  workhouse  —  ''being  of 
a  vulgar  mind,  would  take  painful  liberties  if  so  much  confi- 
dence was  reposed  in  her.  Master  Copperfield,  if  I  might 
ask  you"  — 

I  understood  Mrs.  ACcawber  now,  and  begged  her  to  make 
use  of  me  to  any  extent.  I  began  to  dispose  of  the  more  port- 
able articles  of  property  that  very  evening;  and  went  out  on 
a  similar  expedition  ahnost  every  morning,  before  I  went  to 
Murdstone  and  Grinby's. 

Mr.  Micawber  had  a  few  books  on  a  little  chifibnier,  which 
he  called  the  library;  and  those  went  first.  I  carried  them, 
one  after  another,  to  a  bookstall  in  the  City  Road  —  one  part 
of  which,  near  our  house,  was  almost  all  bookstalls  and  bird- 
shops  then  —  and  sold  them  for  whatever  they  would  bring. 
The  keeper  of  this  bookstall,  who  lived  in  a  little  house  behind 
it,  used  to  get  tipsy  every  night,  and  to  be  violently  scolded 
by  his  wife  every  morning.  More  than  once,  when  I  went 
there  early,  I  had  audience  of  him  in  a  turn-up  bedstead,  with 
a  cut  in  his  forehead  or  a  black  eye,  bearing  witness  to  his  ex- 
cesses over  night  (I  am  afraid  he  was  quarrelsome  in  his 
drink),  and  he,  with  a  shaking  hand,  endeavouring  to  find 
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the  needfiil  shillings  in  one  or  other  of  the  pockets  of  his 
clothes,  which  lay  upon  the  floor,  while  his  wife ,  with  a  baby 
in  her  arms  and  her  shoes  down  at  heel,  never  left  off  rating 
him.  Sometimes  he  had  lost  his  money,  and  then  he  would 
ask  me  to  call  again;  but  his  wife  had  always  got  some  —  had 
taken  his,  I  dare  say,  while  he  was  drunk  —  and  secretly 
completed  the  bargain  on  the  stairs,  as  we  went  down 
togetner. 

At  the  pawnbroker's  shop,  too,  I  began  to  be  very  well 
known.  The  principal  gentleman  who  officiated  behind  the 
counter,  took  a  good  deal  of  notice  of  me ;  and  often  got  me, 
I  recollect,  to  decline  a  Latin  noun  or  adjective,  or  to  con- 
jugate a  Latin  verb,  in  his  ear,  while  he  transacted  my  bu^i' 
ness.  Afler  all  these  occasions  Mrs.  Micawber  made  a  little 
treat,  which  was  generally  a  supper;  and  there  was  a  peculiar 
relish  in  these  meals  which  I  well  remember. 

At  last  Mr.  Micawber*s  dif&culties  came  to  a  crisis,  and  he 
was  arrested  early  one  morning,  and  carried  over  to  the  King's 
Bench  Prison  in  the  Borough.  He  told  me,  as  he  went  out  df 
the  house,  that  the  God  of  day  had  now  gone  down  upon 
him —  and  I  really  thought  his  heart  was  broken  and  mine  too. 
But  I  heard,  afterwards ,  that  he  was  seen  to  play  a  lively  game 
at  skittles,  before  noon. 

On  the  first  Sunday  after  he  was  taken  there,  l^was  to  go 
and  see  him,  and  have  dinner  with  him.  I  was  to  ask  my  way 
to  such  a  place,  and  just  short  of  that  place  I  should  see  such 
another  place,  and  just  short  of  that  I  should  see  a  yard, 
which  I  was  to  cross,  and  keep  straight  on  until  I  saw  a  turn- 
key. All  this  I  did;  and  when  at  last  I  did  see  a  turnkey 
(poor  little  fellow  that  I  was!),  and  thought  how,  w^cn 
Roderick  Bandom  was  in  a  debtor's  prison ,  there  was  a  man 
there  with  nothing  on  him  but  an  old  rug ,  the  turnkev  swam 
before  my  dimihed  eyes  and  my  beating  heart. 
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Mr.  Micawber  was  waiting  for  me  within  the  gate,  and  we 
>vent  up  to  his  room  (top  story  bat  one),  and  cried  very  much. 
He  solemnly  conjured  me,  I  remember,  to  take  warning  by 
his  fate;  and  to  observe  that  if  a  man  had  twenty  potinds 
a-yoar  for  his  income,  and  spent  nineteen  pounds  nineteen 
shillings  and  sixpence,  he  would  be  happy,  but  that  if  he 
spent  twenty  pounds  one  he  would  be  miserable.  After  which 
he  borrowed  a  shilling  of  me  for  porter,  gave  me  a  written 
order  on  Mrs.  Micawber  for  the  amount,  and  put  away  his 
pocket-handkerchief,  and  cheered  up. 

We  sat  before  a  litt}e  fire,  with  two  bricks  put  within  the 
rusted  grate ,  one  on  each  side ,  to  prevent  its  burning  too 
many  coals;  until  another  debtor,  who  shared  the  room  with 
Mr.  Micawber,  came  in  from  the  bake-house  with  the  loin  of 
mutton  which  was  our  joint-stock  repast.  Then  I  was  sent 
up  to  "Captain  Hopkins"  in  the  room  overhead,  with  Mr. 
Micawber*s  compliments,  and  I  was  his  young  friend,  and 
y^ould  Captain  Hopkins  lend  me  a  knife  and  fork. 

Captain  Hopkins  lent  me  the  knife  and  fork,  with  his  com- 
pliments to  Mr%  Micawber.  There  was  a  very  dirty  lady  in 
his  little  room,  and  two  wan  girls,  his  daughters ,  with  shock 
heads  of  hair.  I  thought  it  was  better  to  borrow  Captain 
Hopkins^knife  and  fork,  than  Captain  Hopkins's  comb.  The 
Captain  himself  was  in  the  last  extremity  of  shabbiness,  with 
large  whiskers,  and  an  old,  old  brown  great-coat  with  no 
other  coat  below  it.  I  saw  his  bed  rolled  np  in  a  comer;  and 
what  plates  and  dishes  and  pots  he  had,  on  a  shelf;  and  I 
divined  (God  knows  how)  that  though  the  two  girls  with  the 
sh^ck  heads  of  hair  were  Captain  Hopkins's  children,  the 
dirty  lady  was  not  married  to  Captain  Hopkins.  My  timid 
station  on  his  threshhold  was  not  occupied  more  than  a  couple 
cf  mihutes  at  most;  but  I  came  down  again  with  all  this 
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in  my  Jmoniedge^  as  surely  aa  the  knife  and  fork  were  in  mj 
luuad. 

There  was  some&ing  gipsy -like  and  agreeable  in  the 
dinner,  after  alL  I  took  back  Captain  Hopkins*s  knife  and 
iork  early  in  the  afternoon,  and  went  home  to  comfort  Mrs. 
Micawber  with  an  account  of  my  visit.  She  fidnted  when  she 
saw  me  retnm,  and  made  a  little  jug  of  egg-hot  afterwards  to 
console  as  while  we  talked  it  over. 

I  don't  know  how  the  household  furniture  came  to  be  sold 
for  the  family  benefit,  or  who  sold  it,  except  that  /  did  not 
Sold  it  was,  however,  and  carried  away  in  a  van;  except  the 
bed,  a  few  chairs,  and  the  kitchen-table.  With  these  pos- 
sessions we  encamped,  as  it  were,  in  the  two  parlours  of  the 
emptied  house  in  Windsor  Terrace;  Mrs.  Micawber,  the 
children,  the  Orfling,  and  myself;  and  lived  in  those  rooms 
night  and  day.  I  have  no  idea  for  how  long,  though  it  seems 
to  me  for  a  long  time.  At  last  Mrs.  Micawber  resolved  to 
move  into  the  prison,  where  Mr.  Micawber  had  now  secured 
a  room  to  himself.  So  I  took  the  key  of  the  house  to  the 
^  landlord ,  who  was  very  glad  to  get  it ;  and  the  beds  were  sent 
over  to  the  King's  Bench,  except  mine,  for  which  a  little 
room  was  hired  ontatde  the  walls  in  the  neighbourhood  of  that 
Institution ,  very  much  to  my  satisfaction,  since  the  Micawbers 
and  I  had  become  too  used  to  one  another,  in  our  troubles, 
to  part.  The  Orfling  was  likewise  accommodated  with  an 
inexpensive  lodging  in  the  same  neighbourhood.  Mine  was  a 
quiet  back-garret  with  a  sloping  roof,  commanding  a  pleasant 
prospect  of  a  timber-yard ;  and  when  I  took  possession  of  it, 
with  the  reflection  that  Mr.  Micawber's  troubles  had  come  to 
a  crisis  tX  last,  I  thought  it  quite  a  paradise. 

All  this  time  I  was  working  at  Murdstone  and  Grinby's  in 
the  same  common  way,  and  with  the  same  common  com- 
panions, and  with  the  some  sense  of  unmerited  degradation 
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as  at  first.  Bat  I  never,  happily  for  me  no  doubt,  made  a 
single  acquaintance,  or  spoke  to  any  of  the  many  boys  whom 
I  saw  dally  in  going  to  the  warehouse,  in  coming  from  it,  and 
in  prowling  about  the  streets  at  meal-times.  I  led  the  same 
secretly  unhappy  life;  but  I  led  it  in  the  same  lonely,  self- 
reliant  manner.  The  only. changes  I  am  conscious  of  are, 
firstly,  that  I  had  grown  more  shabby,  and  secondly,  that  I 
was  now  relieved  of  much  of  the  weight  of  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Micawber's  cares;  for  some  relatives  or  friends  had  engaged 
to  help  them  at  their  present  pass,  and  they  lived  more  com- 
fortably in  the  prison  than  they  had  lived  for  a  long  while  out 
of  it.  I  used  to  breakfast  with  them  now,  in  virtue  of  some 
arrangement,  of  which  I  have  forgotten  the  details.  I  forget, 
too,  at  what  hour  the  gates  were  opened  in  the  morning,  ad- 
mitting of  my  going  in;  but  I  know  that  I  was  often  up  at  six 
o*clock,  and  that  my  favourite  lounging-place  in  the  interval 
was  old  London  Bridge ,  where  I  was  wont  to  sit  in  one  of  the 
stone  recesses ,  watching  the  people  going  by,  or  to  look  over 
the  balustrades  at  the  sun  shining  in  the  water,  and  lighting 
up  the  golden  fiame  on  the  top  of  the  Monument.  The  Oriiing 
met  n^e  here  sometimes ,  to  be  told  some  astonishing  fictions 
respecting  the  wharves  and  the  Tower;  of  which  I  can  say  no 
more  than  that  I  hope  I  believed  them  myself.  In  the  evening 
I  used  to  go  back  to  the  prison,  and  walk  up  and  down  the 
parade  with  Mr.  Micawber ;  or  play  casino  with  Mrs.  Mi- 
cawber,  and  hear  reminiscences  of  her  pi^a  and  mama. 
Whether  Mr.  Murdstone  knew  where  I  was,  I  am  unable  to 
say.    I  never  told  them  at  Murdstone  and  Grinby*s. 

Mr.  Micawber*8  affairs,  although  past  their  crisis,  were 
very  much  involved  by  reason  of  a  certain  "Deed,"  of  which 
I  used  to  hear  a  great  deal,  and  which  I  suppose,  now,  to 
have  been  some  former  composition  wi^h  his  creditors,  though 
I  was  so  far  from  being  clear  about  it  then,  that  I  am  con- 
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Mtons  of  lumsg  confounded  it  with  those  demoniacal  parch- 
mentfl  which  are  held  to  have ,  once  npon  a  time ,  obtained  to 
a  great  extent  in  Germany.  At  last  this  document  appeared 
to  be  got  out  of  the  way,  somehow ;  at  all  events  it  ceased  to 
be  the  rock-ahead  it  had  been;  and  Mrs.  Micawber  informed 
me  that  "her  £unily"  had  decided  that  Mr.  Micawber  should 
apply  for  his  release  under  the  Insolvent  Debtors  Act,  which 
would  set  him  free,  she  expected,  in  about  six  weeks. 

''And  then,"  said  Mr.  Micawber,  who  was  present,  "I 
have  no  doubt  I  shall,  please  Heaven,  begin  to  be  beforehand 
irith  the  world,  and  to  live  in  a  perfectly  new  manner,  if —  in 
diort,  if  anything  turns  up.*' 

Byway  of  going  in  for  anything  that  might  be  on  the  cards, 
I  call  to  mind  that  Mr.  Micawber,  about  this  time,  composed 
a  petition  to  the  House  of  Commons,  prapng  for  an  alteration 
in  the  law  of  imprisonment  for  debt.  I  set  down  this  remem- 
brance here,  because  it  is  an  instance  to  myself  of  the  manner 
in  which  I  fitted  my  old  books  to  my  altered  life,  and  made 
stories  for  myself,  out  of  the  streets,  and  out  of  men  and 
women;  and  how  some  main  points  in  the  character  I  shall 
uiconsciously  develope,  I  suppose,  in  writing  my  life,  wero 
gradually  forming  all  this  while. 

There  was  a  club  in  the  prison,  in  which  Mr.  Micawber, 
18  a  gentleman,  was  a  great  authority.  Mr.  Micawber  had 
stated  his  idea  of  this  petition  to  the  club ,  and  the  club  had 
strongly  approved  of  the  same.  Wherefore  Mr.  Micawber 
(who  was  a  thoroughly  good-natured  man,  and  as  active  a 
creature  about  everything  but  his  own  affairs  as  ever  existed, 
and  never  so  happy  as  when  he  was  busy  about  something  that 
could  never  be  of  any  profit  to  him)  set  to  work  at  the  petition, 
invented  it,  engrossed  it  on  an  immense  sheet  of  paper,  spread 
it  out  on  a  table,  and  appointed  a  time  for  all  the  club,  and  all 
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within  the  wftUs  if  they  chose,  to  come  up  to  hia  room  and 
sign  it. 

When  I  heard  of  this  approaching  ceremony,  I  was  so 
anxions  to  see  them  all  come  in,  one  after  another,  though  I 
knew  the  greater  part  of  them  abready ,  and  they  me,  that  I 
got  an  honr*s  leave  of  absence  from  Mardstone  and  Grinby's, 
and  established  myself  in  a  comer  for  that  purpose.  Aa  many 
of  the  principal  members  of  the  club  as  could  be  got  into  the 
small  room  without  filling  it,  supported  Mr.  Micawber  in  front 
of  the  petition,  while  my  old  friend  Captain  Hopkins  (who 
had  washed  himself,  to  do  honour  to  so  solemn  an  occasion) 
stationed  himself  close  to  it,  to  read  it  to  all  who  were  unac- 
quainted with  its  contents.  The  door  was  then  thrown  open, 
and  the  general  population  began  to  come  in,  in  a  long  file: 
several  waiting  outside,  while  one  entered,  affixed  his  signa- 
ture, and  went  out.  To  everybody  in  succession,  Captain 
Hopkins  said :  "Have  you  read  it?  "  —  " No."  —  "  Would  you 
like  to  hear  it  read?*'  If  he  weakly  showed  the  least  dispo- 
sition to  hear  it.  Captain  Hopkins,  in  a  loud  sonorous  voice, 
gave  him  every  word  of  it.  The  Captain  would  have  read  it 
twenty  thousand  times,  if  twenty  thousand  people  would  have 
heard  him,  one  by  one.  I  remember  a  certain  luscious  roll 
he  gave  to  such  phrases  as  "The  people's  representatives  in 
Parliament  assembled,"  "Your  petitioners  therefore  humbly 
approach  your  honourable  house,"  "His  gradous  Majesty's 
unfortunate  subjects,"  as  if  the  words  were  something  real 
in  his  mouth,  and  delicious  to  taste;  Mr.  Micawber,  mean- 
while, listening  with  a  little  of  an  author's  vanity,  and  con- 
templating (not  severely)  the  spikes  on  the  opposite  wall. 

As  I  walked  to  and  fro  daily  between  Southwark  and 
Blackfriars,  and  lounged  about  at  meal- times  in  obacare 
streets,  the  stones  of  which  may,  for  anything  I  know,  be 
worn  at  this  moment  by  my  childish  feet,  I  wonder  how  many 
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of  these  people  were  wanting  in  the  crowd  that  used  to  come 
filing  before  me  in  review  again ,  to  the  echo  of  Captain 
Hopkins's  Toice  I  When  my  thoughts  go  back,  now,  to  that 
slow  agony  of  my  youth,  I  wonder  how  much  of  the  histories 
I  inyented  for  such  people  hangs  like  a  mist  of  fancy  over 
well-remembered  facts!  When  I  tread  the  old  ground,  I  do 
not  wonder  that  I  seem  to  see  and  pity,  going  on  before  me, 
an  innocent  romantic  boy,  making  his  imaginative  world  out 
of  such  strange  experiences  and  sordid  things  1 


CHAPTER  Xn. 

Liking  life  od  my  own  account  no  better.  I  form  a  great resolutioo. 

In  dae  time,  Mr.  Micawber's  petition  was  ripe  for  hearing; 
and  that  gentleman  was  ordered  to  be  discharged  under  the 
act,  to  my  great  joy.  His  creditors  were  not  implacable; 
and  Mrs.  Micawber  informed  me  that  even  the  revengeful 
bootmaker  had  declared  in  open  court  that  he  bore  him  no 
malice,  but  that  when  money  was  owing  to  him  he  liked  to  be 
paid.    He  said  he  thought  it  was  human  nature. 

Mr.  Micawber  returned  to  the  King's  Bench  when  his  case 
was  over,  as  some  fees  were  to  be  settled,  and  some  for- 
malities observed,  before  he  could  be  actually  released. 
The  club  received  him  with  transport,  and  held  an  harmom'c 
meeting  that  evening-in  his  honour ;  while  Mrs.  Micawber  and 
I  had  a  lamb's  fry  in  private,  surrounded  by  the  sleeping 
family. 

"  On  such  an  occasion  I  wiU  give  you,  Master  CopperBeW," 
said  Mrs.  Micawber,  '*in  a  little  more  flip,*'  for  we  had  been 
having  some  already,  '*  the  memory  of  my  papa  and  mama." 

^*Are  they  dead,  Ma'am?".  I  inquired,  after  drinking 
the  toast  in  a  wine-glass. 

**My  mama  departed  this  life,"  said  Mrs.  Micawber, 
'* before  Mr.  Micawber's  difficulties  commenced,  or  at  least 
before  they  became  pressing.  My  papa  lived  to  bail  Mr. 
Micawber  several  times,  and  then  expired,  regretted  by  t 
numerous  circle." 

Mrs.  Micawber  shook  her  head ,  and  dropped  a  pious  tear 
upon  the  twin  who  happened  to  be  in  hand. 
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Afl  I  oonld  hardly  hope  for  a  more  favourable  opportunity 
of  putting  a  question  in  which  I  had  a  near  interest,  I  said  to 
Mrs.  Micawber: 

"filay  I  ask,  Ma'am,  what  you  and  Mr.  Micawber  intend 
to  do,  now  that  Mr.  Micawber  is  out  of  his  difficulties,  and 
at  liberty  ?    Have  you  settled  y et  ?  " 

''My  family,*'  said  Mrs.  Micawber,  who  always  said  those 
two  words  with  an  air,  though  I  neyer  could  discover  who 
came  under  the  denomination,  "mj  family  are  of  opinion 
that  Mr.  Micawber  should  quit  London,  and  exert  his  talents 
in  the  country.  Mr.  ^cawber  is  a  man  of  great  talent,  Master 
Copperfield." 

I  said  I  was  sure  of  that.  '   • 

"Of  great  talent,"  repeated  Mrs.  Micawber.  "My  family 
are  of  opinion,  that,  with  a  little  interest,  something  might 
be  done  for  a  man  of  his  ability  in  the  Custom  House.  The 
influence  of  my  family  being  local,  it  is  their  wish  that  Mr. 
Micawber  should  go  down  to  Plymouth.  They  think  it  indis- 
pensable that  he  should  be  upon  the  spot." 

"That  he  may  be  ready?  "  I  suggested. 

•** Exactly,"  returned  Mrs.  Micawber.  "THat  he  may  be 
ready — in  case  of  ai^^ing  turning  up." 

"ijiddoyougot^i,  Ma'am?" 

The  events  of  the  day,  in  combination  with  the  twins,  if 
not  with  the  flip,  had  made  Mrs.  Micawber  hysterical,  and  she 
6hed  tears  as  she  replied : 

"I  never  will  desert  Mr.  Micawber.  Mr.  Micawber  may 
have  concealed  his  difficulties  from  me  in  the  first  instance, 
bat  his  sanguine  temper  may  have  led  liim  to  expect  that  he 
would  overcome  them.  The  pearl  necklace  and  bracelets 
which  I  inherited  from  mama,  have  been  disposed  of  for  less 
than  half  their  value;  and  the  set  of  coral,  which  was  the 
wedding  gift  of  my  papa,  has  been  actually  thrown  away  for 
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nothing.  But  I  never  will  desert  Mr.  Micawber.  No  I  **  cried 
Mrs.  Micawber,  more  affected  than  before,  "I  never  will  do 
iti  It's  of  no  use  asking  me  I" 

I  felt  quite  uncomfortable  ^  as  if  Mrs.  Micawber  supposed 
I  had  asked  her  to  do  anything  of  the  sort !  —  and  sat  looking 
at  her  in  alarm. 

"Mr.  Micawber  has  his  faults.  I  do  not  deny  that  he  is 
improvident.  I  do  not  deny  that  he  has  kept  me  in  the  dark  as 
to  his  resources  and  his  liabilities,  both,*'  she  went  on, 
looking  at  the  wall ;  "  but  I  never  will  desert  Mr.  Micawber! " 

Mrs.  Micawber  having  now  raised  her  voice  into  a  perfect 
scream,  I  was  so  frightened  that  I  ran  off  to  the  club-room, 
and  disturbed  Mr.  Micawber  in  the  act  of  presiding  at  a  long 
table,  and  leading  the  chorus  of 

Gee  up,  Dobbin, 
Gee  ho,  Dobbin, 
Gee  up,  Dobbin, 
Gee  up,  and  gee  ho  —  o  —  o ! 
— '«rith  the  tidings  that  Mrs.  Micawber  was  in  an  alarming 
state,  upon  which  he  immediately  burst  into  tears ^  and  came 
away  with  me  with  his  waist-coat  full  of  the  heads  and  tails  of 
shrimps,  of  which  he  had  been  partaki^ 

*'£mma,  my  angel!"  cried  Mr.  l^ipawber,  running  into 
the  room ;  "  what  is  the  matter?  " 

"I  never  will  desert  you ,  Micawber ! "  she  exclaimed. 

"My  life!"  said  Mr.  Micawber,  taking  her  in  his  tffms. 
"I  am  perfectly  aware  of  it." 

"He  is  the  parent  of  my  children!  He  is  the  father  of  my 
twins  1  He  is  the  husband  of  my  affections,**  cried  Mrs. 
Micawber ,  struggling ;  "  and  I  ne  —  ver  —  will  —  desert  Mr< 
Micawber ! " 

Mr.  Micawber  was  so  deeply  affected  by  this  proof  of  Her 
devotion  (as  to  me,  I  waa  dissolved  in  tears),  that  lie  hang 
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over  her  in  a  passionate  manner,  imploring  her  to  look  np, 
and  to  be  «alm.  Bat  the  more  he  asked  Mrs.  Micawber  to 
look  up,  the  more  she  fixed  her  eyes  on  nothing;  and  the 
mora  be  aaked  her  to  compose  herself,  the  more  she  wouldn't. 
Conseqtiefiitl^  Mr.  Micawber  was  soon  so  overcome ,  that  he 
mingled  kit  tears  with  hers  and  mine ;  until  he  begged  me  to 
do  him  the  favour  of  taking  a  chair  on  the  staircase,  while  he 
got  her  into  bed.  I  would  have  taken  my  leave  for  the  night, 
but  he  would  not  hear  of  my  doing  that  until  the  strangers* 
bell  should  ring.  So  I  sat  at  the  staircase  window,  until  he 
eattie  out  with  Miother  chair  and  joined  me. 

"How  is  Mrs.  Micawber  now,  Sir?"  I  said. 

''Very  low/*  said  Mr.  Micawber,  shaking  his  head;  ^* re- 
action. Ah,  this  has  been  a  dreadful  day!  We  stand  alone 
now  —  everything  is  gone  from  us ! " 

Mr.  Micawber  pressed  my  hand,  and  groaned,  and  afler- 
wards  shed  tears.  I  was  greatly  touched,  and  disappointed 
too,  for  I  had  expected  that  we  should  be  quite  gay  on  this 
happy  and  long-looked  for  occasion.  But  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Micawber  were  so  used  to  their  old  dif^culties ,  I  think ,  that 
they  felt  quite  shipwrecked  when  they  came  to  consider  that 
they  were  released  ft-om  them.  All  their  elasticity  was  de- 
parted, and  I  never  saw  them  half  so  wretched  as  on  this 
night;  insomuch  that  when  the  bell  ran^,  and  Mr.  Micawber 
walked  with  me  to  the  lodge,  and  parted  from  me  there  with 
a  blessing,  I  felt  quite  afraid  to  leave  him  by  himself,  he  was. 
80  profoundly  miserable. 

But  throtigh  all  the  confusion  and  lowness  of  spirits  in 
which  we  had  been,  so  unexpectedly  to  me,  involved,  I 
plainly  discerned  Uiat  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Micawber  and  their  family 
were  going  away  from  London ,  and  that  a  parting  between 
Of  was  near  at  hand.  It  was  in  my  walk  home  that  night, 
and  in  the  sleepless  hotirs  which  followed  when  I  lay  in  bed, 
David  Cop}  et  field.  I,  Ij 
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that  the  thought  first  occurred  to  me  —  though  I  don*t  know 
how  it  came  into  my  head  —  which  afterwards  shaped  itself 
into  a  settled  resolution. 

I  had  grown  to  be  so  accustomed  to  the  Micawbejrs,  and 
had  been  so  intimate  with  them  in  their  distresses,  and  was  so 
utterly  friendless  *without  them,  that  the  prospect  of  bebg 
thrown  upon  some  new  shift  for  a  lodging,  and  going  once 
more  among  unknown  people,  was  like  being  that  moment 
turned  adrift  into  my  present  life,  with  such  a  knowledge  of 
it  ready  made ,  as  experience  had  given  me.  All  the  sensitive 
feellnjgs  it  wounded  so  cruelly,  all  the  shame  and  misery  it 
kept  alive  within  my  breast,  became  more  poignant  as  I 
thought  of  this ;  and  I  determined  that  the  life  was  unaidu- 
rable. 

That  there  was  no  hope  of  escape  from  it,  unless  the  escape 
was  my  own  act,  I  knew  quite  well.  I  rarely  heard  from  Miss 
Murdstone ,  and  never  from  Mr.  Murdstone :  but  two  or  three 
parcels  of  made  or  mended  clothes  had  come  up  for  me, 
consigned  to  Mr.  Quinion,  and  in  each  there  was  a  scrap 
of  paper  to  the  effect  that  J.  M.  trusted  D.  C.  was  applying 
himself  to  business,  and  devoting  himself  wholly  to  his  duties 
— ^^not  the  least  hint  of  my  ever  being  any  thing  else  than  the 
common  drudge  into  which  I  was  fast  settling  down. 

The  very  next  dsiy  showed  me,  while  my  mind  was  in  the 
first  agitation  of  what  it  had  conceived,  that  Mrs.  Micawber 
had  not  spoken  of  their  going  away  without  warrant.  They 
took  a  lodging  in  the  house  where  I  lived ,  for  a  week;  at  the 
expiration  of  which  time  they  were  to  start  for  Plymouth. 
Mr.  Micawber  himself  came  do¥m  to  the  counting-house,  in 
the  afternoon,  to  tell  Mr.  Quinion  that  he  must  relinquish  me 
on  the  day  of  his  departure,  and  to  give  me  a  high  character, 
which  I  am  sure  I  deserved.  And  Mr.  Quinion,  calling  in 
Tipp  the  carman,  who  was  a  married  man,  and  had  a  room 
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to  let,  quartered  me  prospectiTely  on  him  —  by  our  matual 
consent,  as  he  had  every  reason  to  think;  for  I  said  nothing, 
thoogh  my  resolution  was  now  taken. 

I  passed  my  evenings  with  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Micawber ,  during 
the  remaining  term  of  our  residence  under  the  same  roof;  and 
I  think  we  became  fonder  of  one  another  as  the  time  went  on. 
On  the  last  Sunday,  they  invited  me  to  dinner;  and^e  had  a 
loin  of  pork  and  apple  sauce ,  and  a  pudding.  I  had  bo'dght  a 
spotted  wooden  horse  over-night  as  a  parting  gift  to  little 
Wilkins  Micawber  —  that  was  the  boy  —  and  a  doll  for  little 
Emma.  I  had  also  bestowed  a  shilling  on  the  Orfling,  who  was 
about  to  be  disbanded. 

We  had  a  very  pleasant  day,  though  we  were  all  in  a  tender 
state  about  our  approaching  separation. 

"I  shall  never,  Master  Copperfield , "  said  Mrs.  Micawber, 
"revert  to  the  period  when  Mr.  Micawber  was  in  difficulties, 
without  thinking  of  you.  Your  conduct  has  always  been  of 
the  most  delicate  and  obliging  description.  You  have  never 
been  a  lodger.    You  have  been  a  friend. " 

"My  dear ,  *'  said  Mr.  Micawber;  "  Copperfield, "  for  so  he 
had  been  accustomed  to  call  me,  of  late ,  "has  a  heart  to  feel 
for  the  distresses  of  his  fellow  creatures  when  they  are  behind 
a  cloud,  and  a  head  to  plan,  and  a  hand  to — in  short,  a  general 
ability  to  dispose  of  such  available  property  as  could  be  made 
away  with. " 

I  expressed  my  sense  of  this  commendation ,  and  said  I  was 
very  sorry  we  were  going  to  lose  one  another. 

"My  dear  young  iriend, "  said  Mr.  Micawber, "  I  am  older 
than  you;  a  man  of  some  experience  in  life,  and — and  of  some 
experience,  in  short,  in  difficulties,  generally  speaking.  At 
present,  and  until  something  turns  up  (which  I  am,  I  may  say, 
honriy  expecting) ,  I  have  nothing  to  bestow  but  advice.    Still 

15* 


228 


my  advice  iB  so  far  worth  taking,  that  —  m  short,  that  I  have 
never  taken  it  myself,  and  am  the'*  —  here  Mr.  Micawber, 
who  had  been  beaming  and  smiling,  all  over  his  head  and  face, 
up  to  the  present  moment,  checked  himself  and  frowned  — 
**the  miserable  wretch  you  behold. " 

"  My  dear  Micawber  I "  urged  his  wife. 

"I  say,  *'  returned  Mr.  Micawber,  quite  forgetting  himself, 
and  smiling  again,  '^the  miserable  wretch  yon  behold.  My 
advice  is,  never  do  to-morrow  what  you  can  do  to-day.  Pro- 
crastination is  the  thief  of  time.    Collar  him  I ' ' 

*'  My  poor  papa's  maxim, "  Mrs.  Micawber  observed. 

**My  dear, "  said  Mr.  Micawber,  **your  papa  was  very  well 
in  his  way,  and  Heaven  forbid  that  I  should  disparage  him. 
Take  him  for  all  in  all,  we  ne'er  shall  —  in  short,  make  the 
acquaintance,  probably,  of  anybody  else  possessing,  at  his 
time  of  life,,  the  same  legs  for  gaiters,  and  able  to  read  the 
same  description  of  print,  without  spectacles.  But  he  applied 
that  maxim  to  our  marriage,  my  dear;  and  that  was  so  far  pre- 
maturely entered  into,  in  consequence,  that  I  never  recovered 
the  expense. " 

Mr.  Micawber  looked  aside  at  Mrs.  Micawber,  and  added: 
"Not  that  I  am  sorry  for  it.  Quite  the  contrary,  my  love." 
After  which ,  he  was  grave  for  a  minute  or  so. 

"My  other  piece  of  advice,  Copperfield,"  said  Mr. 
Micawber,  '^"ou  know.  Annual  income  twenty  pounds;annual 
expenditure  nineteen  nineteen  six,  result  happiness.  Annual 
income  twenty  pounds,  annual  expenditure  twenty  pounds 
ought  and  six,  result  misery.  ^Ive  blossom  is  blighted,  the  leaf 
is  withered,  the  god  of  day  goes  down  upon  the  dreary  scene, 
and  — >  and  in  short  you  are  for  ever  floored.    As  I  am  t " 

To  make  his  example  the  more  impressive ,  Mr.  Micawber 
drank  a  glass  of  punch  with  an  air  of  great  enjoyment  and  sa- 
tisfaction ,  and  whistled  the  College  Hornpipe. 
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I  did  not  fail  to  assare  him  tliat  I  would  store  these  precepts 
in  my  mind,  though  indeed  I  had  no  need  to  do  so,  for,  at  the 
time,  they  affected  me  yisibly .  Next  morning  I  met  the  whole 
family  at  the  coach-office ,  and  saw  them,  with  a  desolate  heart, 
take  their  places  ontside,  at  the  back. 

*' Master  Copperfield,*'  said  Mrs.  Micawber,  *'God  bless 
yoa  I  I  never  can  forget  all  that ,  yon  know,  and  I  never  would 
if  I  could." 

"Copperfield,"  said  Mr.  Micawber,  " farewell  1  Every 
happiikess  and  prosperity!  If,  in  the  progress  of  revolving 
years,  I  could  persuade  myself  that  my  blighted  destiny  had 
been  a  warning  to  you ,  I  should  feel  that  I  had  not  occupied 
aaother  man's  place  in  existence  altogether  in  vain.  In  case 
of  anytliiug  turning  up  (of  which  I  am  rather  confident),  I  shall 
be  extremely  happy  if  it  should  be  in  my  power  to  improve 
jourprospectfl." 

I  Uiiuk,  as  Mrs.  Micawber  sat  at  the  back  of  the  coach,  with 
the  children ,  and  I  stood  in  the  road  looking  wistfully  at  them, 
a  mist  cleared  from  her  eyes,  and  sl>e  saw  what  a  little  creature 
I  really  was.  I  tliink  so ,  because  she  beckoned  to  me  to  climb 
up,  with  quite  a  new  and  motherly  expression  in  her  face,  and 
pot  her  arm  round  my  neck,  and  gave  me  just  such  a  kiss  as 
she  might  have  given  to  her  own  boy.  I  had  barely  time  to 
get  down  again  before  Uie  coach  started,  and  I  could  hardly 
see  the  family  for  the  handkerchiefs  they  waved.  It  was  gone 
in  a  minute.  The  Orfling  and  I  stood  looking  vacantly  at 
each  other  in  the  middle  of  the  road ,  and  then  shook  hands 
and  said  good  bye;  she  going  back,  I  suppose,  to  Saint  Luke's 
workhouse,  as  I  went  to  begin  my  weary  day  at  Murdstoue  and 
Grinby's. 

But  with  no  intention  of  passing  many  more  weary  days 
there.  No.  I  had  resolved  to  run  away.  —  To  go ,  by  some 
means  or  other,  down  into  the  countr}',  to  the  only  relation  ^ 
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had  iu  the  world,  and  tell  mv  story  to  my  aunt,  Mias 
Betsey. 

I  hare  already  observed  that  I  don*t  know  how  this 
desperate  idea  came  into  my  brain.  Bat,  once  there,  it  re- 
mained there ;  and  hardened  into  a  purpose  than  which  I  have 
never  entertained  a  more  detennined  purpose  in  my  life.  I 
am  far  from  sure  that  I  believed  there  was  anything  hopeful 
in  it,  but  my  mind  was  thoroughly  made  up  that  it  must  be 
carried  into  execution. 

Again,  and  again,  and  a  hundred  times  again,  since  the 
night  when  the  thought  had  first  occurred  to  me  and  banished 
sleep,  I  had  gone  over  that  old  story  of  my  poor  mother's 
about  my  birth ,  which  it  had  been  one  of  my  great  delights  in 
the  old  timo  to  hear  her  tell ,  and  which  I  knew  by  heart.  My 
aunt  walked  into  that  story,  and  walked  out  of  it ,  a  dread  and 
awful  personage;  but  there  was  one  little  trait  in  her  behaviour 
which  I  liked  to  dwell  on,  and  which  gave  me  some  faint  sha- 
dow of  encouragement.  I  could  not  forget  how  my  mother 
had  thought  that  she  felt  her  touch  her  pretty  hair  with  no  un- 
gentle hand ;  and  though  it  might  have  been  altogether  my 
mother^s  fancy,  and  might  have  had  no  foundation  whatever 
in  fact,  I  made  a  little  picture,  out  of  it,  of  my  terrible  aunt 
relenting  towards  the  girlish  beauty  that  I  recoUected  so  well 
and  loved  so  much ,  which  softened  the  whole  narrative.  It  is 
very  possible  that  it  had  been  in  my  mind  a  long  time ,  and  had 
gradually  engendered  my  detennination. 

As  I  did  not  even  know  where  Miss  Betsey  lived,  I  wrote 
a  long  letter  to  Feggotty,  and  asked  her,  incidentally,  if  she 
remembered;  pretending  that  I  had  heard  of  such  a  lady 
living  at  a  certain  place  I  named  at  random,  and  had  a  curio- 
sity to  know  if  it  were  the  same.  In  the  course  of  that  letter, 
I  told  Feggotty  that  I  had  a  particular  occasion  for  half  a 
guinea;  and  that  if  she  could  lend  me  that  sum  until  I  could 
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repay  it,  I  sboald  be  very  mnch  obliged  to  her,  and  would  tell 
her  afterwards  what  I  had  wanted  it  for. 

Peggotty*8  answer  soon  arrived,  and  was,  as  usual,' full 
of  affectionate  devotion.  She  enclosed  the  half  guinea  (I  was 
afraid  she  must  have  had  a  world  of  trouble  to  get  it  out  of 
Mr.  Barkis*s  box) ,  and  told  me  that  Miss  Betsey  lived  near 
Dover,  but  whether  at  Dover  itself ,  atHythe,  Sandgate,  or 
Folkstone,  she  could  not  say.  One  of  our  men,  however, 
informing  me  on  my  asking  him  about  these  places,  that  they 
were  all  close  together,  I  deemed  this  enough  for  my  object, 

and  resolved  to  set  out  at  the  end  of  that  week. 

• 

Being  a  very  honest  little  creature,  and  unwilling  to  dis- 
grace the  memory  I  was  going  to  leave  behind  me  at  ,Murd- 
%tone  and  Grinby's ,  I  considered  myself  bound  to  remain 
antil  Saturday  night;  and,  as  I  had  been  paid  a  week's  wages 
in  advance  when  I  first  came  there,  not  to  present  myself  in 
the  counting-house  at  the  usual  hour,  to  receive  my  stipend. 
For  this  express  reason,  I  had  borrowed  the  half-guinea,  that 
I  might  not  be  without  a  fund  for  my'travelling-expehses. 
•Accordingly,  when  the  Saturday  night  <5lime,  and  we  were 
all  waiting  in  the  warehouse  to  be  paid ,  ^lud  Tipp  the  carman, 
ivho  always  took  pr^ence ,  went  in  first  to  draw  his  money,  ^ 
I  shook  Mick  Walker  by  the  hand ;  asked  hifb  when4t  came  to 
his  turn  to  be  paid,  to  say  to  Mr.  Quinion  ftiat  Ihad  gone  to 
move  my  box  to  Tipp's;  and,  bidding  a  last  good  night  to 
Mealy  Potatoes,  ran  away. 

My  box  was  at  my  old  lodging,  over  the  water,  and  I  had 
written  a  direction  for  it  on  the  back  of  one  of  our  address 
cards  that  we  nailed  on  the  casks:  *' Master  David,  to  be  left 
till  called  for,  at  the  Coach  Office,  Dover."  This  I  had  in  my 
pocket  ready  to  put  on  the  box,  after  I  should  have  got  it  out 
of  the  house;  and  as  I  went  towards  my  lodging,  I  looked 
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about  me  for  aome  one  who  would  help  me  to  carry  it  to  the 
booking-office 

There  was  a  long-legged  young  man  with  a  very  little 
empty  donkey-cart,  standing  near  the  Obelisk,  in  the  Black- 
friars  Road ,  whose  eye  I  caught  as  I  was  going  by,  and  who, 
addressing  me  as  *' Sixpenn*orth  of  bad  ha'pence,*'  hoped 
"I  should  know  him  agin  to  swear  to"  —  in  allusion,  I  have 
no  doubt,  to  my  staring  at  him.  I  stopped  to  assure  him 
that  I  had  not  done  so  in  bad  manners,  but  uncertcdn  whether 
he  might  or  might  not  like  a  job. 

"  Wot  job  ?  "  said  the  long-legged  young  man. 

"  To  move  a  box,**  I  answered. 

"Wot  box?"  said  the  long-legged  young  man.  ^ 

I  told  him  mine,  which  was  down  that  street  there,  and 9  % 
which  I  wanted  him  to  take  to  the  Dover  coach-office  for  six- 
pence. 

"Done  with  you  for  a  tanner  I"   sfud  the  long-legged     . 
young  man,  and  directly  got  upon  his  cart,  which  was  nothing 
but  a  large  wooden-tHy  on  wheels,  and  rattled  away  at  such  a 
rate,  that  it  was  as  nuch  as  I  could  do  to  keep  pace  with  the  • 
donkey.  • •  •  • 

There  was  a  defiant  manner  about  this  young  man ,  and 
particular^  abeuf  the  way  in  which  he  chewed  straw  as  he 
spoke  to  me,  thA  I  did  not  much  like;  as  the  bargain  was 
made,  however,  I  took  him  up-stairs  to  the  room  I  was  leaving, 
and  we  brought  the  box  down,  and  put  it  on  his  cart.  Now, 
I  was  unwilling  to  put  the  direction-card  on  there,  lest  any 
of  my  landlord's  family  should  fathom  what  I  was  doing,  and 
detain  me ;  so  I  said  to  the  young  man  that  I  would  be  glad  if 
he  would  stop  for  a  minute,  when  he  came  to  tl^e  dead- wall 
of  the  King's  Bench  prison.  The  words  were  no  sooner  out 
of  my  mouth,  than  he  rattled  away  as  if  he,  my  box,  the  cart, 
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*r  ?  

Ad  the  donkey,  w^re  all  equally  mad;  and  I  wimi  quite  out  of 
breath  vith  ranving  and  calling  after  him »  i^hen  \  caught  him 
at  the  ^ce  appointed* 

Being  much  flushed  and  excited,  I  tumbled  my  half-*guinea 
ont^f  my  pocket  in  pulling  the  card  out.  I  put  it  in  my  mouth 
for  safety,  and  though  my  hands  trembled  a  good  deal,  had 
jus^tied  the  card  on  very  much  to  my  satisfaction ,  when  I  felt 
myself  violently  chucked  under  the  chin  by  the  long-legged 
young  man,  and  saw  my  half-guinea  fly  out  of  my  mouth  into 
his  hand. 

"Wot!"  said  the  young  man,  seizing  me  by  my  jacket  collar, 
with  a  frightful  grin.  **  This  is  a  pollis  case,  is  it?  You  *re  a 
going  to  bolt,  are  you?  Come  to  the  pollis,  you  young  warmin, 
come  to  the  pollis  1" 

"You  give  me  my  money  back,  if  you  please,"  said  I,  very 
much  frightened ;  "  and  leave  me  alone." 

"Come  to  the  pollis!  *'  said  the  young  man.  **You  shall 
prove  it  youm  to  the  pollis." 

'^Givememy  box  and  money,  will  you,"  I  cried,  bursting 
into  tears. 

The  young  man  still  replied:  '*Com^  to  the  pollis!"  and 
was  dragging  me  against  the  donkey  in  a  violent  manner,  as 
if  there  were  any  affinity  between  that  animal  and  a  ma- 
gistrate, when  he  changed  his  mind,  jumjf^d  into  the  cart, 
sat  upon  my  box,  and,  excluming  that  he  would  drive  to  the 
pollis  straight,  rattled  away  harder  than  ever. 

I  ran  afler  him  as  fast  as  I  could,  but  I  had  no  breath  to  call 
out  with,  and  should  not  have  dared  to  call  out,  now,  if  I 
had.  I  narrowly  escaped  being  run  over,  twenty  times  at 
least,  in  hali!  a  mile.  Now  I  lost  him ,  now  I  saw  him ,  now  1 
lost  him,  now  I  was  cut  at  with  a  whip,  now  shouted  at,  now 
down  in  the  mud ,  now  up  again,  now  running  into  8omebody*s 


« 


234  -    •' 
♦    ^i** 

tamn ,  now  running  headlong  at  a  post.  At  length ,  confused 
by  fright  and  heat,  and  doubting  whether  half  London  might 
not  by  this  time  be  turning  out  for  my  apprehension,  I  left  the 
young  man  to  go  where  he  would  with  my  box  and  money ; 
and,  panting  and  crying,  but  never  stopping,  faced  about  for 
Greenwich ,  which  I  had  understood  was  on  the  Dover  Road : 
taking  very  little  more  out  of  the  world ,  towards  the  resti^t 
of  my  aunt,  Miss  Betsey,  than  I  had  brought  into  it,  on  the 
night  when  my  arrival  gave  her  so  much  umbrage. 


••   • 


CHAPTER  Xni. 

The  sequel  of  my  resolutioo. 

FojK  anjtliiiig  I  know,  I  may  have  had  some  wild  idea  of 
nmning  all  the  way  to  Dover,  when  I  gave  up  the  pursuit  of 
the  young  man  with  the  donkey  cart,  and  started  for  Green- 
wich. My  scattered  senses  were  soon  collected  as  to  t}iat 
point,  if  I  had;  for  I  came  to  a  stop  in  the  Kent  Road,  at  a 
terrace  with  a  piece  of  water  hefore  it,  and  a  great  foolish 
image  in  the  middle,  blowing  a  dry  shell.  Here  I  sat  down 
on  a  doorstep,  quite  spent  and  exhausted  with  the  efforts  I 
had  already  made,  and  with  hardly  breath  enough  to  cry  for 
the  loss  of  my  box  and  hal^inea. 

It  was  by  this  time  dark;  f  heard  the  clocks  strike  ten,  as 
I  sat  resting.  But  it  was  a  summer  night,  fortunately,  and 
fine  weather.  IVhen  I  had  recovered  my  breath ,  and  had  got 
rid  of  a  stifling  sensation  in  my  throat,  I  rose  up  and  went  on» 
In  the  midst  of  my  distress ,  I  had  no  notion  of  going  back. 
I  doubt  if  I  should  have  had  any,  though  there  had  been  a 
Swiss  snow-drift  in  the  Kent  Road. 

But  my  standing  possessed  of  only  three-halfpence  in  the 
world  (and  I  am  sure  I  wonder  how  they  came  to  be  left  in  my 
pocket  on  a  Saturday  night  1)  troubled  me  none  the  less  be- 
cause I  went  on.  I  began  to  picture  to  myself,  as  a  scrap  of 
newspaper  intelligence,  my  being  found  dead  in  a  day  or  two, 
under  some  hedge;  and  I  trudged  on  miserably,  though  as 
fast  as  I  could,  until  I  happened  to  pass  a  little  shop ,  where  it 
wu  written  up  that  ladies*  and  gentlemen's  wardrobes  were 
bought,  and  that  tlie  best  price  was  given  for  rags,  bones, 
and  kitchen-stuff.    The  master  of  this  shop  was  sitting  at  the 
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door  in  his  shirt  sleeves ,  smoking ;  and  as  there  were  a  great 
many  coats  and  pairs  of  trowsers  dangling  from  the  low 
ceiling,  and  only  two  feeble  candles  burning  inside  to  show 
what  they  were,  I  fancied  that  he  looked  like  a  man  of  a  re- 
vengeful disposition,  who  had  hung  all  his  enemies,  and  was 
enjoying  himself. 

My  late  experiences  with  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Micawber  sug- 
gested to  me  that  here  might  be  a  means  of  keeping  off  Uie 
wolf  for  a  little  while.  I  went  np  the  next  bye-street,  took  off 
my  waistcoat,  rolled  it  neatly  under  my  arm,  and  came  back 
to  the  shop-door.  '4f  yon  please.  Sir,**  I  said,  *'I  am  to  sell 
this  for  a  fair  price." 

Mr.  DoUoby  —  Dolloby  was  the  name  over  the  shop-door, 
at  least — took  the  waistcoat,  stood  his  pipe  on  its  head  against 
the  douivpost,  went  into  the  shop,  followed  by  me,  snuffed 
the  two  candles  with  his  fingers ,  spread  the  waistcoat  on  the 
counter,  and  looked  at  it  there,  held  tt  up  against  tlie  light, 
and  looked  at  it  there ,  and  ultimately  said : 

*^What  do  you  call  a  price,  now,  for  this  here  little 
weskit?" 

"Oh!  you  know  best.  Sir,"  I  returned,  modestly. 

*'I  con^t  be  buyer  and  seller  too ,"  said  Mr.  Dolloby.  ^'Put 
A  price  on  this  here  little  weskit." 

"Would  eighteenpence  be"  — I  hinted,  after  some  hesi- 
tation. 

Mr.  Dolloby  rolled  it  up  again,  and  gave  it  me  back.  '*I 
should  rob  my  family,*"  he  snid,  "if  I  wastoofferninepence 
for  it." 

This  was  a  disagreeable  way  of  putting  the  business ;  be^ 
cause  it  imposed  upon  me,  a  perfect  stranger,  the  unplea- 
santness of  asking  Mr.  Dolloby  to  rob  his  family  on  my  ac- 
count.   My  circumstances  being  so  very  pressing,  however 
I  said  I  would  take  ninepence  for  it,  if  he  pleased.    Mr.  Dol- 
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loby,  notwithout  some  grumbling,  gave  ninepence.  I  wished 
him  good  night,  and  T^alked  out  of  the  shop ,  the  richer  by 
thai  sum,  and  the  poorer  by  a  waistcoat.  But  when  I  but- 
toned my  jacket,  that  was  not  much. 

Indeed,  I  foresaw  pretty  clearly  that  my  jacket  would  go 
next,  and  that  I  should  have  to  make  the  best  of  my  way  to 
Dover  in  a  shirt  and  a  pair  of  trowsers,  and  might  deem  my- 
self lucky  if  I  got  there  even  in  that  trim.  But  my  mind  did 
not  run  so  much  on  this  as  might  be  supposed.  Beyond  a 
general  impression  of  the  distance  before  me,  and  of  the 
young  man  with  the  donkey *cart  having  used  me  cruelly ,  I 
think  I  had  no  very  urgent  sense  of  my  difBculties  when  I  once 
tgain  set  off  with  my  ninepence  in  my  pocket. 

A  plan  had  occurred  to  me  for  passing  the  night ,  which  I 
was  going  to  carry  into  execution.  This  was,  to  lie  behind 
the  wall  at  the  back  of  my  old  school ,  in  a  comer  where  there 
used  to  be  a  haystack.  I  imagined  it  would  be  a  kind  of  com- 
pany to  have  the  boys,  and  the  bed-room  where  I  used  to  tell 
the  stories,  so  near  me:  although  the  boys  would  know 
nothing  of  my  being  there,  and  the  bed-room  would  yield  me 
no  shelter. 

I  had  had  a  hard  day's  work,  and  was  pretty  well  jaded 
when  I  came  climbing  out,  at  last,  upon  the  level  of  Black- 
heath.  It  cost  me  some  trouble  to  find  out  Salem  House ;  but 
I  found  it,  and  I  found  a  haystack  in  the  corner,  and  I  lay 
down  by  it;  having  first  walked  round  the  wall,  and  looked 
up  at  the  windows,  and  seen  that  all  was  dark  and  silent  with- 
in. Never  shall  I  forget  the  lon^y  sensation  of  first  lying 
down,  without  a  roof  above  my  head ! 

Sleep  came  upon  me  as  it  came  on  many  other  outcasts, 
against  whom  house-doors  were  locked,  and  house-dogs 
harked,  that  uight  -^  and  I  dreamed  of  lying  on  my  old 
school-b^d,  talking  to  the  boys  in  my  room;  and  found  my- 
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self  sitting  upright,  with  Steerforth*s  name  upon  my  lips, 
looking  wildly  at  the  stars  that  were  glistening  and  glimmering 
above  me.  When  I  remembered  where  I  was  at  that  untlmelv 
hour,  a  feeling  stole  upon  me  that  made  me  get  up,  afraid  of 
I  don^t  know  what,  and  walk  about.  But  the  fainter  glim- 
mering of  the  stars,  and  the  pale  light  in  the  sky  where  the 
day  was  coming,  reassured  me :  and  my  eyes  being  very  heavy, 
I  lay  down  again ,  and  slept  —  though  with  a  knowledge  in  my 
sleep  that  it  was  cold  —  until  the  warm  beams  of  the  sun,  and 
the  ringing  of  the  getting-up  bell  at  Salem  House,  awoke  me. 
If  I  could  have  hoped  that  Steerforth  was  there,  I  would  have 
lurked  about  until  he  came  out  alone ;  but  I  knew  he  must 
have  left  long  since.  Traddles  still  remained,  perhaps,  but 
it  was  very  doubtful;  and  I  had  not  sufficient  confidence  in 
his  discretion  or  good  luck,  however  strong  my  reliance  was 
on  his  good-nature,  to  wish  to  trust  him  with  my  situation.  So 
I  crept  away  from  the  wall  as  Mr.  Creakle*s  boys  were  getting 
up,  and  struck  into  the  long  dusty  track  which  I  had  first 
known  to  be  the  Dover  road  when  I  was  one  of  them,  and 
when  I  Ijt^le  expected  that  any  eyes  would  ever  see  me  the 
wayfarer  I  was  now ,  upon  it. 

What  &  di^erent  Sunday  mpming  from  the  old  Sunday 
morning  at  Yarmouth !  In  due  time  I  heard  the  church-bells 
ringing,  as  I  plodded  on;  and  I  met  people  who  were  going 
to  church;  and  I  passed  a  church  or  two  where  the  congrega- 
tion were  inside,  and  the  sound  of  singing  came  out  into  the 
sun-shine,  while  the  beadle  sat  and  cooled  himself  in  the 
shade  of  the  porch,  or  stood  beneath  the  yew-tree,  with  his 
hand  to  his  forehead,  glowering  at  me  going  by.  But  the 
peace  and  rest  of  the  old  Sunday  morning  were  on  everything, 
except  me.  That  was  the  difference.  I  felt  quite  wicked  in 
my  dirt  and  dust,  and  with  my  tangled  hair.  But  for  the  quiet 
picture  I  had  conjured  up ,  of  my  mother  in  her  youth  and 
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beauty,  weeping  by  the  fire ,  aud  my  aunt  relenting  to  her, 
I  hardly  think  I  should  have  had  courage  to  go  on  until  next 
day.    But  it  always  went  before  me,  and  I  followed. 

I  got,  that  Sunday,  through  three-and- twenty  miles  on 
the  straight  road,  though  not  very  easily,  for  I  was  new  to 
that  kind  of  toil.  I  see  myself,  as  evening  closes  in,  coming 
oTer  the  bridge  at  Rochester,  footsore  and  tired,  and  eating 
bread  that  I  had  bought  for  supper.  One  or  two  little  houses, 
with  the  notice,  "Lodgings  for  Travellers,*'  hanging  out, 
had  tempted  me;  but  I  was  afraid  of  spending  tl^e  few  .pence 
I  had,  and  was  even  more  afraid  of  the  vicious  looks  of  the 
trampers  I  had  met  or  overtaken.  I  sought  no  shelter,  there- 
fore, but  the  sky;  and  toiling  into  Chatham ,  —  which,  in  that 
night's  aspect,  is  a  mere  dream  of  chalk,  and  drawbridges, 
and  mastless  ships  in  a  muddy  river,  roofed  like  Noah's 
arks,  —  crept,  at  last,  upon  a  sort  of  grass-grown  battery 
overhanging  a  lane,  where  a  sentry  was  walking  to  and  fro. 
Here  I  lay  down ,  near  a  cannon ;  and ,  happy  in  the  society  of 
the  sentry's  footsteps ,  though  he  knew  no  more  of  my  being 
above  him  than  the  boys  at  Salem  House  had  known  of  my 
lying  by  the  wall ,  slept  soundly  until  morning. 

Very  stiff  and  sore  of  foot  I  was  in  the  morning,  and  quite 
dazed  by  the  beating  of  drums  aud  marching  of  troops ,  which 
seemed  to  hem  me  in  on  every  side  when  I  went  down  towards 
the  long  narrow  street.  Feeling  that  I  could  go  but  a  very 
little  way  that  day,  if  I  were  to  reserve  auy  strength  for  getting 
to  my  journey's  end ,  I  resolved  to  make  the  sale  of  my  jacket 
its  principal  business.  Accordingly,  I  took  tlie  jacket  off, 
that  I  might  learn  to  do  without  it;  and  carrying  it  under  my 
arm,  began  a  tour  of  inspection  of  the  various  slop-shops. 

It  was  a  likely  place  to  sell  a  jacket  in;  for  the  dealers  in 
second-hand  clothes  were  numerous,  and  were,  generally 
dng,  on  the  look-out  for  customers  at  their  shop-doors. 
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But  ai  most  of  them  had,  hangiDg  up  among  their  stock,  an 
officer's  ooat  or  two,  epaalettes  and  all,  I  was  rendered 
timid  by  the  cofftly  nature  of  their  dealings,  and  walked 
about  for  a  long  time  without  offering  my  merchandise  to 
any  one. 

This  modesty  of  mine  directed  my  attention  to  the  marine- 
store  shops,  and  such  shops  as  Mr.  Dolloby*s,  in  preference 
to  the  regular  dealers.  At  last  I  found  one  that  I  thought 
looked  promising,  at  the  comer  of  a  dirty  lane,  ending  in  an 
inclosure  full  of  stinging  nettles,  against  the  palings  of  which 
some  second-huid  sailors*  clothes,  that  seemed  to  have  over- 
flowed the  shop,  were  fluttering  among  some  cots,  and  msty 
guns,  and  oilskin  hats,  and  certun  trays  full  of  so  many  old 
rusty  keys  of  so  many  sizes  that  they  seemed  various  enoi^ 
to  open  all  the  doors  in  the  world. 

Into  this  shop,  which  was  low  and  smaU,  and  which  was 
darkened  rather  than  lighted  by  a  little  window,  overhung 
with  clothes,  and  was  descended  into  by  some  steps,  I  went 
with  a  palpitating  heart;  which  was  not  relieved  when  an  ugly 
old  man,  with  the  lower  part  of  his  face  all  covered  with  a 
stubbly  grey  beard,  rushed  out  of  a  dirty  den  behind  it,  and 
seized  me  by  the  hair  of  my  head.  He  was  a  dreadful  old  man 
to  look  at,  in  a  filthy  flaxmel  waistcoat,  and  smeUing  terribly 
of  rum.  His  bedltead,  covered  with  a  tumbled  and  ragged 
piece  of  patchwork,  was  in  the  den  he  had  come  from,  where 
another  little  window  showed  a  prospect  of  more  stinging 
nettles,  and  a  lame  donkey. 

"Oh,  what  do  you  want?**  grinned  this  old  man,  in  a 
fierce,  monotonous  whine.  **0h,  my  eyes  and  Hmbs,  what 
do  you  want?  Oh,  my  lungs,  and  hver,  what  do  you  want? 
Oh,gon>o,goroo!*' 

I  was  so  mneh  dismayed  by  these  word^,  and  paif^ealariy 
by  the  repetition  of  the  last  unknown  one,  which  was  a  kind 
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offatfleinlnfltbroat,  that  I  covld  make  no  anfwer;  hereupon 
the  old  man,  itill  holding  me  bj  the  hair,  repeated: 

^*0h,  what  do  70a -want?  Oh,  my  eyes  and  limbs,  what 
do  jon  want?  Oh,  my  lungs  and  liver,  what  do  you  want ! 
Oh,  goTOo! "  —  which  he  screamed  out  of  himself,  with  an 
energy  thai  made  his  eyes  start  in  his  head. 

*'I  wanted  to  know,"  I  said,  trembling,  "if  yon  would 
bay  a  jacket.*' 

''Oh,  let  'b  see  the  jacket!"  cried  the  old  man.  "Oh, 
my  heart  on  fire,  show  the  jacket  to  us  I  Oh,  my  eyes  and 
limbs,  bring  the  jacket  out!'* 

With  that  he  took  his  trembling  hands,  which  were  like  the 
daws  of  a  great  bird,  out  of  my  hair;  and  put  on  a  pair  of 
spectacles ,  not  at  all  ornamentiil  to  his  inflamed  eyes. 

"Oh,  how  much  for  the  jacket?"  cried  the  old  man, 
after  examining  it.  "Oh  —  goroo!  —  how  much  for  the 
jacket?" 

"Half-a-crown,"  I  answered,  recoyering  myself. 

"Oh^  my  lungs  and  liver,"  cried  the  old  man,  "no!  Oh, 
my  eyes ,  no  I  Oh ,  my  limbs ,  no !  Eighteenpence.  Goroo  1 " 

Every  time  he  altered  this  ejaculation,  his  eyes  seemed  to 
be  in  danger  of  starting  out;  and  every  sentence  he  spoke ,  ho 
delivered  in  a  sort  of  tune,  always  ezadSy  the  same,  and 
more  like  a  gnst  of  wind,  which  begins  low,  mounts  up 
high,  and  falls  again,  than  any  other  comparison  I  can  find 
for  it. 

"Wall/*  said  I,  gjlad  to  have  closed  the  bargain,-  "I'll 
take  eigliteenpenee." 

"Oh,  my  liver!"  cried  th«old  man,  throwing  the  jacket 
onasbdf.  "Q«i  out  of  the  shop!  Oh,  my  lungs,  get  out  of 
the  shop!  Oh ,  my  eyes  and  limbs  —  goroo !  -^  dxm\  ask  for 
money;  make  it  an  exchange*" 

Datid  Copper fiM.  L  10 
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I  never  was  so  frightened  in  my  life,  before  or  since;  bnt 
I  told  him  hambly  that  I  wanted  money,  and  that  nothing  else 
was  of  any  use  to  me,  bat  that  I  would  wait  for  it,  as  he 
desired,  outside,  and  had  no  wish  to  hurry  him.  So  I  went 
outside,  and  sat  down  in  the  shade  in  a  comer.  And  I  sat 
tliere  so  many  hours,  that  the  shade  became  sunlight,  and  the 
sunlight  became  shade  again,  and  still  I  sat  there  waiting  for 
the  money. 

There  never  was  such  another  drunken  madman  in  that 
line  of  business,  I  hope.  That  he  was  well  known  in  the 
neighbourhood,  and  enjoyed  the  reputation  of  having  sold 
himself  to  the  devil,  I  soon  understood  from  the  visits  he 
received  from  the  boys,  who  continually  came  skirmishing 
about  the  shop,  shouting  that  legend,  and  calling  to  him  to 
bring  out  his  gold.  *' You  ain*t  poor,  you  know,  Charley,  as 
you  pretend.  Bring  out  your  gold.  Bring  out  some  of  the 
gold  you  sold  yourself  to  the  devil  for.  Come!  It 's  in  the 
lining  of  the  mattress ,  Charley.  Rip  it  open  and  let 's  have 
some!  *'  This,  and  many  offers  to  lend  him  a  knife  for  the 
purpose,  exasperated  him  to  such  a  degree,  that  the  whole 
day  was  a  succession  of  rushes  on  his  part,  and  fights  on  the 
part  of  the  boys.  Sometimes  in  his  rage  he  would  take  me 
for  one  of  them,  and  come  at  me,  mouthing  as  if  he  were 
going  to  tear  me  in  pieces;  then,  remembering  me,  just  in 
time,  would  dive  into  the  shop,  and  lie  upon  his  bed,  as  I 
thought  from  the  sound  of  his  voice,  yelling  in  a  frantic  way, 
to  his  own  windy  tune,  the  Death  of  Nelson;  with  aa  Oh  I 
before  every  line,  and  innumerable  Goroos  interspersed.  As 
if  this  were  not  bad  enough  for  me,  the  boys,  connecting  me 
with  the  establishment  9  on  account  of  the  patience  and  per«> 
severance  with  which  I  sat  outside,  half-dressed,  pelted  me, 
and  used  me  very  ill  all  day. 

He  made  many  attempts  to  induce  me  to  consent  to  an 
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exchange;  at  one  time  coming  out  with  a  fishing-rod,  at 
another  with  a  fiddle,  at  another  with  a  cocked  hat,  at  another 
with  a  flute.  But  I  resisted  all  these  overtures ,  and  sat  there 
in  desperation;  each  time  asking  him,  with  tears  in  my  eyes, 
for  my  money  or  my  jacket*  At  last  he  began  to  pay  me  in 
halfpence  at  a  time;  and  was  full  two  hours  getting  by  easy 
stages  to  a  shilling. 

"Oh,  my  eyes  and  limbs!"  he  then  cried,  peeping  hide- 
ously out  of  the  shop,  after  a  long  pause,  '*will  you  go  for 
twopence  more?  " 

"IcanV'  I  said;  "I  shall  be  starved." 

"Oh,  my  lungs  and  liver,  will  you  go  for  threepence?" 

"I  would  go  for  nothing,  if  I  could,"  I  said,  "but  I  want 
the  money  badly." 

"Oh,  go  —  rool"  (it  is  really  impossible  to  express  how 
he  twisted  this  ejaculation  out  of  himself,  as  he  peeped  round 
the  doorpost  at  me,  showing  nothing  but  his  crafly  old  head) ; 
"will  you  go  for  fourpence?" 

I  was  so  faint  and  weary  tliat  I  closed  with  this  offer ;  and 
taking  the  money  out  of  his  claw,  not  without  trembling,  went 
away  more  hungry  and  thirsty  than  I  had  ever  been,  a  little 
before  sunset.  But  at  an  expense  of  tlireepence  I  soon  re- 
freshed myself  completely ;  and ,  being  in  better  spirits  then, 
limped  seven  miles  upon  my  road. 

My  bed  at  night  was  under  another  haystack,  where  I 
rested  comfortably,  afler  having  washed  my  blistered  feet  in 
a  stream,  and  dressed  them  as  well  as  I  was  able,  with  some 
cool  leaves.  When  I  took  the  road  again  next  morning,  I 
found  that  it  lay  through  a  succession  of  hop-grounds  and 
orchards.  It  was  sufficiently  late  in  the  year  for  the  orchards 
to  be  ruddy  with  ripe  apples ;  and  in  a  few  places  the  hop- 
pickers  were  already  at  work.  I  thought  it  all  extremely 
beautiful,  and  made  up  my  mind  to  sleep  among  the  hops  t^ 
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night:  imagining  some  cheerful  companionship  in  the  long 
perspectives  of  poles,  with  the  graceful  leaves  twining  round 
them. 

The  trampers  were  worse  than  ever  that  day ,  and  inspired 
me  with  a  dread  that  is  yet  quite  fresh  in  my  mind.  Some  of 
them  were  most  feroeioDS-looking  ruffians,  who  stared  at  me 
as  I  went  by;  and  stopped,  perhaps,  and  caQed  alter  me  to 
come  back  and  speak  to  them;  and  when  I  took  to  rpiy  heels, 
stoned  me.  I  recollect  one  young  fellow*—  a  tinker,  I  sup- 
pose, from  his  wallet  and  brazier  —  who  had  a  woman  with 
him,  and  who  faced  about  and  stared  at  me  thus;  and  then 
roared  to  me  in  such  a  tremendous  voice  to  come  back,  that  I 
halted  and  looked  round. 

"Come  here,  when  you  're  called,"  said  the  tinker,  "or 
I  '11  rip  your  young  body  open." 

I  thought  it  best  to  go  back.  As  I  drew  nearer  to  them, 
trying  to  propitiate  the  tinker  by  my  looks ,  I  observed  that 
the  woman  had  a  black  eye. 

"Where  are  you  going?"  said  the  tinker,  griping  the 
bosom  of  my  shirt  with  his  blackened  hand. 

"  I  am  going  to  Dover,"  I  said. 

"Where  do  you  come  from?"  asked  the  tinker,  giving 
his  hand  another  turn  in  my  shirt,  to  hold  me  more  securely. 

"I  come  from  London ,"  I  said. 

"  What  lay  are  you  upon  ?  * '  asked  the  tinker.  "  Are  vou  a 
prig?" 

"N  — no,"  I  said. 

*<  Ain*t  you,  by  G  — ?  If  you  make  a  brag  of  your  hones^ 
tome,"  said  the  tinker,  "I'Uknockyourbrakisout." 

With  his  disengaged  hand  he  made  a  menace  of  str&ing 
me,  and  then  looked  at  me  from  head  to  foot. 

"Have  you  got  the  price  of  a  pint  of  beer  about  you?  "  said 
the  tinker.    "If  you  have ,  out  with  it,  afore  I  take  it  away  i" 
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I  ifcould  certainlj  have  produced  it,  but  that  I  met  the 
woaum*!  look,  and  saw  her  yery  slightly  shake  her  head,  and 
form'' No  1"  with  her  lipe. 

''I am  yery  poor,**  I  said,  attempting  to  smile ,  " and  hard 
got  no  money/' 

"Why,  what  do  you  mean?"  said  the  tinker,  looking  so 
sternly  at  me ,  that  I  almost  feared  he  saw  the  money  in  my 
pocket. 

"Sir!**  I  stammered. 

"What  do  you  mean,"  said  the  tinker,  '*by  wearing  my 
hrother*8  silk  hankercher?  Give  it  over  here!  **  And  he  had 
mine  off  my  neck  in  a  moment,  and  tossed  it  to  the  woman. 

The  woman  burst  into  a  fit  of  laughter,  as  if  she  thought 
this  a  joke,  and  tossing  it  back  to  me,  nodded  once,  as 
slightly  as  before,  and  made  the  word  "Got  **  with  her  lips. 
Before  I  conid  obey,  however,  the  tinker  -seized  the  hand- 
kerchief out  of  my  hand  with  a  roughness  that  threw  me  away 
like  a  feather,  and  putting  it  loosely  round  his  own  neck, 
turned  upon  the  woman  with  an  oath,  and  knocked  her  down. 
I  never  shall  forget  seeing  her  fall  backward  on  the  hard  road, 
and  lie  there  with  her  bonnet  tumbled  off,  and  her  hair  all 
whitened  in  the  dust;  nor,  when  I  looked  back  from  a  distance, 
seeing  her  sitting  on  the  pathway,  which  was  a  bank  by  the 
roadside,  wiping  the  blood  from  her  face  with  a  comer  of  her 
ihawl,  while  h«  went  on  ahead. 

This  adventure  firightened  me  so,  that,  afterwards,  when 
I  saw  any  of  these  people  coming,  I  turned  back  until  I  could 
find  a  hiding-place,  where  I  remained  until  they  had  gone  out 
of  sight;  which  happened  so  often,  that  I  was  very  seriously 
delayed.  But  under  this  difficulty,  as  under  all  the  other 
difficulties  of  my  journey,  I  seemed  to  be  sustained  and  led 
on  by  my  faneiiiil  picture  of  my  mother  in  her  youth ,  before  I 
came  into  the  world.    It  always  kept  me  company.    It  was 
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there,  among  the  hops,  when  I  lay  down  to  sleep ;  it  was  with 
me  on  my  waking  in  the  morning;  it  went  before  me  all  day. 
I  have  associated  it,  eyer  since,  with  the  sunny  street  of 
Canterbury,  dozing  as  it  were,  in  the  hot  light;  and  with 
the  sight  of  its  old  houses  and  gateways,  and  the  stately,  grey 
Cathedral,  with  the  rooks  sailing  round  the  towers.  When  I 
came,  at  last,  upon  the  bare,  wide  downs  near  Dover,  it 
relieved  the  solitary  aspect  of  the  scene  with  hope ;  iind  not 
until  I  reached  that  first  great  aim  of  my  journey,  and  actually 
set  foot  in  the  town  itself,  on  the  sixth  day  of  my  flight,  did  it 
desert  me.  But  then,  strange  to  say,  when  I  stood  with  my 
ragged  shoes,  and  my  dusty,  sunburnt,  half-dothed  figure, 
in  the  place  so  long  desired,  it  seemed  to  vanish  like  a  dream, 
and  to  leave  me  helpless  and  dispirited. 

I  inquired  about  my  aunt  among  the  boatmen  first,  and 
received  various. answers.  One  said  she  lived  in  the  South 
Foreland  Light,  and  had  singed  her  whiskers  by  doing  so ; 
another,  that  she  was  made  fast  to  the  great  buoy  outside  the 
harbour,  and  could  only  be  visited  at  half-tide;  a  third,  that 
she  was  locked  up  in  Maidstone  Jail  for  child-stealing;  a 
fourth,  that  she  was  seen  to  mount  a  broom  in  the  last  high 
wind,  and  make  direct  for  Calais.  The  fly-drivers,  among 
whom  I  inquired  next,  were  equally  jocose  and  equally  dis- 
respectful ;  and  the  shopkeepers,  not  liking  my  appearance, 
generally  feplied,  without  hearing  what  I  had  to  say,  that 
they  had  got  nothing  for  me.  I  felt  more  miserable  and 
destitute  than  I  had  done  at  any  period  of  my  running  away. 
My  money  was  all  gone,  I  had  nothing  left  to  dispose  of;  I 
was  hungry,  tliirsty,  and  worn  out;  and  seemed  as  distant 
from  my  end  as  if  I  had  remained  in  London. 

The  morning  had  worn  away  in  these  inquiries,  and  I  was 
sitting  on  the  step  of  an  empty  shop  at  a  street  corner,  near 
the  market-place,  deliberating  upon  wandenng  towards  those 
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other  plAces  which  had  been  mentioned,  when  a  fly-drrrer, 
coming  by  with  his  carriage,  dropped  a  horsecloth.  Some- 
thing good-natured  in  the  man's  face,  as  I  handed  it  up, 
encouraged  me  to  ask  him  if  he  could  tell  me  where  Miss 
Trotwood  lived;  though  I  had  asked  the  question  so  often, 
that  it  almost  died  upon  my  lips. 

"Trotwood,*'  said  he.  '*Let  me  see.  I  know  the  name, 
too.    OldUdy?" 

"Yes,"  I  said,  "rather." 

"Pretty  stiff  in  the  back?"  said  he,  making  himself 
upright. 

Yes,"  I  said.    "  I  should  think  it  very  likely." 
Carries  a  bag?"  said  he —  "bag  with  a  good  deal  of 
room  in  it  —  is   gruffish,   and   comes   down   upon  you, 
sharp?" 

My  heart  sank  within  me  as  I  acknowledged  the  undoubted 
accuracy  of  this  description. 

"Why  then,  I  tell  you  what,"  said  he.  "If  you  go  up 
there,"  pointing  with  his  whip  towards  the  heights,  "and 
keep  right  on  till  you  come  to  some  houses  facing  the  sea, 
I  think  you  '11  hear  of  her.  My  6pinion  is  she  won't  stand 
anything,  so  here 's  a  penny  for  you." 

I  accepted  the  gift  thankfully,  and  bought  a  loaf  with  it. 
Dispatching  this  refreshment  by  the  way,  I  went  in  the  direc- 
tion my  friend  had  indicated,  and  walked  on  agodd  distance 
without  coming  to  the  houses  he  had  mentioned.  At  length 
I  saw  some  before  me;  and  approaching  them,  went  into  a 
little  shop  (it  was  what  we  used  to  call  a  general  shop,  at 
home),  and  inquired  if  they  could  have  the  goodness  to  tell 
me  where  Mbs  Trotwood  lived.  I  addressed  myself  to  a  man 
behind  the  counter,  who  was  weighing  some  rice  for  a  young 
woman;  but  the  latter,  taking  the  inquiry  to  herself,  turned 
round  quickly* 


248 

"My  miitress?  "  she  said.  <*  What  do  7011  want  irith  her, 
boy?" 

"I  want,"  I  replied,  "to  speak  to  her,  if  you  please." 

*' To  beg  of  her,  you  mean,"  retorted  the  damsel. 

"No,"  I  said,  "indeed."  But  suddenly  remembering 
that  in  truth  I  came  for  no  other  purpose,  I  held  my  peace  in 
con&»!on,  and  felt  my  face  bum. 

My  aunt's  handmaid,  as  I  supposed  she  was  from  what  she 
had  said,  put  her  rice  in  a  little  basket  and  walked  out  of  the 
shop;  telling  me  that  I  could  follow  her,  if  I  wanted  to  know 
where  Miss  Trotwood  lived.  I  needed  no  second  permission ; 
though  I  was  by  this  time  in  su(A  a  state  of  consternation  and 
agitation,  that  my  legs  shook  under  me.  I  followed  the  young 
woman,  and  we  soon  came  to  a  very  neat  little  cottage  with 
cheerful  bow-windows :  in  front  of  it,  a  small  square  gravelled 
court  or  garden  full  of  flowers,  carefully  tended,  and  smelling 
deliciously. 

"This  is  Ifiss  Trotwood*s,"  said  the  young  woman.  "Now 
you  know;  and  that's  all  I  have  got  to  say."  With  which 
words  she  hurried  into  the  house,  as  if  to  shake  off  the  re- 
sponsibility of  my  appeartmce;  and  left  me  standing  at  the 
garden-gate,  looking  disconsolaiely  over  the  top  of  it  towards 
the  parlour-window,  where  a  muslin  curtain  partly  undrawn 
in  the  middle,  a  large  round  green  screen  or  fan  fastened  on 
to' the  window-sill,  a  small  table,  and  a  great  chair,  suggested 
to  me  that  my  aunt  might  be  at  that  moment  seated  in  awfni 
state. 

My  shoes  were  by  this  time  in  a  woeful  condition.  The 
soles  had  shed  themselves  bit  by  bit,  and  Uie  upper  leathers 
had  broken  and  burst  until  the  very  shape  and  form  of  shoes 
had  departed  from  them.  My  hat  (which  had  served  me 
for  a  night-cap,  too)  was  so  crushed  and  bent,  that  no  old 
battered  handle-less  saucepan  on  a  dunghill  need  have  been 
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asluuned  to  vie  with  it.  My  shirt  and  irowfler«,  stained  wil^ 
heat,  dew,  grass,  and  the  Kentish  soil  on  whieh  I  had  slept— 
and  torn  besides  —  might  hava  frightened  the  birds  from  my 
aunt's  garden,  as  I  stood  at  the  gate.  My  hdr  had  known  no 
comb  or  bmsh  since  I  left  London.  My  faee,  neck,  and  hands, 
from  anaccastomed  exposure  to  the  air  and  sun ,  were  burnt 
to  a  berry-brown.  From  head  to  foot  I  was  powdered  almost 
as  white  with  chalk  and  dust,  as  if  I  had  oome  out  of  a  lime- 
kiln. In  this  plight,  and  with  a  strong  consciousness  of  it, 
I  waited  to  introduce  my  self  to,  and  make  my  first  impression 
on,  my  formidable  aunt. 

The  unbroken  stilhiess  of  tne  parlour-window  leading  me 
to  infbr,  after  a-while,  that  she  was  not  there,  I  lifted  up  my 
eyes  to  the  window  above  it,  where  I  saw  a  florid,  pleasant- 
looking  gentleman,  witli  a  grey  head,  who  shut  up  one  eye  in 
a  grotesque  manner,  nodded  his  head  at  me  several  times, 
shook  it  at  me  as  often,  laughed,  and  went  away. 

I  had  been  discomposed  enough  before;  but  I  was  so 
mueh  the  more  discomposed  by  this  unexpected  behaviour, 
that  I  was  on  the  point  of  slinking  off,  to  think  how  I  had  best 
proceed,  when  there  came  out  of  the  house  a  lady  with  a 
handkerchief  tied  over  her  cap,  and  a  pair  of  gardening 
gloves  OB  her  hands,  wearing  a  gardening  pocket  like  a  toll- 
man's apron,  and  carrying  a  great  knife.  I  knew  her  wpL- 
mediately  to  be  Miss  Betsey,  for  she  came  stalking  out  of  the 
house  exactly  as  my  poor  mother  had  so  often  described  her 
stalking  up  our  garden  at  Blunderstone  Rookery. 

"Go  away!**  sud  Miss  Betsey,  shaking  her  head,  and 
making  a  distant  chop  in  the  air  with  her  knife.  ''Go  along! 
No  boys  here!" 

I  watched  her,  with  my  heart  at  my  lips ,  as  she  marched  to 
a  comer  of  her  garden,  and  stooped  to  dig  up  some  little  root 
there.    Then,  without  a  scrap  of  courage,  but  with  a  grep** 
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deal  of  desperation,  I  went  softly  in  and  stood  beside  her^ 
touching  her  with  mj  finger. 

**Ifyoa  please,  Ma*am,"  I  J)egan. 

She  started ,  and  looked  ap. 

''If  you  please,  aunt/' 

"Eh?'*  exclaimed  Miss  Betsey,  in  a  tone  of  amazement  I 
have  neyer  heard  approached. 

''If  you  please,  aunt,  I  am  your  nephew." 

"Oh,  Lord  I"  said  my  aunt.  And  sat  flat  down  in  the 
garden-path. 

"I  am  David  Copperfield,  of  Blunderstone,  in  Suffolk-* 
where  you  came,  on  the  night  when  I  was  bom,  and  saw  my 
dear  mama.  I  have  been  very  unhappy  since  she  died.  I  have 
been  slighted,  and  taught  nothing,  and  thrown  upon  myself, 
and  put  to  work  not  fit  for  mo.  It  made  me  ran  away  to  you.' 
I  was  robbed  at  first  setting  out,  and  have  walked  all  the  way, 
and  have  never  slept  in  a  bed  since  I  began  the  journey.*'  Here 
my  self-support  gave  way  all  at  once;  and  with  a  movement  of 
my  hands ,  intended  to  show  her  my  ragged  state ,  and  call  it  to 
witness  that  I  had  suffered  something,  I  broke  into  a  passion  of 
crying,  which  I  suppose  had  been  pent  up  within  me  all  the 
week. 

My  aunt,  with  every  sort  of  expression  but  wonder  dis- 
charged from  her  countenance,  sat  on  the  grav^,  staring  at  me, 
until  I  began  to  cry;  when  she  got  up  in  a  great  hurry,  collared 
me ,  and  took  me  into  the  parlour.  Her  first  proceeding  there 
was  to  unlock  a  tall  press,  bring  out  several  bottles,  and  pour 
some  of  the  contents  of  each  into  my  mouth.  I  think  they  must 
have  been  taken  out  at  random,  for  I  am  sure  I  tasted  anis-seed 
water,  anchovy  sauce,  and  salad  dressing.  When  she  had  ad- 
ministered these  restoratives,  as  I  was  still  quite  hysterical,  and 
unable  to  controul  my  sobs,  she  put  me  on  the  sofa,  with  a 
shawl  under  my  head,  and  the  handkerchief  from  her  own  head 
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under  my  feet,  lest  I  should  snUy  the  cover;  and  then,  sitting 
herself  down  behind  the  green  fan  or  screen  I  have  already 
mentioned,  so  that  I  conld  not  see  her  face,  ejaculated  at  inter- 
vals, *<  Mercy  on  ns  I**  letting  those  exclamations  off  like  minute 
guns. 

After  a  time  she  rang  the  bell.  "Janet,"  said  my  aunt, 
when  her  servant  came  in.  '*6o  up  stairs,  give  my  compli- 
ments to  Mr.  Dick,  and  say  I  wish  to  speak  to  him.*' 

Janet  looked  a  little  surprised  to  see  me  lying  stiffly  on  the 
sofa  (I  was  afraid  to  move  lest  it  should  be  displeasing  to  my 
annt) ,  but  went  on  her  errand.  My  aunt,  with  her  hands  be- 
hind her,  walked  up  and  down  the  room ,  until  the  gentle- 
man who  had  squinted  at  me  from  the  upper  window  came  in 
laughing. 

"Mr.  Dick,"  said  my  annt,  "don't  be  a  fool,  because  no- 
body can  be  more  discreet  than  you  can,  when  you  choose.  We 
all  know  that.    So  don't  be  a  fool ,  whatever  you  are." 

The  gentleman  was  serious  immediately,  and  looked  at 
me,  I  thought,  as  if  he  would  entreat  me  to  say  nothing  about 
the  window. 

"Mr.  Dick,"  said  my  aunt,  "you  have  heard  me  mention 
David  Copperfield?  Now  don't  pretend  not  to  have  a  memory, 
because  you  and  I  know  better." 

"David  Copperfield?"  said  Mr.  Dick,  who  did  not  appear 
to  me  to  remember  much  about  it.  "  David  Copperfield  ?  Oh 
yes ,  to  be  sure.    David,  certainly  J  * 

"WeU,"  said  my  aunt,  "this  is  his  boy — his  son.  He  would 
be  as  like  his  father  as  it 's  possible  to  be,  if  he  was  not  so  like 
his  mother,  too." 

"  His  son  ?"  said  Mr.  Dick.  "  David's  son  ?  Indeed  I " 

'*Yes,"  pursued  my  aunt,  "and  he  has  done  a  pretty  piece 
of  business.  He  has  run  away.  Ah!  His  sister,  Betsey  Trot- 
wood,  never  would  have  run  away."    My  aunt  shook  her  head 


\ 
\ 


U2 


fimly;  oonfictoni  m  ike  cbjuracter  aad  behaTiotur  of  the  gvlwho 
neTer  wm  born. 

"Ohl  70a  think  she  wouldn't  have  ran  away?'*  said 
Mr.  Dick. 

''Bless  and  save  the  man,'*  exclaimed  my  aunt,  shaiply, 
"how  he  talks  1  Don't  I  know  she  wouldn't?  She  would  have 
lived  with  her  god-mother,  and  we  should  have  been  devoted 
to  one  another.  Where,  in  the  name  of  wonder,  should  his 
sister,  Betsey  Trotwood,  have  run  firom ,  or  to?  " 

"Nowhere,"  said  Mr.  Dick. 

"Well  then,"  returned  my  aunt,  softened  by  the  reply, 
"how  can  you  pretend  to  be  ifool-gathering,  Dick,  whenyoo 
are  as  sharp  as  a  surgeon's  lancet?  Now,  here  you  see  young 
David  Copperfield,  and  the  question  I  put  to  you  is,  what  shall 
I  do  with  him?" 

"What  shall  you  do  with  him?"  said  Mr.  Dick,  feebly, 
scratching  his  head.    "  Oh  I  do  with  him  ?  " 

"Tes,"  said  my  aunt,  with  a  grave  look  and  her  forefinger 
held  up.    "Comet  I  want  some  very  sound  advice." 

"Why,  if  I  was  you,"  said  Mr.  Dick,  considering,  and 
looking  vacantly  at  me , "  I  should  — "  The  contemplation  of 
me  seemed  to  inspire  him  with  a  sudden  idea,  and  he  added, 
briskly,  "I  should  wash  him! " 

"  Janet,"  said  my  aunt,  turning  round  with  a  quiet  triumph, 
which  I  did  not  then  understand,  "Mr.  Dick  sets  us  all  right. 
Heat  the  bath  I" 

Although  I  was  deeply  interested  in  this  dialogue,  I  could 
not  help  observing  my  aunt,  Mr.  Dick,  and  Janet,  while  it  was 
in  progress,  and  completing  a  survey  I  had  already  been  enr 
gaged  in  making  of  the  room. 

My  aunt  was  a  tall,  hard-featured  lady,  but  by  no  means  ill- 
Jooking.  There  was  an  inflexibility  in  her  face.  In  her  voice, 
in  her  gait  and  carriage,  amply  sufficient  to  account  for  the 
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v8M  the  htd  made  npoa  a  gentle  crefttnre  like  mj  mother; 
bat  her  features  were  rather  handiome  than  otherwise ,  though 
onbeDdaig  and  aastere.  I  particnlarlx  noticed  that  she  had  a 
very  quick,  bright  eye.  Her  hair,  which  was  grey, was  urraaged 
in  two  plain  divisions,  under  what  I  IfeiieTe  would  be  called  a 
Bieb^ci^ :  I  mean  a  cap,  much  more  common  then  than  now, 
vitk  side-pieces  fastening  nncftp  the  chin.  Her  dress  was  of  a 
k?enderc»ioiir,and  per£acily  neat;  but  scantily  made,  as  if  she 
desired  to  be  as  little  eneumbered  as  possible.  I  remember 
thst  I  tiboaf^t  it,  in  form,  more  lilte  a  ridin^liabit  with  the 
soperinoos  skirt  cot  off,  than  anything  else.  She  wore  at  her 
side  a  gemleBBaii's  gold  watch,  tf  I  might  judge  from  its  size 
and  make ,  Witii  en  appropriate  chain  and  seals ;  she  had  some 
ibe.,^  her  ihroat  not  tmlike  »  sfaiit-eoUar,  and  thingB  at  her 
wrists  like  little  shirt-wnstbands. 

Mr.  Dick,  as  I  have  already  said,  was  grey-headed,  and 
florid:  I  sihoidd  hare  said  all  about  him^  in  saying  so,  had  not 
Ik  head  beat  curiously  bowed  —  not  by  age ;  it  reminded  me 
of  one  of  Mr.  Creakle's  boys'  heads  alter  a  beating  —  and  his 
grey  eyes  prominent  and  large,  with  a  strange  kind  of  watery 
brightness  is  them  thai  made  me,  in  combination  with  his 
Ticant  manner,  his  submission  to  my  aunt,  and  his  childish 
delist  when  she  praised  him,  stfspeet  him  of  being  a  little 
mad;  though,  if  be  were  mad,  how  he  came  to  be  there 
puzsled  me  extremely.  He  was  dressed  like  any  other  or- 
dinary gentleman,  in  a  loose  grey  morning  coat  and  waist- 
coat, and  white  trowseis;  and  bad  his  watch  in  Ids  fob,  and 
lus  money  in  his  pockets :  which  he  rattled  as  if  he  were  very 
proud  of  it. 

Janet  was  a  pretty  blooming  girl,  of  about  nineteen  or 
twenty,  and  a  perfect  picture  of  neatness.  Though  I  made 
BO  (toiher  observation  of  her  at  the  moment,  I  may  mention 
bere  what  I  did  not  discover  until  afterwards,  namely,  that 
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she  was  one  of  a  series  of  prot^g^es  whom  my  aunt  hadtaften 
into  her  service  expressly  to  educate  in  a  renouncement  of 
mankind,  and  who  had  generally  completed  their  abjuration 
by  marrying  tlie  baker.  * 

The  room  was  as  neift  as  Janet  or  my  auut.  As  I  laid  down 
my  pen,  a  moment  since,  to  think  of  it,  the  air  from  the  sea 
came  blowing  m  again,  mixed  wtth  the  perfume  of  the  flowers; 
and  I  saw  the  old-fashioned  furniture  brightly  rubbed  and 
polished,  my  aunt*[i  inviolable  chair  and  table  by  the  round 
green  fan  in  the  bow-window,  the  drugget-covered  carpet,  the 
cat,  the  kettle-holder,  the  two  canaries,  the  old  china,  the 
punch-bowl  full  of  dried  rose  leaves ,  the  tall  press  guarding 
all  sorts  of  bottles  and  pots,  and,  wonderfully  odft  of  keeping 
with  the  rest,  my  dusty  self  upon  the  sofa,  taking  iy>te  of 
everything. 

Janet  had  gone  away  to  get  the  bath  ready,  when  my 
aunt,  to  my  great  alarm,  became  in  one  moment  rigid  with 
indignation,  and  had  hardly  voice  to  cry  out,  '* Janet! 
DonkiesI" 

Upon  which,  Janet  came  running  up  the  stairs  as  if  the 
house  were  in  flames,  darted  out  on  a  little  piece  of  green  in 
front,  and  warned  ofl*  two  saddle- donkeys,  lady-ridden,  that 
had  presumed  to  set  hoof  upon  it;  while  my  aunt,  rushing 
out  of  the  house,  seized  the  bridle  of  a  third  animal  hiden 
with  a  bestriding  child,  turned  him,  led  him  forth  from 
those  sacred  precincts,  and  boxed  the  ears  of  the  unlucky 
urchin  in  attendance  who  had  dared  to  profane  that  hallowed 
ground. 

To  this  hour  I  don*t  know  whether  my  aunt  had  any  lawful 
right  of  way  over  that  patch  of  green ;  but  she  had  settled  it  in 
her  own  mind  that  she  had,  and  it  was  all  the  same  to  her. 
The  one  great  outrage  of  her  life,  demanding  to  be  constantly 
avenged,  was  the  passage  of  a  donkey  over  that  immaculste 
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Bpot.  In  wliateyer  occupation  she  was  engaged,  bowever 
interestmg  to  her  the  conversation  in  which  she  was  taking 
part,  a  donkey  tamed  the  current  of  her  ideas  in  a  moment, 
and  she  was  upon  him  straight.  Jugs  of  water,  and  watering 
pots,  were  kept  in  secret  phices  ready  to  be  discharged  on  the 
oflPending  boys;  sticks -were  laid  in  ambush  behind  the  door; 
sallies  were  made  at  alhhours;  and  incessant  war  prevailed. 
Perhaps  this  was  an  agreeable  excitement  to  the  donkey-boys ; 
or  perhaps  the  more  sagacious  of  the  donkeys,  understanding 
how  the  case  stood,  delighted  with  constitutional  obstinacy  in 
coming  that  way.  I  only  know  that  there  were  three  alarms  be- 
fore the  bath  was  ready ;  and  that  on  the  occasion  of  the  last 
sad  most  desperate  of  all,  I  saw  my  aunt  engage,  single-handed, 
with  a  sandy-headed  lad  of  fifleen,  and  bump  his  sandy  head 
agunst  her  own  gate,  before  he  seemed  to  comprehend  what 
was  the  matter.  These  interruptions  were  the  more  ridiculous 
to  me,  because  she  was  giving  me  broth  out  of  a  table-spoon 
St  the  time  (having  firmly  persuaded  herself  that  I  was  actually 
starving,  and  must  receive  nourishment  at  first  in  very  small 
quantities) ,  and ,  while  my  mouth  was  yet  open  to  receive  the 
•poon,.  she  would  put  it  back  into  the  basin,  cry  "Janet! 
Donkies ! "  and  go  out  to  the  assault. 

The  bath  was  a  great  comfort.  For  I  began  to  be  sensible 
of  acute  pains  in  my  limbs  from  lying  out  in  the  fields ,  and  was 
now  so  tired  and  low  that  I  could  hardly  keep  myself  awake  for 
five  minutes  together.  When  I  had  bathed,  they  (I  mean  my 
sunt  and  Janet)  enrobed  me  in  a  shirt  and  a  pair  of  trowsers 
belonging  to  Mr.  Dick,  and  tied  me  up  in  two  or  three  great 
shawls.  What  sort  ofbtmdle  I  looked  like,  I  don't  know,  but 
I  felt  a  very  hot  one.  Feeling  also  very  faint  and  drowsy,  I 
floon  lay  down  on  the  sofa  again  and  fell  asleep. 

It  might  have  been  a  dream,  originating  in  the  fancy  which 
had  occupied  my  mind-BO  long,  but  1  awoke  with  the  impr 
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sion  that  my  aunt  had  come  and  bent  over  me,  and  pat  mj 
hair  away  from  mj  face,  and  laid  my  head  more  comfortably, 
and  had  then  stood  looking  at  me.  The  words ,  ** Pretty  fel- 
low," or  *^ Poor  fellow,''  seemed  to  be  in  my  ears,  too;  but 
certainly  there  was  nothing  else ,  when  I  awoke,  to  lead  me  to 
believe  that  they  had  been  uttered  by  my  aunt,  who  sat  in  the 
bow'window  gazing  at  the  sea  from  behind  the  green  fan, 
which  was  mounted  on  a  kind  of  swivel ,  and  turned  any 
way. 

We  dined  soon  after  I  awoke ,  off  a  roast  fowl  and  a  pud- 
ding; I  sitting  at  table,  not  unlike  a  trussed  bird  myself ,  and 
moving  my  arms  with  considerable  difficulty.  But  as  my  aunt 
had  swathed  me  up,  I  made  no  complaint  of  being  incon- 
venienced. All  this  time ,  I  was  deeply  anxious  to  know  what 
she  was  going  to  do  with  me ;  but  she  took  her  dinner  in  pro- 
found silence,  except  when  she  occasionally  fixed  her  eyes  on 
me  sitting  opposite ,  and  said,  "Mercy  upon  us!*'  which  did 
not  by  any  means  relieve  ray  anxiety. 

The  cloth  being  drawn,  and  some  sherry  put  upon  the 
table  (of  which  I  had  a  glass),  my  aunt  sent  up  for  Mr.  Dick 
again,  who  joined  us,  imd  looked  as  wise  as  he  could  when 
she  requested  him  to  attend  to  my  story ,  which  she  elicited 
from  me,  gradually,  by  a  course  of  questions.  During  my 
recital ,  she  kept  her  eyes  ou  Mr.  Dick ,  who  I  thought  would 
have  gone  to  sleep  but  for  that,  and  who,  whensoever  he 
lapsed  into  a  smile,  was  checked  by  a  frown  from  my  aunt. 

"Whatever  possessed  that  poor  unfortunate  Baby,  that 
she  must  go  and  be  married  again ,''  isaid  my  aunt,  when  I  had 
finished,  "/can't conceive/*  -sm 

"Perhaps  she  fell  in  love  with  he^  Second  husband,"  Mr. 
Dick  suggested. 

^* Fell  in  love ! "  repeated  my  aunt.  "  What  do  you  mean ? 
What  business  had  she  to  do  it?  " 
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''Feriiaps,*'  Mr.  Dick  Bunpered,  alter  thinking  a  little, 
"she  did  it  for  pleasore.*' 

Tieaenre,  indeed!"  replied  my  aunt.  ''A  mighty  pfea- 
Rire  for  the  poor  baby  to  fix  her  simple  faith  upon  any  dog  of 
8  fellow,  certain  to  ill-use  her  in  some  way  or  other.  What 
did  she  propose  to  herself,  I  should  like  to  know !  She  had 
had  one  husband.  She  had  seen  David  Copperfield  out  of  the 
world,  who  was  always  running  after  wax  dolls  from  hia  cradle. 
She  had  got  a  baby  —  oh,  there  were  a  pair  of  babies  .when 
she  gave  birth  to  this  child  sitting  here ,  that  Friday  night  1  — 
and  what  more  did  she  want?  ** 

Mr.  Dick  secretly  shook  his  head  at  me ,  as  if  he  thought 
there  was  no  getting  oyer  this. 

"She  couldn't  even  have  a  baby  like  anybody  else,"  said 
my  aunt.  "Where  was  this  child's  sister,  Betsey  TrotwoodI 
Not  forthcoming.    Don't  tell  me!" 

Mr.  Dick  seemed  quite  frightened. 

"That  little  man  of  a  doctor,  with  his  head  on  one  side,'* 
said  my  aunt,  "Jellips,  or  whatever  his  name  was,  what  was 
he  about?  All  he  could  do ,  was  to  say  to  me ,  like  a  robin  red- 
breast —  as  he  if  ^  *  It 's  a  boy.'  A  boy !  Yah ,  the  imbecility 
of  the  whole  set  of  *em  1  '* 

The  heartiness  of  the  ejaculation  startled  Mr.  Dick  ex- 
ceedingly; and  me,  too,  if  I  am  to  tell  the  truth. 

"And  then,  as  if  this  was  not  enough,  and  she  had  not 
itood  sufBciently  in  the  light  of  this  child's  sister,  Betsey 
Xrotwood,"  said  my  aunt,  **she  marries  a  second  time  — 
goes  and  marries  a  Mut^rer  ~  or  a  man  with  a  name  like  it — 
•nd  standa  in  this  child*0  light!  And  the  natural  consequence 
is,  as  anybody  but  a  baby  might  have  foreseen,  that  he  prowls 
and  wanders.  He 's  as  like  Cain  before  he  was  grown  up,  as 
he  can  be." 

Bmid  Copperfitdd.  L  17 
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Mr.  Dick  looked  hard  at  me ,  as  if  to  identify  me  in  tliifl 
character. 

'*And  ^hen  there  's  that  woman  with  the  Pagan  name,'* 
said  my  aunt,  '*  that  Peggotty ,  ihe  goes  and  gets  married  next. 
Because  she  has  not  seen  enough  of  the  evil  attending  such 
things,  she  goes  and  gets  married  next,  as  the  child  relates. 
I  only  hope  ,**  said  my  aunt,  shaking  her  head ,  "  that  her  hus- 
band is  one  of  those  Poker  husbands  who  abound  in  tke  news- 
papers ,  and  will  beat  her  well  with  one.'* 

I  could  not  bear  to  hear  my  old  nurse  so  decried,  and  made 
the  subject  of  such  a  wish.  I  told  my  aunt  that  indeed  she  was 
mistaken.  That  Peggotty  was  the  best,  the  truest,  the  most 
faithful,  most  devoted,  and  most  self-denying  ficiend  and 
servant  in  the  world ;  who  had  ever  loved  me  dearly,  who  had 
ever  loved  my  mother  dearly;  who  had  held  my  mother's 
dying  head  upon  her  arm,  on  whose  face  my  mother  had  im- 
pi*inted  her  last  grateful  kiss.  And  my  remembrance  of  them 
both,  choking  me,  I  broke  down  as  I  was  trying  to  say  that 
her  home  was  my  home,  and  that  all  she  had  was  mine,  and 
that  I  would  have  gone  to  her  for  shelter,  but  for  her  humble 
station,  which  made  me  fear  that  I  might  bring  some  trouble 
on  her  —  I  broke  down,  I  say,  as  I  was  trying  to  say  so,  and 
laid  my  face  in  my  hands  upon  the  table. 

"Well,  welll"  said  my  aunt,  "the  child  is  right  to  stand 
by  those  who  have  stood  by  him  —  Janet  I  Donkies  I " 

I  thoroughly  believe  that  but  for  those  unfortunate  don- 
kies, we  should  have  come  to  a  good  understanding';  for  my 
aunt  had  laid  her  hand  on  my  shoulder,  and  the  impulse  was 
upon  me,  thus  emboldened,  to  eml^ce  her  and  beseech  her 
protection.  But  the  interruption,  and  the  disorder  she  was 
thrown  into  by  the  struggle  outside,  put  an  end  to  all  softer 
ideas  for  the  present;  and  kept  my  aunt  indignantly  declaim- 
ing to  Mr.  Dick  about  her  determination  to  appeal  for  redress 
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to  the  laws  of  her  country ,  and  to  bring  actions  for  trespass 
against  the  whole  donkey  proprietorship  of  Dover,  until 
tea-time. 

After  tea,  we  sat  at  the  window  —  on  the  look-out,  as  I 
imagined,  from  my  aunt's  sharp  expression  of  face,  for  more 
invaders  —  until  dusk,  when  Janet  set  candles,  and  a  back- 
gammon-board, on  the  table,  and  pulled  down  the  blinds. 

**Nbw,  Mr.  Dick,*'  said  my  aunt,  with  her  grave  look, 
and  her  forefinger  up  as  before,  "I  am  going  to  ask  you 
another  question.    Look  at  this  child. ' ' 

*' David's  son?"  said  Mr.  Dick,  with  an  attentive,  puzzled 
face. 

"Exactly  so,"  returned  my  aunt.  "What  would  you  do 
with  him,  now?" 

"Do  with  David's  son?  "  said  Mr.  Dick. 

♦*Ay,"  replied  my  aunt,  "with  David's  son." 

"Oh  I "  said  Mr.  Dick.  "Yes.  Do  with  —  I  should  put 
him  to  bed." 

"Janet I"  cried  my  aunt,  with  the  same  complacent 
triumph  that  I  had  remarked  before.  "Mr.  Dick  sets  us  all 
right.    If  the  bed  is  ready ,  we  '11  take  him  up  to  it." 

Janet  reporting  it  to  be  quite  ready,  I  was  taken  up  to  it; 
kindly,  but  in  some  sort  like  a  prisoner;  my  aunt  going  m 
front  and  Janet  bringing  up  the  rear.  The  only  circumstance 
which  gave  me  any  new  liope,  was  my  aunt's  stopping  on  the 
stairs  to  inqi^re  about  a  smell  of  fire  that  was  prevalent  there ; 
and  Janet's  replying  that  she  had  been  making  tinder  down  in 
the  kitchen,  of  my  old  shirt.  But  there  were  no  other  clothes 
in  my  room  than  the  odd  heap  of  things  I  wore;  and  when  I 
▼as  left  there,  witb  a  little  taper  which  my  aunt  forewarned 
me  would  bum  exactly  five  minutes,  I  heard  them  lock  my 
door  on  the  outside.  Turning  these  things  over  in  my  mind, 
I  deemed  it  possible  that  my  aunt,  who  could  know  nothinr 
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me,  might  suspect  I  bad  a  habit  of  running  away,  and  took 
precautions ,  on  that  account,  to  haye  me  in  safe  keeping. 

The  room  was  a  pleasant  one,  at  the  top  of  the  house, 
overlooking  the  sea,  on  which  the  moon  was  shining  bril- 
liantly. Afler  I  had  said  my  ^nwyers,  and  the  candle  had 
burnt  out,  I  remember  how  I  still  sat  looking  at  the  moonlight 
on  the  water,  as  if  I  could  hope  to  read  my  fortune  in  it,  as  in 
a  bright  book;  or  to  see  my  mother  with  her  child,  doming 
from  Heaven,  along  that  shining  path,  to  look  upon  me  ss 
she  had  looked  when  I  last  saw  her  sweet  face.  I  remember 
how  the  solemn  feeling  with  which  at  length  I  turned  my  eyes 
away ,  yielded  to  the  sensation  of  gratitude  and  rest  which  the 
sight  of  the  white-curtained  bed  —  and  how  much  more  the 
lying  seflly  down  upon  it,  nestling  in  the  snow-white  sheets  1 
•—  inspired.  I  remember  how  I  thought  of  all  the  solitary 
places  under  the  night  sky  where  I  had  slept,  and  how  I  prayed 
that  I  never  might  be  houseless  any  more,  and  never  might 
forget  the  houseless.  I  remember  how  I  seemed  to  doat,  then, 
down  the  melancholy  glory  of  that  track  upon  the  sea,  away 
into  the  world  of  dreams. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

My  auDt  makes  up  her  mfnd  about  me* 

Om  going  down  in  the  morning,  I  found  my  aunt  musing  so 
profoundly  over  the  breakfast-table ,  with  her  elbow  on  the 
tray,  that  the  contents  of  the  van  had  oyerilowed  the  teapot 
and  were  laying  the  whole  table-cloth  under  water,  when  my 
entrance  put  her  meditations  to  flight.  I  felt  sure  that  I  had 
been  the  subject  of  her  reflections,  and  was  more  than  ever 
anxious  to  know  her  intentions  towards  me.  Yet  I  dared  nol 
express  my  anxiety,  lest  it  should  ^ye  her  oflence. 

My  eyes,  howeyer,  not  being  so  much  under  controul  as 
my  tongue,  were  attracted  towards  my  aunt  ycry  often  during 
breakfasL  I  neyer  could  look  at  her  for  a  few  moments  to- 
gether but  I  found  her  looking  at  me  —  in  an  odd  tlioughtful 
manner,  as  if  I  were  an  immense  way  ofl*,  instead  of  being  on 
the  other  aide  of  the  small  round  table.  When  she  had 
finished  her  breakfast,  my  aunt  yery  ddiberately  leaned  back 
ID  her  chair,  knitted  her  brows,  folded  het  arms,  and  con- 
templated  me  at  her  leisure,  with  such  a  fixedness  of  attention 
that  I  was  quite  overpowered  by  embarrassment.  Not  haying 
as  yet  finished  my  own  breakfast,  I  attempted  to  hide  my 
confusion  by  proceeding  with  it;  but  my  knife  tumbled  oyer 
my  fork,  my  fork  tripped  up  iny  knife,  I  chipped  bits  of 
bacon  a  surprising  height  into  the  air  instead  of  cutting  them 
for  my  own  eating,  and  choked  myself  with  my  tea  which 
persisted  in  going  the  wroi^  way  instead  of  the  right  one, 
until  I  gave  in  altogether,  and  sat  blushing  under  my  aunt's 
close  scrutiny. 

''Hallo  r*  said  my  aunt,  after  a  long  time. 
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I  looked  up,  and  met  her  sharp  bright  glance  respect- 
fully. 

'*I  have  written  to  him/'  said  my  aunt. 

«*To— ?•• 

"  To  your  father-in-law,"  said  my  aunt.  "  I  have  sent  him 
a  letter  that  I  '11  trouble  him  to  attend  to ,  or  he  and  I  will  fall 
out,  I  can  tell  him  I '* 

''Does  he  know  where  I  am,  aunt?*'  I  inquired,  alarmed. 

"I  have  told  him,"  said  my  aunt,  with  a  nod. 

" Shall  I  —  be  —  given  up  to  him?  "  I  faltered. 

"I  don't  know,"  said  my  aunt.    "We  shall  see." 

"Oh!  I  can't  think  what  I  shall  do,"  I  exclaimed,  "if  I 
have  to  go  back  to  Mr.  Murdstone ! " 

"I  don't  know  anything  about  it,"  said  my  aunt,  shaking 
her  head.     "I  can't  say,  I  am  sure.    We  shall  see." 

My  spirits  sank  under  these  words,  and  I  became  very 
downcast  and  heavy  of  heart.  My  aunt,  without  appearing 
to  take  much  heed  of  me,  put  on  a  coarse  apron  with  a  bib« 
which  she  took  out  of  the  press;  washed  up  th^ teacups  with 
her  own  hands ;  and ,  when  everything  was  washed  and  set  in 
the  tray  again ,  and  the  cloth  folded  and  put  on  the  top  of  the 
whole,  rang  for  Janet  to  remove  it.  She  next  swept  up  the 
crumbs  with  a  little  broom  (putting  on  a  pair  of  gloves  first), 
nntil  there  did  not  appear  to  be  one  microscopic  speck  left  on 
the  carpet;  next  dusted  and  arranged  the  room,  which  was 
dusted  and  arranged  to  a  hair's  breadth  already.  When  all 
these  tasks  were  performed  to  her  satisfaction,  she  took  off  the 
gloves  and  apron,  folded  them  up,  put  them  in  the  particular 
comer  of  the  press  from  which  they  had  been  taken ,  brought 
out  her  work-box  to  her  own  table  in  the  open  window,  and 
sat  down,  with  the  green  fan  between  her  and  the  light,  to 
work. 

"I  wish  you  'd  go  up  stairs,"  said  my  aunt,  as  she  threaded 
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her  needle,  "and  give  my  compliments  to  Mr.  Dick,  and  I  *11 
be  glad  to  know  how  he  gets  on  with  his  Memorial." 

I  rose  with  all  alacrity,  to  acquit  myself  of  this  com- 
mission. 

"I  suppose,'*  said  my  aunt,  eyeing  me  as  narrowly  as  she 
had  eyed  the  needle  in  threading  it,  ''you  think  Mr.  Dick  a 
short  name,  eh?'* 

''I  thought  it  was  rather  a  short  name ,  yesterday  ,**  I  con- 
fessed. 

''You  are  not  to  suppose  that  he  hasn't  got  a  longer  name, 
if  he  chose  to  use  it,''  said  my  aunt,  with  a  loftier  air. 
"Babley  —  Mr.  Richard  Babley  —  that 's  the  gentleman's  true 
name." 

I  was  going  to  suggest,  with  a  modest  sense  of  my  youth 
and  the  familiarity  I  had  been  already  guilty  of,  that  I  had 
better  give  him  the  full  benefit  of  that  name,  when  my  aunt 
went  on  to  say: 

"But  don't  you  call  him  by  it,  whatever  you  do.  He  can*t 
bear  his  name.  That 's  a  peculiarity  of  his.  Though  I  don't 
know  that  it 's  much  of  a  peculiarity,  either;  for  he  has  been 
ill-used  enough,  by  some  that  bear  it,  to  have  a  mortal  anti- 
pathy for  it,  Heaven  knows.  Mr.  Dick  is  his  name  here,  and 
everywhere  else,  now  —  if  he  ever  went  anywhere  else,  which 
he  don't.  So  take  care,  child,  you  don't  call  him  anything 
bta  Mr.  Dick." 

I  promised  to  obey,  and  went  up-stairs  with  my  message; 
thinking,  as  I  went,  that  if  Mr.  Dick  had  been  working  at  his 
Memorial  long,  at  the  same  rate  as  I  had  seen  him  working  at 
it,  through  the  open  door,  when  I  came  down,  he  was  probably 
getting  on  very  well  indeed.  I  found  him  still  driving  at  it 
with  a  long  pen,  and  his  head  almost  laid  upon  the  paper. 
He  was  so  intent  upon  it,  that  I  had  ample  leisure  to  observe 
the  laige  paper  kite  in  a  comer,  the  confusion  of  bund^ 
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manuscript,  the  number  of  pens,  and,  above  all,  the  quantity 
of  ink  (which  he  seemed  to  have  in,  in  half-^gallon  jars  bj  the 
dozen),  before  he  observed  my  being  present. 

"Hal  PhosbusI"  said  Mr.  Dick,  laying  down  his  pen. 
"How  does  the  world  gol  I  Ul  tell  yoa  what,**  he  added,  in  a 
lower  tone,  "I  shouldn't  wish  it  to  be  mentioned,  but  it's 
a  — "  here  he  beckoned  to  me,  and  put  his  lips  close  to  my  ear 
—  "  it  *8  a  mad  world.  Mad  as  Bedlam,  boy !  **  said  Mr.  Dick, 
taking  snuff  from  a  round  box  on  the  table,  and  laughing 
heartily. 

Without  prliiuming  to  give  my  opinion  on  Uiis  question,  I 
delivered  my  message. 

"Well,"  said  Mr.  DiCk,  in  answer,  "my  compliments  to 
her,  and  I  —  I  believe  I  have  made  a  start.  I  think  I  have 
made  a  start,**  said  Mr.  Dick,  passing  his  hand  among  his  grey 
hair,  and  casting  anything  but  a  confident  look  at  his  manu- 
script.   "  You  have  been  to  school?  '* 

"Yes,  Sir,'*  I  answered;  "for  a  short  time.** 

"Do  you  recollect  the  date,"  said  Mr.  Dick,  looking 
earnestly  at  me,  and  taking  up  his  pen  to  note  it  down,  "when 
King  Charles  t)ie  First  had  his  head  cut  off?  " 

I  said  I  believed  it  happened  in  the  year  sixteen  hundred 
and  forty-nine. 

"Well,"  returned  Mr.  Dick,  scratching  his  ear  with  his 
pen,  and  looking  dubiously  at  me.  " So  the  books  say;  but  I 
don't  see  how  that  can  be.  Because ,  if  it  was  so  long  ago, 
how  could  the  people  about  him  have  made  that  mistake  of 
putting  some  of  the  trouble  out  of  Ms  head,  after  it  was  taken 
off,  intomiwfl?" 

I  was  very  much  surprised  by  the  inquiry;  but  could  give 
no  information  on  this  point. 

"It 's  very  strange,"  said  Mr.  Dick,  with  a  despondent  look 
upon  his  papers,  and  with  his  hand  among  his  hair  again. 
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"thai  I  never  can  get  ihat  quite  right.  I  never  can  make  that 
perfectlj  clear.  But  no  matter,  no  matter  I"  he  said  cheer- 
fully, and  rousing  himself,  ** there  ^s  time  enough!  Mj  com- 
pliments to  AGss  Trotwood,  I  am  getting  on  verj  well  indeed.** 

I  was  going  away,  when  he  directed  mj  attention  to 
the  kite. 

*' What  do  yon  think  of  that  for  a  kite?  **  he  said. 

I  answered  that  it  was  a  beautiful  one.  I  should  think  it 
must  have  been  as  much  as  seven  feet  high. 

'*I  made  it.  We  Ul  go  and  ily  it,  you  and  I,"  said  Mr. 
Dick.     "  Do  you  see  this  ?  "  *% 

He  showed  me  that  it  was  covered  with  manuscript,  very 
closely  and  laboriously  written ;  but  so  plainly,  that  as  I  lopked 
along  the  lines,  I  thought  I  saw  some  allusion  to  King  Charles 
the  First*!  head  again,  in  one  or  two  places. 

*' There  's  plenty  of  string,*'  said  Mr.  Dick,  '* and  when  it 
flies  high ,  it  takes  the  facts  a  long  way:  That  *s  my  manner 
of  disusing  *em.  I  don't  know  where  they  may  come  down. 
It  *8  accotrding  to  circumstances,  and  the  wind,  and  so  forth ; 
bat  I  take  my  chance  of  that.'* 

His  face  was  so  very  mild  and  pleasant,  and  had  something 
so  reverend  in  it,  though  it  was  hale  and  hearty,  that  I  wa^not 
sure  but  that  he  was  having  a  good-humoured  jest  with  me. 
So  I  laughed,  and  hie  laughed ,  and  we  parted  the  best  friends 
possible. 

"Well,  child,*'  said  my  aunt,  when  I  went  down  stairs. 
"And  what  of  Mr.  Dick ,  this  morning  ?  ** . 

I  informed  her  that  he  aent  his  compliments,  and  was 
getting  on  very  well  indeed. 

"What  do  you  think  of  him  ?  *'  said  my  aunt. 

I  bad  some  shadowy  idea  of  endeavouring  to  evade  the 
question,  by  replying  that  I  thought  him  a  very  nice  gentle- 
man; bttt  my  aunt  was  not  to  be  so  pat  off,   for  she  lai'' 
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her  work  down  in  her  lap,  and  said,  folding  her  hands 
upon  it: 

"  Come  I  Your  eiater  Betsey  Trotwood  would  have  told  me 
what  she  thought  of  any  one ,  directly.  Be  as  like  your  sister 
as  you  can ,  and  speak  out ! " 

"Is  he — is  Mr.  Dick  —  I  ask  because  I  don't  know,  aunt — 
is  he  at  all  out  of  his  mind ,  then?  **  I  stammered ;  for  I  felt  I 
was  on  dangerous  ground. 

''Not  a  morsel,'*  said  my  aunt. 

"Oh,  indeed!"  I  observed  faintly. 

"If  there  (^anything  in  the  world,"  said  my  aunt,  with 
great  decision  and  force  of  manner,  "that  Mr.  Dick  is  not, 
it 's  that." 

I  had  nothing  better  to  offer,  than  another  timid  "Oh, 
indeed!"  • 

" He  has  been  ealied  mad,"  said  my  aunt.  "I  have  a  selfish 
pleasure  in  saying'  he  has  been  called  mad,  or  I  should  not 
have  had  the  benefit  of  his  society  and  advice  for  these  last  ten 
years  and  upwards  —  in  fact,  ever  since  your  sister,  Betsey 
Trotwood,  disappointed  me." 

"So  long  as  that?  "  I  said. 

^And  nice  people  they  were,  who  had  the  audacity  to  call 
him  mad,"  pursued  my  aunt.  "Mr.  Dick  is  a  sort  of  distant 
connexion  of  mine  —  it  doesn't  matter  how;  I  needn't  enter 
into  that.  If  it  hadn't  been  for  me,  his  own  brother  would 
have  shut  him  up  for  life.     That  *s  all." 

I  am  afraid  it  was  hypocritical  in  me,  but  seeing  that  my 
aunt  felt  strongly  on  the  subject,  I  tried  to  look  as  if  I  felt 
strongly  too. 

"  A  proud  fool ! "  said  my  aunt.  "  Because  his  brother  was 
a  little  eccentric  —  though  he  is  not  half  so  eccentric  as  a  good 
many  people  —  he  didn't  like  to  have  him  visible  about  his 
house,   and  sent  him  away  to  some  private  asylum -place; 
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thongli  he  had  been  left  to  his  particular  care  by  their  de- 
ceased father,  who  thought  him  ahnost  a  natural.  And  a 
wise  man  he  must  have  been  to  think  so!  Mad  himself,  no 
doubt." 

Again,  as  my  aunt  looked  quite  convinced,  I  endeavoured 
to  look  quite  convinced  also. 

*' So  I  stepped  in  ,**  said  my  aunt,  **  and  made  him  an  ofler. 
I  said,  Tour  brother 's  sane  —  a  great  deal  more  sane  than  you 
are,  or  ever  will  be,  it  is  to  be  hoped.  Let  him  have  his  little 
income,  and  come  and  live  with  me.  /  am  not  afraid  of  him, 
/  am  not  proud,  /  am  ready  to  take  care  of  h^^  and  shall  not 
ill-treat  him  as  some  people  (besides  the  asyimn  folks)  have 
done.  After  a  good  deal  of  squabbling,'*  said  my  aunt,  '*I 
got  him ;  and  he  has  been  here  ever  since.  He  is  the  most 
friendly  and  amenable  creature  in  existence ;  and  as  for  ad- 
vice! —  But  nobody  knows  what  that  man's  mind  is,  except 
myself." 

My  aunt  smoothed  her  dress  and  shook  her  head ,  as  if  she 
smoothed  defiance  of  the  whole  world  out  of  the  one ,  and 
shook  it  out  of  the  other. 

'*He  had  a  favourite  sister,"  said  my  aunt,  <'a  good  crea- 
ture ,  and  very  kind  to  him.  But  she  did  what  they  alHft  — 
took  a  husband.  And  he  did  what  they  all  do  —  maAe  her 
wretched.  It  had  such  an  effect  upon  the  mind  of  Mr.  Dick 
(that 's  not  madness  I  hope !)  that,  combined  with  his  fear  of 
his  brother,  and  his  sense  of  his  unkindness,  it  threw  him  into 
a  fever.  That  was  before  he  came  to  me ,  but  the  recollection 
of  it  is  oppressive  to  him  even  now.  Did  he  say  anything  to 
you  about  King  Charles  the  First,  child?  " 

"Yes,  aunt." 

'^Ah!"  said  my  aunt,  rubbing  her  nose  as  if  she  were  a 
little  vexed.  '*  That 's  his  allegorical  way  of  expressing  it.  He 
connects  his  illness  with  great  disturbance  and  agitata  ^ 
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natarally,  aad  that  *8  the  figure,  or  the  simile,  or  whatever 
it*t  called,  which  he  chooses  to  use.-  And  why  shouldn't 
he,  if  he  thinks  proper  1  *' 

I  said:  '^Certainty,  aunt.'* 

"It 's  not  a  business-like  way  of  speaking,"  said  my  sunt, 
"nor  a  worldly  way.  I  am  aware  of  th^t;  and  that's  the 
reason  why  I  insist  upon  it,  that  there  shan't  be  a  word  about 
it  in  his  Memorial." 

"Is  it  a  Memorial  about  his  own  history  that  he  is  writing, 
aunt?" 


"Yes,  child#  said  my  aunt,  rubbing  her  nose  again.  "He 
is  memorialising  the  Lord  Chancellor,  or  the  Lord  Somebody 
or  other  —  one  of  those  people,  at  all  events,  who  are  paid  to 
be  memorialised  —  about  his  affairs.  I  suppose  it  will  go 
in,  one  of  these  days.  He  hasn't  been  able  to  draw  it  up 
yet,  without  introducing  that  mode  of  expressing  himself; 
but  it  don't  signify;  it  keeps  him  employed." 

In  fact,  I  found  out  afterwards  that  Mr.  Dick  had  been 
for  upwards  of  ten  years  endeavouring  to  keep  King  Charles 
the  First  out  of  the  Memorial ;  but  he  had  been  constantly 
getting  into  it,  and  was  there  now. 

W  say  again,"  said  my  aunt,  "nobody  knows  what  thai 
man's*mind  is  except  myself;  and  he 's  the  most  amenable 
and  friendly  creature  in  existence.  If  he  likes  to  fly  a  kite 
sometimes,  what  of  that!  Franklin  used  to  fly  a  kite.  He 
was  a  Quaker,  or  something  of  that  sort,  if  I  am  not  mistaken. 
And  a  Quaker  flying  a  kite  is  a  much  more  ridiculous  object 
than  anybody  else." 

If  I  could  have  supposed  that  my  aunt  had  recounted  these 
particulars  for  my  especial  behoof,  and  as  a  piece  of  con- 
fidence in  me,  I  should  have  felt  very  much  distinguished, 
and  should  have  augured  favourably  from  such  a  mark  of 
her  good  opinion.    But  I  could  hardly  help  observing  that 
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she  had  launched  into  them,  chiefljr  because  the  question  was 
raised  in  her  own  mind,  and  with  very  little  reference  to  me, 
though  she  had  addressed  herself  to  me  in  the  absence  of 
anybody  else. 

At  the  same  time,  I  must  say  that  the  generosity  of  her 
championship  of  poor  harmless  Mr.  Dick,  npt  only  inspired 
my  young  breast  with  some  selfish  hope  for  myself,  but 
wanned  it  unselfishly  towards  her.  I  believe  that  I  began 
to  know  that  there  was  something  about  my  aunt,  notwith- 
standing her  many  eccentricities  and  odd  humours,  to  be 
honoured  and  trusted  in.  Though  she  was  Just  as  sharp  that 
day,  as  on  the  day  before,  and  was  in  and  out  about  the 
donkeys  just  as  often,  and  was  thrown  into  a  tremendous 
8tat«  of  indignation,  when  a  young  man,  going  by,  ogled 
Janet  at  a  window  (which  was  one  of  the  gravest  mis- 
demeanours that  could  be  committed  against  my  aunt*s 
dignity),  she  seemed  to  me  to  command  more  of  my  respect, 
if  not  less  of  my  fear. 

The  anxiety  I  underwent,  in  the  interval  which  necessarily 
elapsed  before  a  reply  could  be  received  to  her  letter  to  Mr. 
Murdstone,  was  extreme ;  but  I  made  an  endeavour  to  sup- 
press it,  and  to  be  as  agreeable  as  I  could  in  a  quiet  %ay, 
both  to  my  aunt  and  Mr.  Dick.  The  latter  and  I  would  have 
gone  out  to  fly  the  great  kite ;  but  that  I  had  still  no  other 
clothes  than  the  anything  but  ornamental  garments  with  which 
J  had  been  decorated  on  the  first  day,  and  which  confined 
me  to  the  house,  except  for  an  hour  after  dark,  when  my 
aunt,  for  my  health's  sake,  paraded  me  up  and  down  on  the 
difir  outside,  before  going  to  bed.  At  length  the  reply  from 
Mr.  Murdstone  came,  and  my  aunt  informed  me,  to  my 
infinite  terror,  that  he  was  coming  to  speak  to  her  himself  on 
the  next  day.  On  the  next  day,  still  bundled  up  in  my 
curious  habiliments,  I  sat  counting  the  time,    flushed  and 
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heated  by  the  conflict  of  sinking  hopes  and  rising  fears  within 
me ;  and  waiting  to  be  startled  by  the  sight  of  the  gloomy 
face,  whose  non-arrival  startled  me  every  minute. 

My  aunt  was  a  little  more  imperious  and  stern  than  nsoal, 
but  I  observed  no  other  token  of  her  preparing  herself  to 
receive  the  visitor  so  much  dreaded  by  me.  She  sat  at  work 
in  the  window,  and  I  sat  by,  with  my  thoughts  running  astray 
on  all  possible  and  impossible  results  of  Mr.  Murdstone's 
visit,  until  pretty  late  in  the  afternoon.  Our  dinner  had  been 
indefinitely  postponed;  but  it  was  growing  so  late,  that  my 
aunt  had  ordered  it  to  be  got  ready,  when  she  gave  a  sudden 
alarm  of  donkeys,  and  to  my  consternation  and  amazement, 
I  beheld  Miss  Murdstone,  on  a  side-saddle,  ride  deliberately 
over  the  sacred  piece  of  green,  and  stop  in  front  of  the  house, 
looking  about  her. 

"Go  along  with  youl"  cried  my  aunt,  shaking  her  head 
and  her  fist  at  the  window.  '*You  have  no  business  there. 
How  dare  you  trespass?  Go  along  1  Oh,  you  bold-faced 
thing!" 

My  aunt  was  so  exasperated  by  the  coolness  with  which 
Miss  Murdstone  looked  about  her,  that  I  really  believe  she 
waa  motionless,  and  unable  for  the  moment  to  dart  out  ac- 
cording to  custom.  I  seized  the  opportunity  to  inform  her 
who  it  was;  and  that  the  gentleman  now  coming  near  the 
oiTeuder  (for  the  way  up  was  very  steep,  and  he  had  dropped 
behind),  was  Mr.  Murdstone  himself. 

"I  don*t  care  who  it  is  1 "  cried  my  aunt,  still  shaking  her 
head,  and  gesticulating  anything  but  welcome  from  the  bow- 
window.  "I  won*t  be  trespassed  upon.  I  won't  allow  it. 
Go  away  I  Janet,  turn  him  round.  Lead  him  off!  *'  and  I 
saw,  from  behind  my  aunt,  a  sort  of  hurried  battle-piece, 
in  which  tlie  donkey  stood  resisting  everybody,  with  all  his 
four  legs  planted  di6rerent  ways,  while  Janet  tried  to  pull  him 
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roop.d  by  the  bridle,  Mr.  Mordstone  tried  to  lead  him  on. 
Miss  Mordstone  struck  at  Janet  with  a  parasol,  and  several 
boys,  who  had  come  to  see  the  engagement,  shouted  vigo- 
lously.  Boi  my  aant,  suddenly  descrying  among  them  the 
young  malefactor  who  was  the  donkey's  guardian,  and  who 
was  one  of  the  most  inveterate  offenders  against  her,  though 
hardly  in  his  teens,  rushed  out  to  the  scene  of  action,  pounced 
npon  him,  captured  him,  dragged  him ,  with  his  jacket  over 
his  head,  and  his  heels  grinding  the  ground,  into  the  garden, 
and,  calling  upon  Janet  to  fetch  the  constables  and  justices 
that  he  might  be  taken,  tried,  and  executed  on  the  spot,  held 
him  at  bay  there.  This  part  of  the  business,  however,,  did 
not  last  long;  for  the  young  rascal,  being  expert  at  a  variety 
of  feints  and  dodges,  of  which  my  aunt  had  no  conception, 
soon  went  whooping  away,  leaving  some  deep  impressions  of 
his  nailed  boots  in  the  flower-beds,  and  taking  his  donkey 
m  triumph  with  him. 

Miss  Mnrdstone,  during  the  latter  portion  of  the  contest, 
had  dismounted,  and  was  now  waiting  with  her  brother  at  the 
bottom  of  the  steps,  until  my  aunt  should  be  at  leisure  to 
receive  them.  My  aunt,  a  little  rufHed  by  the  combat,  marched 
past  them  into  the  house,  with  great  dignity,  and  took  no 
notice  of  their  presence,  until  they  were  announced  by  Janet. 
.  "Shall I  go  away,  aunt?'*  Tasked,  trembling. 
"No,  Sir,"  said  my  aunt.  "Certainly  not  I"  With  which 
she  pushed  me  into  a  comer  near  her,  and  fenced  me  in  with 
a  chair,  as  if  it  were  a  prison  or  a  bar  of  justice.  This  posi- 
tijon  I  continued  to  occupy  during  the  whole  interview,  and 
from  it  I  now  saw  Mr.  and  Miss  Murdstono  enter  the  room. 

"Oh !  '*  said  my  aunt,  "I  was  not  aware  at  first  to  whom  I 
had  the  pleasure  of  objecting.  But  I  don*t  allow  anybody  to 
ride  over  that  turf.  I  make  no  exceptions.  I  don't  allow 
anybody  to  do  it.' 
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"Your  regulation  is  rather  awkward  to  strangers,**  said 
Miss  Murdstone. 

*'  Is  it  I "  said  my  aunt. 

Mr,  Mordstono  seemed  afraid  of  a  renewal  of  hostilitiesy 
and  interposing  began: 

"MissTrotwoodl" 

**  I  beg  your  pardon  /  observed  my  aunt  with  a  keen  look* 
'*You  are  the  Mr.  Murdstone  who  married  the  widow  of  my 
late  nephew,  David  Copperfield,  of  Blunderstone  Rookery  ? — 
Thoug^  why  Rookery,  /  don't  know !  ** 

**I  am/*  said  Mr.  Murdstone. 

"You'll  excuse  my  saying,  Sir,"  returned  my  aunt,  '^that 
I  think  it  would  have  been  a  much  better  and  happier  thixig  if 
you  had  left  that  poor  child  alone.** 

**I  so  far  agree  with  what  Miss.Trotwood  has  remarked," 
observed  Miss  Murdstone,  bridling,  "that  I  consider  oar 
lamented  Clara  to  have  been ,  in  all  essential  respects,  a  mere 
child.** 

"It  is  a  comfort  to  you  and  me,  Ma*am,"  said  my  aunt, 
"who  are  getting  on  in  life,  and  are  not  likely  to  be  made 
unhappy  by  our  personal  attractions,  that  nobody  can  say  the 
same  of  us.** 

"No  doubt  I  **  returned  Miss  Murdstone,  though,  I  thought. 
not  with  a  very  ready  or  gracious  assent.  "And  it  certainly 
might  have  been ,  as  you  say ,  a  better  and  happier  thing  for 
my  brother  if  he  had  never  entered  into  such  a  marriage. 
I  have  always  been  of  that  opinion.** 

"I  have  no  doubt  you  have,**  said  my  aunt.  "Janet,** 
ringing  the  bell,  "my  compliments  to  Mr.  Dick,  and  beg  him 
to  come  down.*' 

Until  he  came,  my  aunt  sat  perfectly  upright  and  stiff, 
frowning  at  the  wall.  When  he  came ,  my  aunt  perfonned  the 
ceremony  of  introduction. 
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"  Mr.  Dick.  An  old  and  intimate  friend.  On  whose  yidg- 
ment,"  said  my  aunt,  with  emphasis,  as  an  admonition  to 
Mr.  Dick,  who  was  biting:  his  forefinger  and  looking  rather 
foolish,  "I  rely." 

Mr.  Dick  took  his  finger  out  of  his  month ,  on  this  hint,  and 
stood  among  the  group,  with  a  grave  and  attentfre  expression 
of  face.  My  aunt  inclined  her  heAd  to  Mr^Murdstonie,  who 
went  on: 

"MissTrotwood :  on  the  receipt  of  your  letter,  I  considered 
it  an  act  of  greater  justice  to  myself,  and  perhaps  of  moro 
respect  to  you  — " 

"Thank  yon,"  said  my  aunt,  still  eyeing  Him  keenly. 
"You  neednH  mind  me." 

"To  answer  it  in  person,  however  inconvenient  the  jour- 
ncy,"  pursued  Mr.  Murdstone,  "rather  than  by  letter.  This 
unhappy  boy.  who  has  run  away  from  his  friends  and  his 
occupation  — " 

'*And  whose  appearance,"  interposed  his  sister,  directing 
general  attention  to  me  in  my  indefinable  costume,  "is  per- 
fectly scandalous  and  disgraceful." 

"Jane  Murdstone,"  said  her  brother,  "have  the  goodness 
not  to  interrupt  me.  This  unhappy  boy,  Miss  Trotwood,  has 
been  the  occasion  of  much  domestic  trouble  and  uneasiness; 
both  during  the  lifetime  of  my  late  dear  wife ,  and  since.  He 
lias  a  sullen,  rebellious  spirit;  a  violent  temper;  and  an 
ailtowfl|}d,  intractable  disposition.  Both  my  sister  and  myself 
have  endeavoured  to  correct  his  vices ,  but  inefiectually.  And 
I  have  felfe  —  we  both  have  felt,  I  may  say;  my  sister  being 
fully  in- my  confidence  —  that  it  is  right  you  should  receive  this 
grave  tokd  dispassionate  assurance  from  our  lips." 

"H  can  hardly  be  necessary  for  me  to  confirm  anything 
stated  by  my  brother^''  said  Miss  Murdstone ;  "but  I  bep 
Ootid  Copperfield.  J-      ik  18 
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observe,  that,  of  all  the  boys  in  the  world,  I  believe  this  is 
the  worst  boy.'* 

"Strong!"  said  my  aunt,  shortly. 

"But  not  at  all  too  strong  for  the  facts,"  returned  Miss 
Murdstone. 

"Ha! "  said  my  aunt.     "  WeU,  Sir?  " 

"I  have  my  own  opinions,"  resumed  Mr.  Murdstone, 
whose  face  darkened  more  and  more,  the  more  he  and  my 
aunt  observed  each  other,  which  they  did  very  narrowly,  "as 
to  the  best  mode  of  bringing  him  up;  they  are  founded,  in 
part,  on  my  knowledge  of  him ,  and  in  part  on  my  knowledge 
of  my  own  means  and  resources.  I  am  responsible  for  them 
to  myself,  I  act  upon  them,  and  I  say  no  more  about  them. 
It  is  enough  that  I  place  this  boy  under  the  eye  of  a  friend  of 
my  own,  in  a  respectable  business;  that  it  does  not  please 
him;  that  he  runs  away  from  it;- makes  himself  a  common 
Yagabond  about  the  country;  and  comes  here,  in  rags,  to 
appeal  to  you.  Miss  Trotwood.  I  wish  to  set  before  you, 
honourably,  the  exact  consequences  —  so  far  as  they  are 
within  my  knowledge  —  of  your  abetting  him  in  this  appeal." 

"But  about  the  respectable  business  first,"  said  my  aunt. 
**If  he  had  been  your  own  boy,  you  would  have  put  him  to  it, 
just  the  ^ame,  I  suppose?  " 

"If  he  had  been  my  brother's  own  boy,"  returned  Miss 
Murdstone,  striking  in,  "his  character,  I  trust,  would  have 
been  altogether  different." 

"Or  if  the  poor  child,  his  mother,  had  been  alive,  he 
would  still  have  gone  into  the  respectable  business,  would 
he?"  said  my  aunt. 

"I  believe,"  said  Mr.  Murdstone,  with  an  inclination  of 
his  head,  "that  Clara  wou!d  have  disputed  nothing,  which 
myself  and  my  sister  Jane  Murdstone  were  agreed  was  for  the 
Ijest," 
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Miss  Murdstone  confirmed  this,  with  an  audible  murmur.  /    . 

"  Humph ! "  said  my  aunt.     "  Unfortunate  baby ! " 

Mr.  Dick,  who  had  been  rattling  his  money  all  this  time, 
was  rattling  it  so  loudly  now,  that  my  aunt  felt  it  necessary  to 
check  him  with  a  look ,  before  saying : 

"The  poor  child^s  annuity  died  with  her?" 

"Died  with  her,"  replied  Mr. Murdstone. 

"And  there  was  no  settlement  of  the  little  property  ^  the 
house  and  garden  —  the  what  *s-its-name  Rookery  without  any 
rooks  in  it  —  upon  her  boy  ?  '* 

"It  had  been  left  to  her,  unconditionally,  by  her  first 
husband,"  Mr.  Murdstone  began,  when  my  aunt  caught  him 
up  with  the  greatest  irascibility  and  impatience. 

"Good  Lord,  man,  there 's  no  occasion  to  say  that.  Left 
to  her  unconditionally  I  I  think  I  see  David  Coppcrfield 
looking  forward  to  any  condition  of  any  sort  or  kind,  though 
it  stared  him  point-blank  in  the  face !  Of  course  it  was  lefb  to 
her  unconditionally.  But  when  she  married  again  —  when 
she  took  that  most  disastrous  step  of  marrying  you,  in  short," 
said  my  aunt ,  "  to  be  plain  —  did  no  one  put  in  a  word  for  the 
boy  at  that  time?" 

"My  late  wife  loved  her  second  husband,  Madam,"  said 
Mr.  Murdstone,  "  and  trusted  implicitly  in  him. " 

"Your  late  wife,  Sir,  was  a  most  unworldly,  most  unhappy, 
most  unfortunate  baby,"  returned  my  aunt,  shaking  her  head 
at  him.  "  That 's  what  she  was.  And  now ,  what  have  you  got 
to  say  next?  " 

"  Merely  this ,  Miss  Trotwood , "  he  returned.  "  I  am  here 
to  take  David  back  —  to  take  him  back  unconditionally,  to^ 
dispose  of  him  as  I  think  proper,  and  to  deal  with  him  as  I 
think  right.  I  tifp  not  here  to  make  any  promise ,  or  give  any 
pledge  to  anybody.  Tou  may  possibly  have  some  idea.  Miss 
Trotwood,  of  abetting  him  in  his  running  away,  and  in  his  co* 
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plants  to  yon.  •  Yaar  manner,  which  I  must  say  does  not  fleem 
intended  to  propittttfee,  induces  me  to  think  it  possible.  Now 
I  must  caution  yon  that  if  you  abet  him  once ,  you  abet  him  for 
good  and  all;  if  you  step  in  between  him  and  me,  now»  you 
mast  step  in,  Mss  Trotwood ,  fov  ever.  I  cannot  tri£e,  or  be 
trifled  with .  *  I  am  here ,  for  the  first  and  last  time ,  to  take  him 
away.  Is  he  ready  to  go  ?  If  he  is  not  —  and  you  tell  me  he 
is  not;  on  any  pretence;  it  is  indifferent  to  me  what  —  my 
doors  are  shut  against  him  henceforth ,  and  yours,  I  take  it  for 
granted,  are  open  to  him.  ** 

To  this  address,  my  aunt  had  listened  with  the  oloseet  at- 
tention, sitting  perfectly  upright,  with  her  hands  folded  on 
one  knee ,  and  looking  grimly  on  the  speaker.  When  he  had 
finished,  she  turned  her  eyes  so  as  to  command  Miss  Murd- 
stone,  without  otherwise  disturbing  her  attitude,  and  said: 

«  Well ,  Ma'am ,  haye  you  got  anything  to  remark  ?  *' 

'* Indeed,  Miss  Trotwood,  *'  said  Miss  Murdstone,  '* all  that 
I  could  say  has  been  so  well  said  by  my  brother,  and  all  that  I 
know  to  be  the  fact  has  been  so  plainly  stated  by  him,  that  I 
have  nothing  to  add  except  my  thanks  for  your  politeness. 
For  your  very  great  politeness ,  I  am  sure,**  said  Mtsa  Murd- 
stone ;  with  an  irony  which  no  more  affected  my  aunt,  than  it 
discomposed  the  cannon  I  had  slept  by  at  Chatham. 

'*And  what  does  the  boy  say?"  said  my  aunt.  *' Are  yon 
ready  to  go,  David?" 

I  answered  no ,  and  entreated  her  not  to  let  me  go.  I  said 
that  neither  Mr.  nor  Miss  Murdstone  had  ever  liked  me,  or 
had  ever  been,  kind  to  me.  That  they  had  made  my  mama, 
who  alwaye  loved  me  deady,  ui^appy  about  me,  and  that  I 
knew  it  well;  and  that  Peggotty  knew  it.  I  said  that  I  had  been 
mere  miserable ■  than  I  thought  anybody  oq^d  believe,  who 
only  knew  how  young  I  was.  And*  I  begged  and  prayed  my 
aunt — I  fbi^  in  what  tenns  now ,  but  I  remember  that  they 
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ftiTeeted  me  Tety  uweh  then  •^  to  befinend  joid  protect  Doe »  for 
m7  fadier'fl  nke. 

«*Mr.  Dick,'*  said  my  mmij  ''what  shall  I  do  with  this 
child?"  • 

Mr.  Didc  conadered,  hesitated^  brightened,  and  rejoined, 
"Haye  him  measured  for  a  suit  of  clothes  directly.  *' 

"Mr.  Dick,"  said  my  aont^  tnnmpfaantly,  "give  me  your 
hand ,  for  your  common  sense  is  invaliiable.  * '  Having  shaken 
it  ivitii  great  cordiality,  she  patted  me  towards  her,  and  said  to 
Mr.Mnrdstbne: 

"Yen  can  ^  when  you  like;  I  *11  take  my  chance  with  the 
boy.  ff  iie  *8  att  yoa  say  he  is,  at  least  I  can  do  as  much  for 
him  tbea,  as  you  have  done.  But  I  don*t  beli£ve  a  word 
of  it." 

^'Miss  Trotwood, "  rejoined  Mr.  Murdstone ,  shrugging  his 
shoulders,  as  he  rose,  **  if  yon  were  a  gentleman «—  " 

'^Bahl  staff  and  nonsense!"  said  my  aunt.  ''Don*ttalk 
tomel" 

*'How  exquisitely  polite!"  exclaimed  Miss  Murdstone, 
rising.    **  Overpowering,  really  I  ^ 

''Do  you  think  I  dan*t  know, "  saad  my  aunt ,  turning  a  deaf 
ear  to  the  sister,  and  continuing  to  address  the  brother,  and  to 
shake  her  head  at  hbn  with  infinite  expression,  ^  what  kind  of 
life  yon  mast  have  led  that  poor,  unhappy,  misdirected  baby? 
Do  yon  think'  I  don't  know  what  a  woeful  day  it  was  for  the 
soft  little  ereatore,  when  ycu  &tst  came  in  her  way  '—  smirking 
and  making  great  eyes  at  her,  I  *11  be  bovnd,  as  if  you  couldn't 
say  boh!  tongoose!" 

"I  never  heard  anything  so  elegant  I "  said  Miss  Murdstone. 

*^Do  yon  think  I  can't  understand  yon  as  well  as  if  I  had 
seen  yoa , "  pursued  my  aunt,  "  now  that  I  do  see  and  hear  you 
—  which ,  I  tell  ^on  candidly,  is  anything  bul  a  pleasure  to  me? 
Oh  yes ,  bless  ns  I   who  so  smooth  and  silky  as  Mr.  Murdstone 


278 


at  first  I  The  poor ,  l>emghted  innocent  had  never  seen  snch  a 
man.  He  was  made  of  sweetness.  He  worshipped  her.  He 
doted  on  her  boy  —  tenderly  doted  on  him!  He  was  to  be 
another  father  to  bim,  and  they  were  all  to  live  together  in  a 
garden  of  roses,  weren't  they?  Ugh!  Get  along  with  you, 
do  1 '  *   said  my  aunt. 

'  *'  I  never  heard  anything  like  this  person  in  my  life  t  *'    ex- 
claimed Miss  Murdstone. 

**  And  when  you  had  made  sure  of  the  poor  little  fool, " 
sdd  my  aunt  —  '*  God  forgive  me  that  I  should  call  her  so ,  and 
she  gone  where  you  won't  go  in  a  hurry  —  because  you  had 
not  done  wrong  enough  to  her  and  hers ,  you  must  begin  to 
train  her,  must  you?  begin  to  break  her,  like  a  poor  caged 
bird,  and  wear  her  deluded  life  away,  in  teaching  her  to  sing 
yoMT  notes?" 

'*  This  is  either  insanity  or  intoxication, "  said  Miss  Murd* 
stone,  in  a  perfect  agony  at  not  being  able  to  turn  the  current 
of  my  aunt's  address  towards  herself;  **and  my  suspicion  is, 
that  it 's  intoxication. " 

Miss  Betsey,  without  taking  the  least  notice  of  the  inter- 
ruption ,  continued  to  address  herself  to  Mr.  Murdstone  as  if 
there  had  been  no  such  thing. 

"Mr.  Murdstone,"  she  said,  shaking  her  finger  at  him, 
"yon  were  a  tyrant  to  the  simple  baby,  and  you  broke  her 
heart.  She  was  a  loving  baby  —  I  know  that ;  I  knew  it,  years 
before  you  ever  saw  her  -^  and  through  the  best  part  of  her 
weakness ,  you  gave  her  the  wounds  she  died  of.  |  There  is  the 
truth  for  your  comfort,  however  you  like  it.  And  yon  and 
your  instruments  may  make  the  most  of  it. " 

"Allow  me  to  inquire,  Miss  Trotwood , "  interposed  Miss 
Murdstone,  "whom  you  are  pleased  to  call,  in  a  choice  of 
words  in  which  I  am  not  experienced ,  my  brother's  instru- 
ments?" 
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Still  stone-deaf  to  the  voice ,  and  utterly  unmoved  by  it, 
MisB  Betsey  pursued  her  discourse. 

^It  was  dear  enough ,  as  I  have  told  you ,  years  before  2^011 
ever  saw  her  —  and  why,  in  the  mysterious  dispensations  of 
Providence,  you  ever  did  see  her,  is  more  than  humanity  can 
comprehend  —  it  was  clear  enough  that  the  poor  soil  little 
thing  would  marry  somebody,  at  some  time  or  other;  but  I  did 
hope  it  wouldn't  have  been  as  bad  as  it  has  turned  out.  That 
was  the  time,  Mr.  Murdstone ,  when  she  gave  birth  to  her  boy 
here, "  said  my  aunt;  "  to  the  poor  child  you  sometimes  tor- 
mented her  through  afterwards,  which  is  a  disagreeable  re- 
membrance, and  makes  the  sight  of  him  odious  now.  Aye, 
aye  I  you  needn't  wince! "  said  my  aunt,  "I  know  it 's  true 
without  that. " 

He  had  stood  by  the  door,  all  this  while,  observant  of  her 
with  a  fmile  upon  his  face,  though  his  black  eyebrows  were 
heavily  contracted.  I  remarked  now,  that,  though  the  smile 
was  on  his  face  still ,  his  colour  had  gone  in  a  moment ,  and  ho 
seemed  to  breathe  as  if  he  had  been  running. 

"Good  day.  Sir!"  said  my  aunt,  "and  good  bye!  Good 
day  to  you  too,  Ma'am,"  said  my  aunt,  turning  suddenly 
upon  his  sister.  "  Let  me  see  you  ride  a  donkey  over  my  green 
again,  and  as  sure  as  you  have  a  head  apon  your  shoulders,  I  Ul 
knock  your  bonnet  off,  and  tread  upon  it ! " 

It  would  require  a  painter,  and  no  conmion  painter  too,  to 
depict  my  aunt's  face  as  she  delivered  herself  of  this  very 
unexpected  sentiment,  and  Miss  Murdstone's  face  as  she 
heard  it.  But  the  manner  of  the  ^eech ,  no  less  than  the 
matter,  was  so  fiery,  that  Miss  Murdstone,  without  a  word  in 
answer,  discreetly  put  her  arm  through  her  brother's,  and 
walked  haughtily  out  of  the  cottage;  my  aunt  remaining  in  the 
window  looking^  after  them;  prepared,  I  have  no  doubt,  '^^ 
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oaae  of  tiie  4onke/«  Feuppearance,  to  'Carry  li^  tiu*6at  into 
instant  execution. 

No  attempt  at  defiance  being  made,  however^  het  face 
gradualijr  relaxed,  and  became  so  pleasani,  tltat  I  iras  •em- 
boldened to  kiss  and  thank  her;  which  I  did  with  great 
heartiness^  and  with  both  my  arms  clasped  nound  her  neck.  I 
then  shook  hands  with  Mr.  Di<^,  who  ikook  kands  wiith  me  a 
gre^t  many  times ,  and  hailed  this  hi^py  dose  of  the  pcoceed- 
ings  with  repeated  bursts  of  lau^bter. 

^*Yosa  '11  consider  yourself  guardian,  jointly  with  me,  of 
this  child,  Mr.Didk,"  said  my  aunt. 

'*I  shall  be  delighted,**  said  Mr.  Dick,  *'  to  be  the  guardian 
of  David's  son." 

"Very  good,"  returned  my  aunt,  "^/la^'x  settled.  Ikave 
been  thinking,  do  you  knoiit;,  Mr.  Dick,  thajt  I  might  call  him 
Trotwood?" 

"Certainly,  certainly.  Call  him  Trotwood,  certainly,"  said 
Mr.  Dick.    "David's  son 's  Trotwood." 

"Trotwood  Copperfield,  you  mean,"  returned  my  aunt. 

"Yes,  to  be  sure.  Yes.  Trotwood  Copperfield,"  said 
Mr.  Dick,  a  little  abashed. 

My  aunt  took  so  kindly  to  the  notion,  that  some  ready- 
made  clothes,  which  were  purchased  for  me  that  afternoon, 
were  marked  "Trotwood  Copperfield,"  in  her  own  hand- 
writing, and  in  indelible  marking-ink,  before  I  put  them  on; 
and  it  was  settled  <^t  all  the  other  clothes  which  were  ordered 
to  be  made  for  me  (a  complete  outfit  was  bespoke  that  after- 
noon) should  be  marked  in  the  same  way. 

Thus  I  began  my  new  life,  in  a  new  name,  and  with 
everything  new  about  me.  Now  that  the  state  of  doabt  was 
over,  I  felt,  for  many  days,  like  one  in  a  dream.  I  never 
thought  that  I  had  a  curious  couple  of  guardians,  in  my  aunt 
and  Mr.  Dick.    I  never  thought  of  anything  about  myself, 
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distincUj.  Tbe  two  things  cleftrest  in  my  mind  were ,  that  a 
remoteness  had  come  upon  the  old  Blunderstone  life — which 
seemed  to  lie  in  the  iiaze  of  am  iooneasurable  distance;  and 
that  a  cnrtain  had  for  eve*  fallen  on  my  life  at  Murdstone  and 
Grinby's.  No  one  has  ever  raised  that  curtain  since.  I  have 
Hfteditforamoment,  even  in  this  nanrativ^,  witb  a  reloetant 
hand,  and  dropped  it  gladly.  The  romembraBee  of  that  life 
is  £nu^ht  with  so  mnch  pain  to  me,  with  so  much  mexrtal 
suffering  and  want  of  hope ,  that  I  have  never  had  the  'eourage 
evm  to  examine  how  long  I  was  doomed  to  load  it.  Whether 
it  lasted  for  a  year,  or  more,  or  less,  I  do  w)t  know.  I  oniy 
know  that  it  was,  and  ceased  to  be;  and  tiiat  I  have  written, 
and  there  I  leave  it. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

I  make  aDOlher  beginolng. 

Mb.  Dick  and  I  soon  became  the  best  of  friends ,  and  very 
often,  when  his  day's  work  was  done,  went  out  together  to  fly 
the  great  kite.  Every  day  of  his  life  he  had  a  long  sitting  at 
the  Memorial,  which  never  made  the  least  progress,  however 
hard  belaboured,  for  King  Charles  the  First  always  strayed 
into  it,  sooner  or  later,  and  then  it  was  thrown  aside,  and 
another  one  begun.  The  patience  and  hope  with  which  he 
bore  these  perpetual  disappointments ,  the  mild  perception  he 
had  that  there  was  something  wrong  about  King  Charles  the 
First,  the  feeble  efforts  he  made  to  keep  him  out,  and^'the 
certainty  with  which  he  came  in ,  and  tumbled  the  Memorial 
out  of  all  shape,  made  a  deep  impression  on  me.  What  Mr. 
Dick  supposed  would  come  of  the  Memorial,  if  it  were  com- 
pleted; where  he  thought  it  was  to  go,  or  what  he  thought  it 
was  to  do;  he  knew  no  more  than  anybody  else,  I  believe. 
Nor  was  it  at  all  necessary  that  he  should  trouble  himself  with 
such  questions,  for  if  anything  were  certain  under  the  sun,  it 
was  certain  that  the  Memorial  never  would  be  finished. 

It  was  quite  an  affecting  sight,  I  used  to  think,  to  see  him 
with  the  kite  when  it  was  up  a  great  height  in  the  air.  What 
he  had  told  me,  in  his  room,  about  his  belief  in  its  dissemina- 
ting the  statements  pasted  on  it,  which  were  nothing  but  old 
leaves  of  abortive  Memorials ,  might  have  been  a  fancy  with 
him  sometimes;  but  not  when  he  was  out,  looking  up  at 
the  kite  in  the  sky,  and  feeling  it  pull  and  tug  at  his  hand. 
He  never  looked  so  serene  as  he  did  then.  I  used  to  fancy,  $a 
I  sat  by  him  of  an  evening ,  on  a  green  slope ,  and  saw  him 
watoh  the  kite  high  in  the  quiet  air,  that  it  lifted  his  mind  oat 
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of  its  confusion,  and  bore  it  (such  was  my  boyish  thought) 
into  the  skies.  As  he  wound  the  string  in,  and  it  came  lower 
and  lower  down  out  of  the  beautiful  light,  until  it  fluttered  to 
the  ground,  and  lay  there  like'  a  dead  thing,  he  seemed  to  wake 
gradually  out  of  a  dream;  and  I  remember  to  have  seen  him 
take  it  up,  and  look  about  him  in  a  lost  way,  as  if  they  had  both 
come  down  together,  so  that  I  pitied  .him  with  all  my  heart. 

While  I  advanced  in  friendship  and  intimacy  with  Mr. 
Dick,  I  did  not  go  backward  in  the  favour  of  his  staunch  friend, 
my  aunt.  She  took  so  kindly  to  me,  that,  in  the  course  of  a  few 
weeks,  she  shortened  my  adopted  name  of  TrOtwood  into 
Trot;  and  even  encouraged  me  to  hope  that  if  J  went  on  as  I 
bad  begun ,  I  might  take  equal  rank  in  her  affections  with  my 
sister  Betsey  Trotwood. 

"Trot,"  said  my  aunt  one  evening,  when  the  backgammon- 
board  was  placed  as  usual  for  herself  and  Mr.  Dick,  *'wo  must 
not  forget  your  education.*' 

This  was  my  only  subject  of  anxiety,  and  I  felt  quite  do- 
lighted  by  her  referring  to  it. 

** Should  you  like  to  go  to  school  at  Canterbury?  *'  said  mf 
annt. 

I  replied  that  I  should  like  it  very  much,  as  it  was  so  near 
her. 

"Grood,"  said  my  aunt.  "Should  you  like  to  go  to-morrow?" 

Being  already  no  stranger  to  the  general  rapidity  of  my 
aont^s  Evolutions,  I  was  not  surprised  by  the  suddenness  of  the 
proposal ,  and  said :  "  Yes. *' 

*'  Good ,"  ^^id  my  aunt  again.  "  Janet ,  hire  the  grey  pony 
and  chaise  to-morrow  morning  at  ten  o'clock,  and  pack  up 
Master  Trotwood's  clothes  to-night." 

I  was  greatly  elated  by  these  orders;  but  my  heart  smote  me 
for  my  selfishnefltlvvhen  I  witnessed  their  effect  on  Mr.  Dick, 
vho  was  so  low-spirited.at  the  prospect  of  qur  separation ,  and 
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pbtyed  «o  «itl  ia  eonaequence^  tkat  my  amit,  4ufter  giving  Ite 
seyeonl  admoiutorj  raps  on  the  dcimckles  with  her  di^4Moc, 
shut  Qp  tiho  board,  ancL  deduked  to  play  with  him  imy  loecre. 
Bat  y  on  hearing  from  my  annt  <liat  I  shotdd  «oimcltiift68  <:ome 
over  on  a  Satnrday,  and  that  he  oould  sometimes  come  and  aee 
me  on  a  Wednesday,  he  reviTed ;  and  Towed  to  make  another 
kite  for  those  occasions,  of  proportions  greatly  surpassing  the 
present  one.  In  the  morning  he  was  downhearted  again ,  and 
would  haye  sustained  himself  by  giving  me  all  the  money  he 
had  in  his  possession ,  gold  and  silver  too,  if  my  aunt  had  not 
interposed,  and  limited  the  gift  to  five  shillings^  which,  at  his 
earnest  petition,  were  afterwards  increased  to  ten.  We  parted 
at  the  garden-gate  in  a  most  affectionate  maniMr,  and  Mr.  Dick 
did  not  go  into  the  house  until  my  aimt  had  driven  me  out  of 
sight  of  it. 

My  aunt,  who  was  perfectly  indifferent  to  p«iblie  opinion, 
drove  the  grey  pony  through  Dover  in  a  masterly  manner; 
sitting  high  and  stiff  like  a  state  coachman,  keeping  a  steady 
eye  upon  him  wherever  he  went,  and  making  a  point  of  not 
letting  him  have  his  own  way  in  any  respect.  When  we  came 
into  the  country  road ,  she  permitted  him  to  relax  a  little ,  how- 
ever; and  looking  at  me  down  in  a  valley  of  cushion  by  her 
side,  asked  me  whether  I  was  happy. 

*^  Very  happy  indeed,  thank  you,  aunt,"  laaad. 

She  was  much  gratified;  and  both  her  hands  being  occu- 
pied, patted  me  on  the  head  with  her  whip. 

'*  Is  it  a  large  school ,  aunt?  **  I  asked. 

''  Why,  I  don^t  know,"  said  my  aunt.  '<  Wc  are  going  to  Mr. 
Wickfield's  first." 

*'Does  hs  keep  a  school?"  I  asked. 

"No,  Trot,"  saidmy  annt^    "He  kaeps  an  office." 

I  asked  for  no  more  information  abo«t  Mr.  Wickfield,  as 
she  offered  none,  and  we  conversed  on  other  subjects  nntH  we 
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came  ta  CtiBkethnvy,  where,  as  it  wa§  market-day,  my  anaiO  had 
a  great  opportunity  of  ineinoating  the  grey  pony  among  carts, 
baskot0,  vegetables,  and  hnokster's  goods.  The  hair-breadth 
tons  and  twists  we  made,  drew  down  upon  ns  a  Yariety  of 
speeches  from  the  people  standing  about,  which  were  not 
always  complimentary ;  but  my  aunt  dJrovc  on  with  perfect  in- 
differenee,  and  I  dare  say  would  hare  taken  her  own  way  with 
$8  mnch  cocAness  through  an'enemy*s  country. 

At  length  we  stopped  beibre  a  yery  old  house'  bnlghig  out 
over  the  road;  a  house  with  long  low  lattice-windows  bulging 
out  iCiHr  farther,  and  beams  with  carred  heads  on  the  ends 
bulging  oali  to<»,  so  tiiatlftncied  the  whole  house  was  leaning 
forwa»)«  trying  to  see  who  was  passing  on  the  narrow  pavement 
below«  It  was  quite  spotless  in  its  cleanliness.  The  old- 
fashioned  bjmss  knocker  on  the  low  arched  door,  ornamented 
with  carved  garlands  of  fruit  and  flowers,  twinkled  like  a  star; 
thie  two  stoffto  steps  descending  to  the  door  were  as  white  as  if 
they  had  been  covered  with  fair  linen;  and  all  the  angles  and 
comers,  and  carvings  and'  mouldings,  and  quaint  little  panes 
of  glass,  and  quainter  little  windows,  though  as  old  as  the  hills, 
were  aapuve  as  any  snow  that  ever  fell  upon  the  hills. 

Wh«n  the  pony-ehaise  stopped  at  the  door^.  and  my  eyes 
were  intent  upon  the  house ,  I  saw  a  cadaverouaface  appear  at 
t^  small  window  on  the  ground  floor  (in  a  little  round  tower 
that  fiicmed  one  side  of  the  house),  and  quickly  disappear.  The 
low'  ardi|0d  door  then  opened,,  and  the  face  came  out.  It  was 
quite  as  cadaverous  as  it  had  looked  in  tjbe* window,  though  in 
tke  gratHfOf  it  there  war  that  tihge  of  redwfaiah  is  sometimes  to 
be  observed  m  the  skins  of  red-haired  people.  It  belonged  to 
a  redrhaired  person  *^  a  youth,  of  fifteen',  as  I  take  itnow,  but 
looking  much  older --^  whose  hair  wa^  cropped  aa  close  as  the 
dpseat  stubble ;  who  had  hardly  any  eyebrowa,.  and  no  eye- 
laahefl$  and  eyoa  of  a  red-brown ;  so  unaheltered  and  unshaded. 
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thAt  I  remember  wondering  howhe  went  to  sleep.  He  was  high- 
shouldered  and  bony;  dressed  in  decent  black,  with  a  white 
wisp  of  a  neckcloth ;  buttoned  up  to  the  throat;  and  had  a  long, 
lank,  skeleton  hand,  which  particularly  attracted  my  attention, 
as  he  stood  at  the  pony*s  head,  rubbing  his  chin  with  it,  and 
looking  up  at  us  in  the  chaise. 

"  Is  Mr.  Wickfield  at  home ,  Uriah  Heep  ?  **  said  my  aunt. 

"Mr.  Wickfield 's  at  home,  Ma'am,"  said  Uriah  Heep,  "if 
you  '11  please  to  walk  in  there  "  —  pointing  with  his  long  hand 
to  the  room  he  meant. 

We  got  out;  and  leaving  him  to  hold  the  pony,  went  into  a 
long  low  parlour  looking  towards  the  street,  from  the  window  of 
which  I  caught  a  glirapse^.as  I  went  in'  of  Uriah  Heep  breathing 
into  the  pony's  nostrils,  and  immediately  covering  them  with 
Iiis  hand ,  as  if  he  were  putting  some  spell  upon  him.  Opposite 
to  the  tall  old  chimney-piece,  were  two  portraits:  one  of  a  gen- 
tleman with  grey  hair  (though  not  by  any  means  an  old  man) 
and  black  eyebrows ,  who  was  looking  over  some  papers  tied 
together  with  red  tape ;  the  other,  of  a  lady,  with  a  very  placid 
and  sweet  expression  of  face ,  who  was  looking  at  me. 

I  believe  I  was  turning  about  in  search  of  Uriah's  picture, 
when,  a  door  at  the  fkrther  end  of  the  room  opening,  a  gentle- 
man entered,  at  sight  of  whom  I  turned  to  the  first-mentioned 
portrait  again,  to  make  quite  sure  that  it  had  not  come  out  of 
its  frame.  But  it  was  stationary;  and  as  the  gentleman  ad- 
vanced into  the  light,  I  saw  that  ho  was  some  years  older  than 
when  he  had  had  his  picture  painted. 

"Miss  Betsey  Trotwood,"  said  the  gentleman,  ^ pray  walk 
.in.  I  was  engaged  for  the  moment,  but  you  'U  excuse  my 
being  busy.    You  know  my  motive.    I  have  but  one  in  life." 

Miss  Betsey  thanked  him,  and  we  went  into  his  room, 
which  was  furnished  as  an  ofQce,  with  books,  papers,  tio 
boxes,  and  so  forth.    It  looked  into  a  garden,  and  had  an 
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iron  safe  let  into  the  wall;  so  immediately  over  the  manttr- 
shelf,  that  I  wondered,  as  I  sat  down,  how  the  sweeps  got 
ronnd  it  when  they  swept  the  chimney. 

'"Well,  Miss  Trotwood,"  said  Mr.  Wickfield;  for  I  soon 
foond  that  it  was  he,  and  that  he  was  a  lawyer,  and  steward 
of  the  estates  of  a  rich  gentleman  of  ttie  county ;  "  what  wind 
blows  you  here?  Not  an  ill  wind,  I  hope?" 

"No,"  replied  my  aunt,  "I  have  not  come  for  any  law." 

"That 's  right.  Ma'am,"  said  Mr.  Wickfield.  "Ypu  had 
better  come  for  anything  else . "  * 

Bis  hair  was  quite  white  now,  though  his  eyebrows  were 
still  black.  He  had  a  very  agreeable  face,  and,  I  thought, 
was  handsome  There  was  a  certain  richness  in  his  com- 
plexion, which  Fhad  been  long  accustomed,  under  Peggotty's 
tuition ,  to  connect  with  port  wine ;  and  I  fancied  it  was  in  his 
Toice  too ,  and  referred  his  growing  corpulency  to  the  same 
cause.  He  was  very  cleanly  dressed,  in  a  blue  coat,  striped 
waistcoat,  and  nankeen  trowsers;  and  his  fine  frilled  shirt 
and  cambric  neckcloth  looked  unusually  soft  and  white,  re- 
minding my  strolling  fancy  (I  call  to  mind)  of  the  plumage  on 
the  breast  of  a  swan. 

"  This  is  my  nephew , "  said  my  au nt . 

"Wasn't  aware  you  had  one.  Miss  Trotwood,"  said  Mr. 
Wickfield. 

^My  grand-nephew,  that  is  to  say ,"  observed  my  aunt. 
'W^asn't  aware  you  had  a  grand-nephew,  I  give  you  my 
word,"  said  Mr.  Wickfield. 

"I  have  adopted  him,"  said  my  aunt,  with  a  wave  of  her 
hand,  importing  that  his  knowledge  and  his  ignorance  were 
all  one  to  her,  "and  I  have  bro.ught  him  here,  to  put  him  to  a 
school  where  he  may  be  thoroughly  well  taught,  and  well 
treated.  Now  tell  me  where  that  school  is ,  and  what  it  is, 
and  all  about  it."  • 
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'^'Before  I  caa  ftdyise  you  properly/*  said  Mr.  Wickfiold, 
—  '*  th^  old  question,  you  know.  What 's  your  motwe  in  this  ?  " 

"Deuce  take  the  man!'*  exclaimed  my  aunt.  "Always 
fishing  for  motives,  when  they  *re  on  the  surface!  Why,  to 
make  the  child  happy  and  useful.** 

"  It  must  be  a  mixed  motive ,  I  think  ,*  *  said  Mr.  Wickfield, 
shaking  his  liead  and  smiling  incredulously. 

"A  mixed  fiddlestick!**  returned  my  aunt.  "Yon  claim 
to  have  one  plain  motive  in  aU  you  do  yourself.  Yon  don't 
si^pose,  I  hope,  that  you  are  the  only  plain  dealer  in  the 
world?** 

"Ay,  but  I  have  only  one  motive  in  life.  Miss  Trotwood,** 
he  rejoined,  smiling.  "Other  people  have  dozens,  scores, 
hundreds.  I  have  only  one.  There 's  the  difference.  How- 
ever, that  *s  beside  the  question.  The  best  school?  Whatever 
the  motive ,  you  want  the  best?  ** 

Hy  aunt  nodded  assent. 

"At  the  best  we  have,**  said  Mr.  Wickneld,  considering, 
"your  nephew  couldn't  board  just  now.*' 

"But  he  could  board  somewhere  elae,  I  suppose?'*  sug- 
gested my  aunt. 

Mr.  Wickfield  thought  I  could.  After  a  little  discussion, 
he  proposed  to  take  my  aunt  to  the  school^  that  she  might  see 
it  and  judge  for  herself ;  also,  to  take  her,  with  the  same  ob- 
ject, to  two  or  three  houses  where  he  thoaght  I  could  be 
boarded.  My  aunt  embracing  the  proposal ,  we  were  all  three 
going  out  together,  when  he  stopped  and  said : 

"Our  little  friend  here  might  have  some  motive,  perhaps, 
for  objecting  to  thearrangements.  I  think  w«  had  better  leave 
him  behind?*' 

My  auntaeemed  disposed  to  contest  tha point ;.  but  to  faci- 
litate matters  I  said  I  would  gladly  remain,  behind,  if  they 
pleased;  and  returned  ipto  Mr.  Wickfield's  office,  where  I 
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stt  down  again,  in  the  chair  I  had  firat  occvpied,  to  aWftit 
their  retam. 

It  60  happened  tiiat  this  chair  was  opptsite  a  narrow  pas- 
sage, which  ended  in  the  little  circular  room  where  I  had  seen 
Uriah  Heq>'8  pale  face  looking  out  of  window.  Uriah ,  having 
taken  the  pony  to  a  neighbouring  stable ,  was  at  work  at  a  desk 
in  this  room,  which  had  a  brass  frame  on  thi  |op  to  hang 
peters  upon,  and  on  which  the  writing  he  was  maldng  f  copy 
of  was  then  hanging.  ThoiidBkis  face  was  towards  me,  I 
thought,  for  some  time,  the^pnkhg  being  between  us,  that 
he  could  not  see  me;  but  looking  that  way  more  attentively, 
it  made  me  uncomfortable  to  observ^^bat,  every  now  and 
then,  his  sleepless  eyes  would  come  below  the  writings  like 
two  red  suns ,  and  stealthily  star#  at  me  for  I  dare  say  a  whole 
minute  at  a  time,  during  which  his  pendent,  or  pretended  to 
go ,  as  cleverly  as  ever.  I  made  several  attenq>ts  to  get  out  of 
their  way  —  such  as  standing  on  a  chair  to  look  at  a  map  on 
the  oAter  side  of  the  room,  and  poring  over  the  columns  of  a 
Kentish  newspaper  —  but  they  always  attracted  me  back 
again;  and  whenever  I  looked  towards  those  two  red  suns,  I 
was  sure  to  find  them ,  either  just  rising  or  just  setting. 

At  length ,  much  to  my  relief,  my  aunt  and  Mr.  Wickfield 
came  back,  aflter  a  piretty  long  absence.  They  were  not  so 
Bocoessfnl  as  I  could  have  wished;  for  though  the  advantages 
of  the  school  were  liiadenii^le,  my  aunt  had  not  approved  of 
anj  of  the  boarding-houses  proposed  for  me. 

•*It  's  very  unfortunate,**  said  my  aunt.  "I  don't  know 
what  to  do.  Trot.*' 

''  It  doe0  happen  unfortunately ,"  said  Mr.  Wickfield.  "  But 
I  *11  tell  you  what  you  can  do ,  Miss  Trotwood." 
"  What  *8  that? '*  inquired  my  aunt. 
"  Leave  your  nephew  here ,  for  the  present.    He 's  a  quiet 
fellow,    ^e  won't  disturb  me  at  all.    It 's  a  capital  house  f<r>^ 
Dtuid  Copperfield.  L  Iw^ 
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study.   As  qui«t  as  a  monastery,  and  almost  as  roomy.  Leaye 
him  here." 

My  aant  evideitly  liked  the  offer,  though  she  was  delicate 
of  accepting  it.    So  did  I. 

"Come,  Miss  Trotwood,"  said  Mr.  Wickfield.  "This  is 
the  way  out  of  the  difficulty.  It 's  only  a  temporary  arrange- 
ment, you/loiow.  If  it  don*t  act  well,  or  don't  quite  accord 
with  our  mutual  convenience,  he  can  easily  go  to  the  right 
about.  There  will  be  timj0nd:£nd  some  better  place  for  him 
in  the  meanwhile.  You  had,t)etter  determine  to  leave  him 
here  for  the  present  I " 

"I  am  very  muchObliged  to  you,"  said  my  aunt;  "and  bo 
is  he,  I  see;  but — " 

"Gomel  I  know  what  you  mean,"  cried  Mr.  Wickfield. 
"You  shall  not  be  oppressed  by  the  receipt  of  favours,  Miss 
Trotwood.  You  may  pay  for  him  if  you  like.  We  won't  be 
hard  about  terms ,  but  you  shall  pay  if  you  will." 

"  On  that  understanding,"  said  my  aunt,  "though  it  doesn^t 
lessen  the  real  obligation,  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  leave  him." 

"Then  come  and  see  my  little  housekeeper,"  sud  Mr. 
Wickfield. 

We  accordingly  went  up  a  wonderful  old  staircase;  with  a 
balus^ade  so  broad  that  we  might  have  gone  up  that,  almost 
as  easily;  and  into  a  shady  old  drawing-room,  lighted  by  some 
three  or  four  of  the  quaint  windows  I  had  looked  up  at  from 
the  street:  which  had  old  oak  seats  in  them,  that  seemed  to 
have  come  of  the  same  trees  as  the  shining  oak  floor,  and  the 
great  beams  in  the  ceiling.  It  was  a  prettily  furnished  room, 
with  a  piano  and  some  lively  furniture  in  red  and  green ,  and 
some  flowers.  It  seemed  to  be  all  old  nooks  and  comers ;  and 
in  every  nook  and  comer  there  was  some  queer  little  table, 
or  cupboard,  or  bookcase,  or  seat,  or  something  or  other, 
that  made  me  think  there  was  not  such  another  good  comer 
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in  the  room;  until  I  looked  at  the  next  one,  and  found  it 
equal  to  it,  if  not  better.  On  everything  there  was  the  same 
air  of  retirement  and  cleanliness  that  marked  the  house  out- 
side. 

"Mr.  Wickfield  tapped  at  a  door  in  a  comer  of  the  panneled 
wall,  and  a  girl  of  about  my  own  age  came  quickly  out  and 
kissed  him.  On  her  face ,  I  saw  immediately  the  pladd  and 
sweet  expression  of  the  lady  whose  picture  had  looked  at  me 
down-stairs.  It  seemed  to  my  iyiagination  as  if  the  portrait 
had  grown  womanly,  and  Ihe  original  remained  a  child. 
Although  her  face  was  quite  bright  and  happy,  there  was% 
tranquillity  about  it,  and  about  her  —  a  quiet,  good,  calm 
spirit  —  that  I  never  have  forgotten ;  that  I  never  shall  forget. 

This  was  his  little  houaekeeper,  his  daughter  Agnes,  Mr. 
Wickfield  s^d.  When  I  heard  how  he  said  it ,  and  saw  how  he 
held  her  hand,  I  guessed  what  the  one  motive  of  his  life  was. 

She  had  a  little  basket^trifie  hanging  at  her  ^de ,  with  keys 
in  it;  and  looked  as  staid  and  as  discreet  a  housekeeper  as  the 
old  house  could  have.  She  listened  to  her  father  as  he  told 
her  about  me,  with  a  pleasant  face;  and  when  he  had  con>- 
clnded,  proposed  to  my  aunt  that  we  should  go  up-stairs  and 
see  my  room.  We  all  went  together;  she  before  us:  and  a 
glorious  old  room  it  was,  with  more  oak  beams,  and  diamond 
panes;  and  the  broad  balustrade  going  all  the  way  up  to  it. 

I  cannot  call  to  mind  where  or  when,' in  my  childhood, 
I  had  seen  a  stained  glass  window  in  a  church.  Nor  do  I  recol- 
lect its  subject.  But  I  know  that  when  I  saw  her  turn  round, 
in  the  grave  light  of  the  old  staircase,  and  wait  for  us,  above, 
I  thought  of  that  window;  and  that  I  associated  something  of 
ks  tranquil  brightness  with  Agnes  Wickfield  ever  afterwards. 

My  aunt  ^^s  as  happy  fa  I  was,  in  the  arrangement  made 
for  me;  and  we  went  down  to  the  drawing-room  again,  well 
pleased  and  gratified.    As  she  would  not  hear  of  staying 
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linner,  lest  she  should  by  any  chance  fail  to  antTe  at  home 
Nvith  the  grey  pony  before  dark;  and  as  I  apprehend  Mr. 
^^iVickfield  knew  her  too  veil,  to  argue  any  point  with  her; 
^some  lunch  was  provided  for  her  there ,  and  Agnes  went  back 
;fto  her  governess,  and  Mr.  Wickfield  to  his  office.    So  we 
^Were  left  to  take  leave  of  one  another  without  any  restraint. 
>^      I  -    v^      She  told  me  that  everything  would  be  arranged  for  me  by 
*^  Mr.  Wickfield,  and  that  I  should  want  for  nothing,  and  gave 
;  me  the  kindest  words  and  th«  best  advice. 
^        <'Trot,"  said  my  aunt  in  conclusion,  **be  a  credit  to 
^*  ^urself,  to  me,  and  Mr.  Dick,  and  Heaven  be  with  youl" 
*       I  was  greatly  overcome,  and  could  only  thank  her,  again 
and  again,  and  send  my  love  to  Mr.  Dick. 
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/  Y^^  "Never,"  sud  my  aunt,  "bemeanin  anything;  never  be 
.|  false;  never  be  cruel.    Avoid  those  three  vices.  Trot,  and  I, 

\  can  always  be  hopeful  of  you." 
-  ^  ^ '    I  promise^)  as  well  as  I  could,  that  I  would  not  abuse  her 

^  kindness  or  forget  her  admonition. 

"The  pony  *s  at  the  door,"  said  my  aunt,  **and  I  am  offi 

Stay  here."        |4-—    V.^**":  ->.•'-!  lvv«     *,  *.  \  ^■- 

With  these  words  she  embraced  me  helstiiy ,  afid  went  out 
\of  the  room,  shutting  the  door  after  her.    At  first  I  was 
'  startled  by  so  abrupt  a  departure,  and  almost  feared  I  had 
*'  displeased  her;  but  when  I  looked  into  the  street,  and  saw 
J  how  dejectedly  she  got  into  the  diaise ,  and  drove  away  with- 
out looking  up,  I  understood  her  better,  and  did  not  do  her 
that  injustice. 

By  five  o'clock,  which  was  Mr.  Wickfield'e  dinner  hour,  I 
had  mustered  up  my  spirits  again,  and  was  ready  for  my  knife 
and  fork.  The  cloth  was  only  laid  for  us  two ;  but  Agnes  was 
^  waiting  in  the  drawing-room  bc%-e  dinner,  #ent  down  with 
her  father,  and  sat  opposite  to  him  at  table.  I  doubted  whe- 
ther he  could  have  dined  without  her. 
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We  did  not  stay  there,  after  dinner,  but  came  up-stairs 
into  the  drawing-room  again:  in  one  snug  corner  of  which, 
Agnes  set  glasses  for  her  father,  and  a  decanter  of  port  wine. 
I  Uiought  he  would  have  missed  its  usual  flavour,  if  it  had  been 
pat  there  for  him  by  any  other  hands. 

There  he  sat,  taking  his  wine,  and  taking  a  good  deal  of 
it,  for  two  hours;  while  Agnes  played  on  the  piano ,  worked, 
and  talked  to  him  and  me.  He  was,  for  the  most  part,  gay 
and  cheerful  with  us;  but  sometimes  his  eyes  rested  on  her, 
and  he  fell  into  a  brooding  state ,  and  was  silent.  She  always 
obsei^ed  this  quickly,  as  I  thought,  and  always  roused  hip 
with  a  question  or  caress.  Then  he  came  out  of  his  meditation, 
and  drank  more  wine. 

Agnes  made  the  tea,  and  presided  over  it;  and  the  time 
passed  away  after  it,  as  after  dinner,  until  she  went  to  bed; 
when  her  &ther  took  her  in  his  anns  and  kissed  her,  and, 
she  being  gone,  ordered  candles  in  his  office.  Then  I  went 
to  bed  too. 

But  in  the  course  of  the.  evening  I  had  rambled  down  to 
the  door,  and  a  little  way  along  the  street,  that  I  might  have 
aaodier  peep  fJt  the  old  houses,  and  the  grey  Cathedral;  and 
might  think  of  my  coming  through  that  old  city  on  my  journey, 
and  of  my  paa^ing  the  very  house  I  lived  in,  without  knowing 
it.  As  I  eamejback,  J  saw  Uriah  Heep  shutting  up  the  office ; 
and  feeling  frieifdly  towards  everybody ,  went  in  and  spoke  to 
him,  and  at  parting,  gave  him  my  hand.  But  oh,  what  a 
clammy  hand  his  was  I  as  ghostly  to  the  touch  as  to  the  sight! 
I  nibbed  mine  aftertrards,  to  warm  it,  and  to  rub  hit  off . 

It  was  such  an  uncomfortable  hand,  that,  wheni  went  to 
my  room,  it  was  still  cold  and  wet  upon  my  memory.  Leaning 
oat  of  window,  and  seeing  one  of  the  faces  on  the  beam-ends 
looking  at  me  svdeways,  I  fancied  it  was  Uriah  Heep  got  up 
there  somehow,  and  shut  him  out  in  a  hurry. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

I  am  a  new  boy  io  more  senses  than  one. 

Next  morning,  after  breakfast,  I  entered  on  school  life 
again.  I  went ,  accompanied  by  Mr.  Wickfield,  to  the  »cene  of 
my  future  studies  —  a  grave  building  in  a  court-yard,  with  a 
l^^ned  air  about  it  that  seemed  very  well  suited  to  the  ytray 
rooks  and  jackdaws  who  came  down  from  the  cathedral  towers 
to  walk  with  a  clerkly  bearing  on  the  grass-plot  —  and  was  in- 
troduced to  my  new  master,  Doctor  Strong. 

Doctor  Strong  looked- almost  as  rusty,  to  my  thinking,  as 
the  tall  iron  rails  and  gates  outside  the  house,  and  almost  as 
stLBTand  heavy  as  the  great  stone  urns  that  flanked  ihcm,  and 
were  set  up,  on  the  top  of  thd  red  brick- wall,  at  regular 
distances  all  round  the  court,  like  sublimated  skittles,  for  Time 
to  play  at.  He  was  in  his  library  (I  mean  Doctor  Strong  was) 
with  his  clothes  not  particularly  *well  brushed,  and  his  hair  not 
particularly  weU  combed;  his  knee-smalls  unbraced;  his  long 
black  gaiters  unbuttoned;  and  his  shoes  ya\^ing  like  two 
caverns  on  the  hearth-rug.  Turning  upon  me%  lustreless  eye 
that  reminded  me  of  along-forgotten  blind  old  horse  who  once 
used  to  crop  the  grass,  and  tumble  over  the  graves,  in  Blunder- 
stone  churchyard,  he  said  he  was  glad  to  see  me,  and  then  he 
gave  me  his  hand:  which  I  didn't  know  ^hat  to  do  with,  as  it 
did  nothing  for  itself. 

But,  sitting  at  work,  not  far  off  from  Doctor  Strong,  was  a 
very  pretty  young  lady  ^  whom  he  called  Annie,  and  who  was 
his  daughter,  I  supposed  —  who  got  me  out  ofmy  difficulty  by 
kneeling  down  to  put  Doctor  Strong's  shoes  on,  and  button  faii 
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gaifterfl,  wliich  she  did  with  great  cheerfulness  and  quickness. 
When  she  had  finished,  and  we  were  going  out  to  the  school- 
room, I  was  much  surprised  to  hear  Mr.  Wickfield,  in  bidding 
her  good  morning,  address  her  as  "Mrs.  Strong,'*  and  I  was 
wondering  could  she  be  Doctor  Strong's  son's  wife,  or  could 
she  be  Mrs.  Doctor  Strong,  when  Doctor  Strong  himself  un- 
consciously enlightened  me. 

''By  the  bye,  Wickfield,"  he  said,  stopping  in  a  passage 
with  his  hand  on  my  shoulder;  ''you  have  not  found  any 
suitable  provision  for  my  wife's  cousin  yet?  " 

"No,"  said  Mr.  Wickfield.    "No.    Not  yet.'* 

"I  could  wish  it  done  as  soon  as  it  can  be  done,  Wickfield," 
said  Doctor  Strong,  "for  Jack  Maldon  is  needy,  and  idle;  and 
of  those  too  bad  things ,  worse  things  sometimes  come.  What 
does  Doctor  Watts  say,"  he  added,  looking  at  me ,  and  moving 
his  head  to  the  time  of  his  quotation,  " '  Satan  finds  some  mis- 
chief still,  for  idle  hands  to  do.'  " 

"Egad,  Doctor,"  returned  Mr.'Wickfield,  "if  Doctor  Watts 
knew  mankind,  he  might  have  written,  with  as  much  truth, 
'Satan  finds  some  mischief  still,  for  busy  hands  to  do.'  The 
busy  people  achieve  their  full  share  of  mischief  in  the  world, 
you  may  rely  upon  it.  What  have  the  people  been  about,  who 
have  been  the  busiest  in  getting  money  and  in  getting  power, 
this  century  or  two  ?  No  mischief  ? ' ' 

"Jack  Maldon  will  never  be  very  busy  in  getting  either, 
I  expect,"  said  Doctor  Strong,  rubbing  his  chui  thought- 
fally. 

"Perhaps  not,"  said  Mr.  Wickfield,  "and  you  bring  me 
hack  t6  the^question,  with  an  apology  for  digressing.  No,  I 
have  not  been  able  to  dispose  of  Mr.  Jack  Maldon  yet.  I  be- 
lieve:*'he  said  fiiis  with  some  hesitation:  "I  penetrate  your 
motive ,  and  it  makes  the  thing  more  difficult." 
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''My  moihre,*^  returned  Dr.  Strang,  ''b  to  mAe  some 
suitable  proTision  for  a  constn,  and  an  old  i^kjfellow,  o£ 
Annie*s.*' 

'*Te8,  I  know,*'  said  Mr.  Wlckfidd,  ''at  home  o? 
abroad.** 

"Aye I**  replied  the  Doctor,  apparently  wondering  -wkj 
he  emphasised  those  words  so  much.  "At  home  or 
abroad.*' 

"Your  own  expression,  yon  know,**  said  Mr.  Widcfield. 
"  Or  abroad.*' 

"Surely,"  the  Doctor  answered.  "Surely.  Oae  or 
other.*' 

"  One  or  other  ?  Have  you  no  choice  ?  *'  asked  Mr.  Wick- 
field. 

"  No , "  returned  the  Doctor. 

'JNo  ?  *'  with  astonishment. 

"Not  the  least." 

"No  motive, *'  said  Mr.  Wickfield,  "for  meaning  abroad, 
and  not  at  home?" 

"  No , "  returned  the  Doctor. 

"  I  am  bound  to  believe  you ,  and  of  course  I  do  befieve 
you,**  said  Mr.  Wickfield.  "It  might  have  simplified  my  office 
very  much ,  if  I  had  known  it  before.  But  I  confess  I  enter- 
tained another  impression." 

Doctor  Strong  regarded  him  with  a  puzzled  and  doubting 
look,  which  almost  immediately  subsided  into  a  smile  that  gave 
me  great  encouragement,  for  it  was  full  of  amiability  and  sweet- 
ness, and  there  was  a  simplicity  in  it,  and  indeed  in  his  whole 
manner,  when  the  studious,  pondering  frost  upon  it  was  got 
through,  very  attractive  andhopeful  to  a  young  sdi^far  like  me. 
Bepeating  "No,**  and  "not  the  least,*'  and  other  short  aaaii- 
rances  to  the  same  purport.  Doctor  Strong  jdgged  on  before 
ufl,  at  a  queer,  uneven  pace,  and  we  followed:  Mr.  Wi<dLfi«kl 
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looking  gvive,  I  obierved,  and  shaking  his  head  to  hbnselfp 
withoot  knowing  that  I  taw  him. 

The  lehool-room  vaa  a  pretty  large  haU,  on  the  quietett 
side  of  the  house,  confronted  by  the  stately  stare  of  some  half- 
dozen  of  the  great  oms,  and  commanding  a  peep  of  an  old  se» 
cloded  garden  beloiiging  to  the  Doctor,  where  the  peaches 
were  ripening  on  the  sonny  south  walL  There  were  too  great 
aloes  in  tubs,  on  the  turf  ontside  the  windows ;  the  broad  hard 
leayes  of  which  plant  ( looking  as  if  they  were  made  of  painted 
tin)  hare  ever  since ,  by  association,  been  symbolical  to  me  oi 
silence  and  retirement*  Abo«t  firo-and-twenty  boysr  were 
studiously  engaged  at  their  boc^s  when  we  went  in,  but  they 
rose  to  give  the  Doctor  good  morning,  and  remained  standing 
when  they  saw  Mr.  Wickfield  and  me. 

'<  A  n^ew  boy,  yoong  gentlemen,*'  said  the  Doctor  ;** Trot- 
wood  Copperfield/* 

One  Adams,  who  was  the  head-boy,  then  stepped  out  of  his 
place  and  welcomed  me.  He  looked  like  a  young  clergyman,  in 
ids  white  cravat,  but  he  was  very  afiable  and  good-humoured ; 
and  he  ahowed  me  my  place  and  presented  me  to  the  masters, 
in  a  gentlemanly  way  that  woukl  have  put  me  at  my  ease  if  any- 
thing conld.  * 

It  seemed  to  tte  so  long,  however,  since  I  had  been  among 
such  boys ,  or  among  any  companions  of  my  own  age,  except 
Ifick  Walker  and  Mealey  Potatoes,  that  I  felt  as  strange  as 
ever  I  have  done  in  all  ray  life.  I  was  so  conscious  of  having 
passed  through  scenes  of  which  they  could  have  no  knowledge, 
and  of  having  acquired  experiences  foreign  to  my  age,  ap- 
pearance,  and  condition,  as  one  of  them,  that  I  half  believed  it 
was  an  impoalnre  to  come  there  as  an  ordinary  little  schoolboy. 
I  had  become,  in  the  Murdstone  and  Grinby  time,  however 
short  or  long  it  may  have  been,  so  unused  to  the  sports  and 
games  of  boys,  that  I  knew  I  was  awkward  and  inexperience^' 
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in  the  commonest  things  belonging  to  them.  Whatever  I  had 
learnt,  had  so  slipped  away  from  me  in  the  sordid  cares  of  mj 
life  from  day  to  night,  that  now,  when  I  was  examined  about 
what  I  knew,  I  knew  nothing,  and  was  put  into  the  lowest  form 
of  the  school.  But,  troubled  as  I  was,  by  my  want  of  boyish 
skill,  and  of  book-learning  too ,  I  was  made  infinitely  more  on- 
comfortable  by  the  consideration  that  in  what  I  did  know,  I  was 
much  farther  removed  from  my  companions  than  in  what  I  did 
not.  My  mind  ran  upon  what  they  would  think ,  if  they  knew 
of  my  familiar  acquaintance  with  the  King's  Bench  Prison? 
Was  there  anything  about  me  which  would  reveal  my  pro- 
ceedings in  connexion  with  the  Micawber  family  —  all  those 
pawnings  and  sellings  and  suppers  —  in  spite  of  myself?  Sup- 
pose some  of  the  boys  had  seen  me  coming  through  Canter- 
bury, wayworn  and  ragged,  and  should  find  me  out.  What 
would  they  say,  who  made  so  light  of  money,  if  they  could 
know  how  I  had  scraped  my  halfpence  together,  for  the  pur- 
chase of  my  daily  saveloy  and  beer,  or  my  slices  of  pudding? 
How  would  it  affect  them,  who  were  so  innocent  of  London 
life,  and  London  streets,  to  discover  how  knowing  I  was  (and 
was  ashamed  to  be)  in  some  of  the  meanest  phases  of  both? 
All  this  ran  in  my  head  so  much,  on  that  first  day  at  Doctor 
Strong's,  that  I  feltdistrustfulof  my  slightest  look  and  gesture; 
shrunk  within  myself  whensoeter  I  was  approached  by  one  of 
my  new  schoolfellows ;  and  hurried  off  the  minute  school  was 
over,  afraid  of  committing  myself  in  my  response  to  any 
friendly  notice  or  advance. 

But  there  was  such  an  influence  in  Mr.  Wickfield*s  old 
house,  that  when  I  knocked  at  it,  with  my  new  schoolbooks 
under  my  arm,  I  began  to  feel  my  uneasiness  softening  awaj. 
As  I  went  up  to  my  airy  old  room,  the  grave  shadow  of  the 
staircase  seemed  to  fall  upon  my  doubts  and  fears,  and  to  make 
the  past  more  indistinct.    I  sat  there,  sturdily  oonning  my 
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books,  nntil  dinner  time  (we  were  out  of  school  for  good  at 
three),  and  went  down,  hopeful  of  becoming  a  passable  sort 
of  boy  yet. 

Agnes  was  in  the  drawing-room,  waiting  for  her  father, 
who  was  detained  by  some  one  in  his  ofBce.  She  met  me  with 
her  pleasant  smile,  and  asked  me  how  I  liked  the  school. 
I  told  her  I  shonld  like  it  very  much,  I  hoped ;  but  I  was  a  little 
strange  to  it  at  first. 

•*  You  have  never  been  to  school,"  I  said,  "have  you ?  " 

"Oh yes!  Everyday." 

"Ah,  but  you  mean  here,  at  your  own  home?" 

"Fapa  couldn^t  spare  me  to  go  anywhere  else,"  she  an- 
swered, smiling  and  shaking  her  head.  **His  housekeeper 
must  be  in  his  house,  you  know." 

"Heis  very  fond  of  you,  I  am  sure,"  I  said. 

She  nodded  "Tes,"  and  went  to  the  door  to  listen  for  his 
coming  up,  that  she  might  meet  him  on  the  stairs.  But,  as  he 
was  not  there,  she  came  back  again. 

"Mama  has  been  dead  ever  since  I  was  bom,"  she  said,  in 
her  quiet  way.  "I  only  know  her  picture,  down  stairs.  I  saw 
you  looking  at  it  yesterday.    Did  you  think  whose  it  was  ?  ^  * 

I  told  her  yes,  because  it  was  so  like  herself. 

''Papa  says  so  too,"  said  Agnes,  pleased.  "Hark  1  That  *s 
papa  now  I" 

Her  bright  calm  face  lighted  up  with  pleasure  as  she  went 
to  meet  him ,  and  as  they  came  in,  hand  in  hand.  He  greeted 
me  cordially,  and  told  me  I  should  certainly  be  happy  under 
Doctor  Strong,  who  was  one  of  the  gentlest  of  men." 

^  There  may  be  some,  perhaps  —  I  don*t  know  that  there 
are  —  who  abuse  his  kindness  ,* '  said  Mr.  Wickfield.  "  Never 
be  one  of  those,  Trotwood,  in  anything.  He  is  the  least 
saspieious  of  mankind;  and  whether  that's  a  merit,  or  whetb ' 
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it*8  s  blemish,  it  desenres  consideration  in  all  dealings  with 
the  Doctor,  great  or  small.** 

He  spoke,  I  thought,  as  if  he  were  weary,  or  dissatisfied 
with  sometiiing;  but  I  did  not  pursue  the  question  in  my  mind, 
for  dinner  was  just  then  announced,  and  we  went  down  and 
took  the  same  seats  as  before. 

We  had  scarcely  done  so,  when  Uriah  Heep  put  in  his  red 
head  and  his  lank  hand  at  the  door,  and  said : 

^Here  's  Mr.  Maldon  begs  the  favour  of  a  word,  Sir.'* 

**I  am  but  this  moment  quit  of  Mr.  Maldon,"  said  his 
master. 

"Yes,  Sir,*'  returned  Uriah ,  "but  Mr.  Maldon  has  come 
back,  andhebegs  the  favour  of  a  word.*' 

As  he  held  the  door  open  with  his  hand,  Uriah  looked  at 
me,  and  looked  at  Agnes,  and  looked  at  the  dishes,  and  looked 
at  the  plates,  and  looked  at  every  object  in  the  room  I  thought: 
yet  seemed  to  look  at  nothing;  he  made  such  an  appearance 
tSl  the  while  of  keeping  his  red  eyes  dutifully  on  his  master. 

"I  beg  your  pl^*don.  It 's  only  to  say,  on  reflection," 
observed  a  voice  behind  Uriah,  as  Uriah*8  head  was  pushed 
away,  and  the  speaker's  substituted  —  "pray  excuse  me  for 
this  intrusion —  that  as  it  seems  I  have  no  choice  in  the  matter, 
the  sooner  I  go  abroad,  the  better.  My  cousin  Annie  did  say 
when  we  talked  of  it  that  she  liked  to  have  her  friends  within 
reach  rather  than  to  have  them  banished,  and  the  old 
Doctor—" 

"Doctor  Strong,  was  that?'  Mr.  Wickfield  interposed, 
gravely. 

"Doctor  Strong  of  course,"  returned  the  other,  "I  call 
him  the  old  Doctor  —  it 's  all  the  same,  you  know*" 

"I  rfon7  know,"  returned  Mr.  Wickfieli. 

"Well,  Doctor  Strong,"  said  the  other  —  "Doctor  Strong 
was  of  the  same  mind,  I  believed.    But  as  it  appears  £rom  the 
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course  70a  take  with  me  thai  he  has  changed  hifiiaiiid,  irhj 
there 's  no  more  to  he  said,  except  that  the  sooner  I  am  off, 
the  hetter.  Therefore,  I  thought  I*d  come  back  and  say, 
that  the  sooner  I  am  off,  the  better.  When  a  plunge  is  to  be 
made  into  the  water,  it 's  of  no  use  lingering  on  the  bank.'* 

''There  shall  be  as  little  lingering  as  possible,  in  your  case, 
Ifr.  Maldon,  yon  may  depend  upon  it,**  said  Mr.  Wickfleld. 

''Thank*ee,"  said  the  other.  "Much  obliged.  I  don*t 
want  to  look  a  gift-horse  in  the  mouth,  which  is  not  a  gradous 
thing  to  do,  otherwise  I  dare  say  my  cousin  Annie  could  easily 
arrange  it  in  her  own  way.  I  suppose  Annie  would  only  haye 
to  say  to  the  old  Doctor  —  " 

*' Meaning  that  Mrs.  Strong  would  only  hare  to  say  to  her 
husband  —  do  I  follow  you?  *'  said  Mr.  Wickfield. 

"Quite  so,"  returned  the  other,  "—  would  only  have  to 
say,  that  she  wanted  auch  and  such  a  thing  to  be  so  and  so; 
and  it  would  be  so  and  so,  as  a  matter  of  course." 

'^And  why  as  a  matter  of  course,  Mr.  Maldon?"  asked 
Mr.  Wickfield,  sedately  eating  his  dinner. 

''Why,  because  Annie  *s  a  charming  young  girl,  and  the 
old  Doctor —  Doctor  Strong,  I  mean  —  is  not  quite  a  charming 
young  boy,"  said  Mr.  Jack  Maldon,  laughing.  ''No  offence 
to  anybody,  Mr.  Wickfield.  I  only  mean  that  I  suppose  some 
compensation  is  fair,  and  reasonable  in  that  sort  of  mai^ 
xiage. 

"Compensation  to  the  lady.  Sir?*'  asked  Mr.  Wickfield 
gravely. 

"To  the  lady.  Sir,"  Mr.  Jack  Maldon  answered,  laughing. 
But  appearing  to  remazk  that  Mr.  Wickfield  went  on  with 
hiB  dinner  in  the  same  sedate,  immoveable  manner,  and  that 
there  was  no  happ  of  making  him  relax  a  muscle  of  his  face, 
he  added: 

"However,  I  have  said  what  I  came  back  to  say,  and,  ^"^ 
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anodier  apology  for  this  intrasion,  I  may  take  myself  off.  01 
coarse  I  shall  observe  your  directions  in  considering  the  mat- 
ter as  one  to  be  arranged  between  you  and  me  solely,  and  not 
to  be  referred  to,  up  at  the  Doctor* s.** 

"Have  you  dined?"  asked  Mr.  Wickfidd,  with  a  motion 
of  his  hand  towards  the  table. 

*'  Thank* ee.  I  am  going  to  dine/*  said  Mr.  Maldon, '  *' witli 
my  cousin  Annie.    Good  bye  1  *' 

Mr.  Wickfield,  without  rising,  looked  after  him  thonght- 
fully  as  he  went  out.  He  was  rather  a  shallow  sort  of  young 
gentleman,  I  thought,  with  a  handsome  face,  a  rapid  utterance, 
and  a  confident,  bold  air.  And  this  was  the  first  I  ever  saw  of 
Mr.  Jack  Maldon,  whom  I  had  not  expected  to  see  so  soon, 
when  I  heard  the  Doctor  speak  of  him  that  morning. 

When  we  had  dined,  we  went  up-stairs  again,  where 
everything  went  on  exactly  as  on  the  previous  day.  Agnes 
set  the  glasses  and  decanters  in  the  same  corner,  and  Mr. 
Wickfield  sat  down  to  drink,  and  drank  a  good  deal.  Agnes 
played  the  piano  to  him,  and  worked  and  talked,  and  played 
some  games  at  dominoes  with  me.  In  good  time  she  made 
tea;  and  afterwards,  when  I  brought  down  my  books,  looked 
into  them,  and  showed  me  what  she  knew  of  them  (which  wss 
no  slight  matter,  though  she  said  it  was),  and  what  was  the 
'  best  way  to  learn  and  understand  them.  I  see  her,  with  her 
•  modest,  orderly,  placid  manner,  and  I  hear  her  beautiful 
calm  voice,  as  I  write  these  words.  The  influence  for  all 
good,  which  she  came  to  exercise  over  me  at  a  later  time, 
begins  abready  to  descend  upon  my  breast.  I  love  little  Em'ly, 
arfd  I  don't  love  Agnes — no,  not  at  aU  in  that  way — but  I  feel 
that  there  are  goodness,  peace,  and  truth  wherever  Agnes  is, 
and  that  the  soft  light  of  the  coloured  window  in  tiie  church, 
seen  long  ago,  faUs  on  her  always,  and  on  me  when  I  am  near 
her,  and  on  eveiy  thing  around. 
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The  time  having  come  for  her  withdrawal  for  the  night, 
and  she  having  left  ns,  I  gave  Mr.  Wickfield  my  hand,  pre- 
paratory to  going  away  myself.     But  he  checked  me  and. 
said:  ''Should  you  like  to  stay  with  us,  Trotwood,  or  to  go 
elsewhere?*' 

"To  stay ; "  I  answered,  quickly. 
•    "You  are  sure?" 

"  If  yon  please.    If  I  may ! '  * 

"Why,  it 's  but  a  dull  life  that  we  lead  here,  boy,  I  am 
afraid/*  he  said. 

"Not  more  duU  for  me  than  Agnes,  Sir.  Not  dull  at 
alll** 

"Than  Agnes,**  he  repeated,  walking  slowly  to  the  great 
chinmey-piece,  and  leaning  against  it.    "Than  Agnes  I** 

He  had  drank  wine  that  evening  (or  I  fancied  it)  until  his 
eyes  were  bloodshot.  Not  that  I  could  see  them  now,  for  they 
were  cast  down,  and  shaded  by  his  hand;  but  I  had  noticed 
them  a  little  while  before. 

"Now  I  wonder,'*  he  muttered,  "whether  my  Agnes  tires 
of  me.  When  should  I  ever  lire  of  her  1  But  that 's  different 
—  that 's  quite  different." 

He  was  musing  —  not  speaking  to  me;  so  I  remained 
quiet. 

"A  dull  old  house,"  he  said,  "and  a  monotonous  life  — 
but  I  must  have  her  near  me.  I  must  keep  her  near  me.  If 
the  thought  that  I  may  die  and  leave  my  darling,  or  that  my 
darling  may  die  and  leave  me,  comes  like  a  spectre,  to  distress 
my  happiest  hours,  and  is  only  to  be  drowned  in  —  " 

He  did  not  supply  the  word,  but  pacing  slowly  to  the  place 
where  he  had  sat,  and  mechanically  going  through  the  action 
of  pouring  wine  from  the  empty  decanter,  set  it  down  and 
paced  back  again. 


304 


''If  it  is  nuserable  to  bear  when  she  is  here,*'  he  said, 
"what  would  it  be,  and  she  away?  No,  no,  no«  I  can  not 
tiy  that." 

He  leaned  against  the  chimney-piece ,  brooding  so  long 
that  I  could  not  decide  whether  to  run  the  risk  of  distarbtng 
him  by  going,  or  to  remain  quietiy  where  I  was,  until  he 
should  come  out  of  his  reverie.  At  length  he  aroused  him- 
self, and  looked  about  the  room  until  his  ejea  encountered 
mine. 

"Stay  with  us,  Trotwood,  eh?"  he  said,  in  his  usual 
manner,  and  as  if  he  were  answering  something  I  had  just 
said.  "I  am  glad  of  it.  You  are  company  tons  both.  It  is 
wholesome  to  have  you  here.  Wholesome  for  me,  wholesome 
for  Agnes,  wholesome  perhaps  for  all  of  us." 

"  I  am  sure  it  is  for  me,  Sir,"  I  said.  "  I  am  so  gkd  to  be 
here." 

"That's  a  fine  fellow!"  said  Mr.  Wickfield.  "As  long 
as  you  are  glad  to  be  here,  you  shall  stay  here."  He  shook 
hands  wilii  me  upon  it,  and  clapped  me  on  the  back,  and  told 
me  that  when  I  had  anything  to  do  at  night  after  Agnes  had 
left  us,  or  when  I  wished  to  read  for  my  own  pleasure,  I  was 
free  to  come  down  to  his  room,  if  he  were  there,  and  if  I 
desired  it  for  company*s  sake,  and  to  sit  with  him.  I  thanked 
him  for  his  consideration,  and  as  he  went  down  soon  after- 
wards, and  I  was  not  tired,  went  down  too,  with  a  book 
in  my  hand,  to  avail  msyelf,  for  half-an-hour,  of  his  per- 
mission. 

'  But,  seeing  a  light  in  the  little  round  ofSce,  and  imme- 
diately feeling  myself  attracted  towards  Uriah  Heep,  who  had 
a  sort  of  fascination  for  me,  I  went  in  there  instead.  I  found 
Uriah  reading  a  great  fat  book,  with  such  demonstratiye  at- 
tention, that  his  lank  fore-finger  followed  up  every  Hne  as  be 
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read ,  imd  inade  tdanmiy  tracks  along  the  page  (or  lo  I  fally 
belieyed)  like  a  snail. 

'' Yoa  are  working  late  to-night,  Uriah,*'  says  L     * 

"Yes,  Master  Copperfield,"  says  Uriah. 

As  I  was  getting  on  the  stool  opposite ,  to  talk  to  him  more 
conveniently,  I  observed  that  he  had  not  snch  a  thing  as  a 
smile  about  him,  and  that  he  could  only  widen  his  mouth  and 
make  two  hard  creases  down  his  cheeks,  one  on  each  side,  to 
stand  for  one. 

«I  am  not  doing  dfice-work,  Master  Coppei€eld/'  said 
Uriah. 

"What work,  then?"  lasked. 

''I  am  improving  my  legal  knowledge,  Master  Copper^ 
field,"  said  Uriah.  **I  am  gding  through  Tidd's  Practice* 
Oh ,  what  a  writer  Mr.  Tidd  is ,  Mastefr  Copperfidld  1 " 

My  stool  was  such  a  tower  of  observation,  that  as  I  watched 
him  reading  on  again,  after  this  rapturous  exclamation,  and 
following  up  the  lines  with  his  fore*finger ,  I  observed  that  his 
nostrils,  which  were  thin  and  pointed,  with  sharp  dints  in 
them,  had  a  singular  and  most  uncomfortable  way  of  ex- 
panding and  contracting  themselves  —  that  they  seemed  to 
twinkle,  instead  of  his  eyes,  which  hardly  ever  twinkled 
at  all. 

**!  sQppose  you  are  quite  a  great  lawyer?"  I  said,  after 
looking  at  him  for  some  time. 

"  Me ,  Master  Copperfield  ?  "  said  Uriah.  "  Oh ,  no  I  I  'm 
a  very  umble  person." 

It  was  no  fancy  of  mine  about  his  hands,  I  observed,  for 
he  frequently  ground  the  palms  against  each  other  as  if  to 
squeeze  them  dry  and  warm,  besides  often  wiping  them,  in  a 
stealthy  way,  on  his  pocket-handkerchief. 

^'I  am  well  aware  that  I  am  the  mnblest  person  going," 
said  Uriah  Heep,  modestly;  "let  the  other  be  where  he  m' 
Dacid  Copperfield,  L  20 
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My  mother  is  likewise  a  very  amble  person.  We  live  in  a 
numble  abode,  Master  Copperfield,  but  have  mack  to  be 
thankfid  for.  My  father's  former  calling  was  amble.  He  was 
a  sexton.*' 

«<  What  is  he  now?  *'  I  asked.  - 

"He  is  a  partaker  of  glory  at  present,  Master  Copperfield,** 
said  Uriah  Heep.  "But  we  have  much  to  be  thankfal  for. 
How  much  have  I  to  be  thankful  for,  in  living  with  Mr.  Wick- 
field  I" 

I  asked  Uriah  if  he  had  been  with  Mr.  Wickfield  long? 

"I  have  been  with  him,  going  on  four  year.  Master  Cop- 
perfield," said  Uriah,  shutting  up  his  book,  after  carefully 
marking  the  place  where  he  had  left  off.  '*  Since  a  year  after 
my  father's  death,  how  much  have  I  to  be  thankfal  for,  in 
that !  How  much  have  I  to  be  thankfal  for,  in  Mr.  Wickfield'a 
kind  intention  to  give  me  my  articles,  which  would  otherwise 
not  lay  within  the  umble  means  of  mother  and  self  I " 

'*Then,  when  your  articled  time  is  over,  you  '11  be  a  re- 
gular lawyer,  I  suppose?"  said  I. 

"With  the  blessing  of  Providence,  Master  Copperfield/* 
returned  Uriah. 

"Perhaps  you  *11  be  a  partner  in  Mr.  Wickfield's  busi- 
ness, one  of  these  days,"  I  said,  to  make  myself  agreeable; 
"and  it  will  be  Wickfield  and  Heep ,  or  Heep  late  Wickfield." 

"Oh,  no,  Master  Copperfield,"  returned  Uriah,  shaking 
his  head ,  "I  am  much  too  umble  for  that  I " 

He  certainly  did  look  uncommonly  like  the  carved  face  on 
the  beam  outside  my  window,  as  he  sat,  in  his  humility,  eyeing 
me  sideways ,  with  his  mouth  widened ,  and  the  creases  in  his 
cheeks. 

"Mr.  Wickfield  is  a  most  excellent  man.  Master  Copper- 
field,"  said  Uriah.    "If  you  have  known  him  long,  yo^R*'' 

I  am  sure,  much  better  than  I  can  inform  you."        f*-§  '  / 
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I  replied  that  I  was  certain  he  was ;  but  that  I  had  not 
known  him  long  myself,  though  he  was  a  friend  of  my  aunt's. 

"Oh,  indeed,  Master  Copperfield,"  said  Uriah.  "Your 
aunt  is  a  sweet  lady ,  Master  Copperfield  I " 

He  had  a  way  of  writhing  when  he  wanted  to  express  en-  ) 
thusiasm,  which  was  very  ugly,  and  which  diverted  my  atten-  \ 
tion  from  the  compliment  he  had  paid  my  relation  to  the  snaky  ( 
twistings  of  his  throat  and  body. 

"A  sweet  lady.  Master  Copperfield  1*'  said  Uriah  Hcep. 
"  She  has  a  great  admiration  for  Miss  Agnes ,  Master  Copper- 
field,  Ibelieye?** 

I  said  "Tes,"  boldly;  not  that  I  knew  anything  about  it, 
Heaven  forgive  me  I 

**I  hope  you  have  too,  Master  Copperfield,"  said  Uriah* 
"But  I  am  sure  you  must  have." 

•*  Everybody  must  have ,"  I  returned. 

'*0h,  thank  you,  Master  Copperfield ,"  said  Uriah  Heep, 
"  for  that  remark  I  It  is  so  true  1  Umble  as  I  am ,  I  know  it  is 
«otrueI     Oh,  thank  you,  Master  Copperfield!" 

He  writhed  himself  quite  ofi*  his  stool  in  the  excitement  of 
his  feelings ,  and ,  being  ofiT,  began  to  make  arrangements  for 
going  home. 

"Mother  will  be  expecting  me,"  he  said,  referring  to  a  . 
pale,  inexpressive-faced  watch  in  his  pocket,  "and  getting 
uneasy,  for  though  we  are  very  umble.  Master  Copperfield, 
we  are  much  attached  to  one  another.  If  you  would  come 
and  see  us,  any  afternoon ,  and  take  a  cup  of  tea  at  our  lowly 
dwelling,  mother  would  be  as  proud  of  your  company  as  1 
fihonld  be." 

I  said  I  should  be  glad  to  come. 

"Thank  you.  Master  Copperfield,"  returned  Uriah ,  put- 
ting his  book  away  upon  a  shelf.  —  "I  suppose  you  stop  hert*. 
sometime,  Master  Copperfield?" 
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I  said  I  waa  going  to  be  brought  up  there,  I  believed,  as 
long  as  I  remained  at  school. 

''Oh,  indeed r*  exclaimed  Uriah.    "I  should  think  you 
would  come  into  th^e  business  at  last,  Master  Copperfield  1  ** 

I  protested  that  I  had  no  Yiews  of  that  sort^  and  that  no 
auch  scheme  was  entertained  in  my  behalf  by  anybody;  but 
Uriah  insisted  on  blandly  repi}ing  to  all  my  assarances,  "Oh, 
yes.  Master  Copperfield,  I  should  think  you  would,  indeed!** 
and,  "Oh,  indeed,  Master  Copperfield,  I  should  think  yon 
would,  certainly  I"  over  and  ovei*  again.  Being,  at  last, 
ready  to  leave  the  office  for  the  night,  he  asked  me  if  it  would 
suit  my  convenience  to  have  the  light  put  out,  and  on  my 
answering  "Yes,"  instantly  extinguished  it.  After  shaking 
hands  with  me  —  his  hand  felt  like  a  fish,  in  the  daric  —  he 
opened  the  door  into  the  street  a  very  little,  and  crept  out, 
and  shut  it,  leaving  me  to  grope  my  way  back  into  the  house: 
which  cost  me  some  trouble  and  a  fall  over  his  stool.  This  was 
theprojdmate  cause,  I  suppose,  of  my  dreaming  about  him, 
for  what  appeared  to  me  to  be  half  the  night,  and  dreaming, 
among  other  thii^s,  that  he  had  launched  Mr.  Feggotty*8 
house  on  a  piratical  expedition,  with  a  black  flag  at  the  mast- 
head, bearing  the  inscription  "  Tidd*s  Practice,"  under  which 
diabolical  ensign  he  was  carrying  me  and  little  Em'ly  to  the 
Spanish  Main  to  be  drowned. 

I  got  a  little  the  better  of  my  uneasiness  wh^i  X  went  to 
school  next  day,  and  a  good  deal  the  better  next  day,  and  so 
shook  it  off  by  degrees,  that  in  less  than  a  fortnight  I  was 
quite  at  home,  and  h^py,  among  my  new  companions.  I 
was  awkward  enough  in  their  games,  and  backward  enoi^h  in 
their  studies,  but  custom  would  improve  me  in  the  first  re- 
spect, I  hoped,  and  hard  work  in  the  second.  Accordii^ly, 
I  went  to  work  very  hard,  both  in.play  and  in  earnest,  and 
gained  great  commendation.     And,   in  a  very  little  while, 
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the  Marditone  And  Gr»by  life  bec«ne  so  strange  to  me  that 
I  hardly  beBeved  in  it,  while  my  preeent  life  grew  so  familiar, 
that  I  seemed  to  have  been  leading  it  a  long  time. 

Doctor  Strong's  was  an  excellent  school ;  as  different  from  ^^ 
Mr.  Crea]de*B  as  good  ia  from  evil.  It  was  very  gravely  and 
decorously  ordered,  and  on  a  sonnd  system,  with  an  appeal 
in  everything,  to  the  honour  and  good  fhith  of  the  boys,  and 
an  avowed  intention  to  rely  on  th^r  possession  of  those  qua- 
lities unless  they  proved  themselves  unworthy  of  it,  which 
worked  wonders.  We  all  felt  that  we  had  a  part  in  the  manage- 
ment of  the  place,  and  in  sustaining  its  character  and 
dignity.  Hence ,  we  soon  became  warmly  attached  to  it  —  I 
am  sure  I  did  for  one,  and  I  never  knew,  in  all  my  time,  of 
any  other  boy  being  otherwise  —  and  learnt  with  a  good  will, 
desiring  to  do  it  credit.  We  had  noble  games  out  of  hours, 
and  plenty  of  liberty;   but  even  then,  as  I  remember,  we  / 

were  well  spoken  of  in  the  town,  and  rarely  did  any  disg^race,  / 

by  our  appearance  or  manner,  to  the  reputation  of  Doctor 
Strong  and  Doctor  Strong*8  boys.    < 

Some  of  the  higher  scholars  boarded  in  the  Doctor's 
bouse,  and  through  them  I  leamt,  at  second  hand,  some 
particulars  of  the  Doctor's  history  —  as  how  he  had  not  yet 
been  married  twelve  months  to  the  beautifal  young  lady  I  had 
seen  in  the  study,  whom  he  had  married  for  love,  as  she  had 
not  a  sixpence,  and  had  a  world  of  poor  relations  (so  our 
fellows  said)  ready  to  swarm  the  Doctor  out  of  house  and 
home.  Also,  how  the  Doctor's  cogitating  manner  was  attri- 
butable to  his  being  always  engaged  in  looking  out  for  Greek 
roots;  which,  in  my  innocence  and  ignorance,  I  supposed  to 
be  a  botanical  furor  on  the  Doctor's  part,  especially  as  he 
always  looked  at  the  ground  when  he  walked  about  —  until  I 
understood  Aat  they  were  roots  of  words,  with  a  view  to  a 
new  Dictionaiy,  which  he  had  in  contemplation.    Adams,  o** 
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head  boy,  who  had  a  tarn  for  mathematics,  had  made  a  cal- 
culation, I  was  informed,  of  the  time  this  Dictionary  woald 
take  in  completing,  on  the  Doctor's  plan,  and  at  the  Doctor*s 
rate  of  going.  He  considered  that  it  migUt  be  done  in  one 
thousand  six  hundred  and  forty-nine  years,  counting  from 
the  Doctor's  last,  or  sixty-second,  birthday. 

But  the  Doctor  himself  was  the  idol  of  the  whole  school ; 
and  it  must  have  been  a  badly  composed  school  if  he  had  been 
anything  else,  for  he  was  the  kindest  of  men:  with  a  simple 
faith  in  him  that  might  have  touched  the  stone  hearts  of  the 
very  urns  upon  the  wall.  As  he  walked  up  and  down  that 
part  of  the  courtyard  which  was  at  the  side  of  the  house,  with 
the  stray  rooks  and  jackdaws  looking  after  him  with  their 
heads  cocked  slyly,  as  if  they  knew  how  much  more  knowing 
they  were  in  worldly  affairs  than  he,  if  any  sort  of  ragabond 
could  only  get  near  enough  to  his  creaking  shoes  to  attract 
his  attention  to  one  sentence  of  a  tale  of  distress,  that  vaga- 
bond was  made  for  the  next  two  days.  It  was  so  notorious 
in  the  house,  that  the  masters  and  head  boys  took  pains  to 
cut  these  marauders  off  at  angles,  and  to  get  out  of  windows, 
and  turn  them  out  of  the  courtyard,  before  they  could  make 
the  Doctor  aware  of  their  presence;  which  was  sometimes 
happily  effected  within  a  few  yards  of  him,  without  his  know- 
ing anything  of  the  matter  as  he  jogged  to  and  fro.  Outside 
his  own  domain,  and  unprotected,  he  was  a  very  sheep  for 
the  shearers.  He  would  have  taken  his  giuters  off  his  legs, 
to  give  away.  In  fact,  there  was  a  story  current  among  us 
(I  have  no  idea,  and  never  had,  on  what  authority,  but  I  have 
believed  it  for  so  many  years,  that  I  feel  quite  certain  it  is 
true),  that  on  a  frosty  day,  one  winter  time,  he  actually  did 
bestow  his  guters  on  a  beggar-woman,  who  occasioned  some 
scandal  in  the  neighbourhood  by  exhibiting  a  fine  infant  from 
door  to  door,  wrapped  in  those  garments,  which  were  uni- 
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TerMllj  recognised,  being  as  well  known  in  the  Ticinitj  as  the 
Cathedral.  The  legend  added  that  the  only  person  who  did 
not  identify  them  was  the  Doctor  himself,  who,  when  they 
were  shortly  afterwards  displayed  at  the  door  of  a  little 
second-hand  shop  of  no  very  good  repute,  where  such  things 
were  taken  in  exchange  for  gin,  was  more  than  once  observed 
to  handle  them  approvingly,  as  if  admiring  some  curious 
novelty  in  the  pattern,  and  considering  them  an  improvement 
on  his  own. 

It  was  very  pleasant  to  see  the  Doctor  with  his  pretty 
young  wife.  He  had  a  fatherly,  benignant  way  of  showing 
his  fondness  for  her,  which  seemed  in  itself  to  express  a  good 
man.  I  often  saw  them  walking  in  the  garden  where  the 
peaches  were,  and  I  sometimes  had  a  nearer  observation  of 
them  in  the  study  or  the  parlour.  She  appeared  to  me  to  take 
great  care  of  the  Doctor,  and  to  like  him  very  much,  though 
I  never  thought  her  vitally  interested  in  the  Dictionary:  some 
cumbrous  firagments  of  which  work  the  Doctor  always  carried 
in  his  pockets  and  in  the  lining  of  his  hat,  and  generally 
seemed  to  be  expounding  to  her  as  they  walked  about. 

I  saw  a  good  deal  of  Mrs.  Strong,  both  because  she  had 
taken  a  liking  for  me  on  the  morning  of  my  introduction  to 
the  Doctor,  and  was  always  afterwards  kind  to  me  and  in- 
terested in  me ;  and  because  she  was  very  fond  of  Agnes,  and 
was  oft^n  backfrards  and  forwards  at  our  house.  There  was 
a  carious  constraint  between  her  and  Mr.  Wickfield,  I  thhougt 
(of  whom  she  seemed  to  be  afraid),  that  never  wore  off. 
When  she  came  there  of  an  evening,  she  always  shrunk  from 
accepting  his  escort  home,  and  ran  away  with  me  instead. 
And  sometimes,  as  we  were  running  gaily  across  the  Cathedral 
yard  together,  expecting  to  meet  nobody,  we  would  meet 
Mr.  Jack  Maldon,  who  was  always  surprised  to  see  us. 

Mrs.  Strong's  mama  was  a  lady  I  took  great  deligh*' 
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Her  name  was  Mm.  Markleham,  bnt  owe  hoyft  used  to  call  her 
the  ol4  soldier,  on  ae6ount  of  her  generalBhip ,  aad  the  skill 
-witli  whidi  she  marshalled  great  ifyrcea  oi  relations  agatnet 
the  Doctor.  She  was  a  little,  sharp-ejed  woman,  who  ased 
to  wear,  when  she  was  dressed,  one  unchangeable  cap,  or- 
namented with  some  artificial  flowers,  and  two  ardfioial  bat- 
teriiies ,  supposed  to  be  hovering  above  the  flowers>  There 
was  a  superstition  among  us  that  this  cap  had  come  from 
France,-  and  could  onlj  originate  in  the  workmanship  of  that 
ingenious  nation;  but  all  I  certainly  know  about  it,  is,  tliat  it 
always  made  its  appearance  of  an  evening,  wheresoever  Mrs. 
Mayrkleham  made  hsr  appearance:  that  it  was  carried  about  to 
friendly  meetings  in  a  Hindoo  basket:  that  the  butterflies 
had  tiie  gift  of  trembling  constantly:  and  that  they  improved 
the  shining  hours  at  Doctor  Strong's  expense ,  like  busy  bees. 

I  observed  the  old  soldier  —  not  to  adopt  the  name  dis- 
respectfully —  to  pretty  good  advantage  on  a  night  which  is 
made  memorable  to  me  by  something  else  I  shall  relate.  It 
was  the  night  of  a  little  party  at  the  Doctor^s ,  which  was  given 
on  the  occasion  of  Mr.  Jack  Maldon's  departure  for  India, 
whither  he  was  going  as  a  cadet,  or  something  of  that  kind: 
Mr.  Widcfield  having  at  length  arranged  the  business.  It 
happened  to  be  the  Doctor's  birthday,  too.  We  had  had  a 
holiday,  had  made  presents  to  him  in  the  morning,  had  made 
a  speech  to  him  through  the  head  boy,  and  had  cheered  him 
until  we  were  hoarse ,  and  until  he  had  shed  tears.  And  now, 
in  the  evening,  Mr.  Wiokfield ,  Agnes,  and  I,  went  to  have  tea 
with  him  in  his  private  capacity. 

Mr.  Jack  Maldon  was  there,  before  us.  Mrs.  Strong, 
dressed  in  white,  with  cherry-coloured  ribbons,  was  playing 
the  piano,  when  we  went  in,  and  he  was  leaning  over  her  to 
turn  the  leaves.  The  clear  red  and  white  of  her  complexion 
was  not  so  bloeming  and  ilower-like  as  usual ,  I  Uiought,  when 
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she  tamed  roimd;  bat  she  looked  very  pretty,  wondeifully 
pretty. 

^I  haye  forgotten,  Doctor,*'  said  Mrs.  Strong's  HMima^ 
when  we  were  seated,  ''to  pay  yon  the  compliments  of  the 
day  —  though  they  are ,  as  you  may  suppose ,  very  far  from 
being  mere  compliments  in  my  case.  AUow  me  to  wish  you 
many  happy  retoms." 

**I  thank  you,  Ma*am,"  replied  the  Doctor. 

''Many,  n^any,  many,  happy  returns,"  said  the  old  soldier. 
'*Not  only  for  your  own  sake,  but  for  Annie's,  and  John 
Maldon*8,  and  many  other  peoples',  it  seems  but  yesterday 
to  me,  John,  when  you  were  a  little  creature,  a  head  shorter 
than  Master  Coppei*field ,  making  baby  love  to  Annie  behind 
the  gooseberry  bashes  in  the  back'  garden." 

*'My  dear  Mama,"  said  Mrs.  Strong,  '^ never  mind  that 
now. 

^' Annie,  donH  be  absurd^"  returned  her  mother.  '<If 
yon  are  to  blush  to  hear  of  such  things,  now  you  are  an 
old  married  woman ,  when  are  you  not  to  blush  to  hear  of 
them?" 

"Old?"  exclaimed  Mr.  Jack Maldon.  '< Annie?  Come!" 

"Yes,  John,"  returned  the  soldier.  "Virtually  an  old 
married  woman*  Although  not  old  by  years  —  for  when  did 
yoa  ever  hear  me  say,  or  who  has  ever  heard  me  say,  that  a 
girl  of  twenty  was  old  by  years  1  —  your  cousin  is  the  wife  of 
the  Doctor,  and,  as  such,  what  I  have  described  her.  It  is 
well  for  you ,  John,  that  your  cousin  is  the  wife  of  the  Doctor. 
Ton  have  found  in  him  an  influential  and  kind  friend,  who 
wQi  be  kinder  yet,  I  venture  to  predict,  if  you  deserve  it. 
I  have  no  false  pride.  I  never  hesitate  to  admit,  frankly,  that 
there  are  some  members  of  our  family  who  want  a  friend.  You 
wcare  one  yourself,  before  your  cousin's  influence  raised  up 
one  for  yon,' 
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The  Doctor,  in  the  goodness  of  his  heart,  waved  his 
hand  as  if  to  make  light-of  it ,  and  save  Mr.  Jack  Maldon  from 
any  further  reminder.  But  Mrs.  Markleham  changed  her  ctiair 
for  one  next  the  Doctor's,  and  putting  her  fan  on  his  coat* 
sleeve,  said: 

"No,  really,  my  dear  Doctor,  you  must  excuse  me  if  I 
appear  to  dwell  on  this  rather,  because  I  feel  so  very  strongly. 
I  call  it  quite  my  monomania,  it  is  such  a  subject  of  mine. 
You  are  a  blessing  to  us.  You  really  are  a  Boon,  you  know." 

"Nonsense,  nonsense,"  said  the  Doctor. 

"No,  no,  I  beg  your  pardon,*'  retorted  the  old  soldier. 
"With  nobody  present,  but  our  dear  and  confidential  friend 
Mr.  Wickfield,  I  cannot  consent  to  be  put  down.  I  shall 
begin  to  assert  the  privilegeliB  of  a  mother-in-law,  if  you  go  on 
like  that,  and  scold  you.  I  am  perfectly  honest  and  out- 
spoken. What  I  am  saying,  is  what  I  said  when  you  first  over- 
powered me  with  surprise  —  you  remember  how  surprised 
I  was?  —  by  proposing  for  Annie.  Not  that  there  was  any- 
thing so  very  much  out  of  the  way  in  the  mere  fact  of  the 
proposal  —  it  would  be  ridiculous  to  say  that!  —  but  because 
you  having  known  her  poor  father,  and  having  known  her 
from  a  baby  six  months  old,  I  hadn't  thought  of  you  in  such  a 
light  at  all,  or  indeed  as  a  marrying  man  in  any  way,  —  simply 
that,  you  know." 

"Aye,  aye,"  returned  the  Doctor  good,  humouredly. 
"Never  mind." 

"But  I  do  mind,"  said  the  old  soldier,  laying  her  fan 
upon  his  lips.  "  I  mind  very  much.  I  recall  these  things  that 
I  may  be  contradicted  if  I  am  wrong.  Well !  Then  I  spoke 
to  Annie,  and  I  told  her  what  had  happened.  I  said,  'My 
dear,  here 's  Doctor  Strong  has  positively  been  and  made  you 
the  subject  of  a  handsome  declaration  and  an  offer.'  Did  I 
press  it  in  the  le^st?    No.    I  said,  'Now,  Annie,  tell  me  the 
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trnth  this  moment,  is  your  heart  free?'    'Mama/  she  said, 
crying,  'I  am  extremely  young  *  —  which  was  perfectly  true  — 
*  and  I  hardly  know  if  I  have  a  heart  at  all . '   *  Then ,  my  dear/ 
I  said,  'you  may  rely  upon  it,  it 's  free.    At  all  events,  my 
love,'  said  I,  'Doctor  Strong  is  in  an  agitated  state  of  mind, 
and  must  be  answered.    He  cannot  be  kept  in  his  present 
state  of  suspense.'    'Mama,'  said  Annie,  still  crying, 'would 
he  be  unhappy  without  me?     If  he  would,   I  honour  and*^  ,. 
respect  him,  so  much,  that  I  think  I  will  have  him.'    So  it  /  '"' 
was  settled.    And  then,  and  not  till  then,  I  said  to  Annie,    «    r 
'Annie,  Doctor  Strong  will  not  only  be  your  husband,  but  ^  '  *^  ^- 
he  will  represent  your  late  father,  he  will  represent  the  head    ^  <'  '    /^ 
of  our  family,  he  will  represent  the  wisdom  and  station,  and    •    ,    ^  ; 
I  may  say  the  means,  of  our  family,  and  will  be,  in  short, 
a  Boon  to  it.'    I  used  the  word  at  the  time,  and  I  have  ysed    -  '    '^ 
it  again ,  to-day.   If  I  have  any  merit,  it  is  consistency." 

The  daughter  had  sat  quite  silent  and  still  during  this  • 
speech,  with  her  eyes  fixed  on  the  ground;  her  cousin  stand- 
ing near  her,  and  looking  on  the  ground  too.    She  now  said      >     -  ;   / 
very  softly,  in  a  trembling  voice : 

"Mama,  I  hope  you  have  finished?" 

"No,  my  dear  Annie,"  returned  the  soldier,  "I  have  not  , 

quite  finished.  Since  you  ask  me,  my  love,  I  reply  that  I 
have  not.  I  complain  that  you  really  are  a  little  unnatural 
towards  your  own  family ;  and  as  it  is  of  no  use  complaining  to 
you,  I  mean  to  complain  to  your  husband.  Now,  my  dear 
Doctor,  do  look  at  that  silly  wife  of  yours." 

As  the  Doctor  turned  his  kind  face,  with  its  smile  of  sim- 
plicity and  gentleness,  towards  her,  she  drooped  her  head 
more.    I  noticed  that  Mr.  Wickfield  looked  at  her  steadily. 

"  When  I  happened  to  say  to  that  naughty  thing ,  the  other  m 

day,"  pursued  her  mother,  shaking  her  head  and  her  fan  at 
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her,  playfally,  <*that  there  was  a  isaaily  cireamsteace  she 
might  mentioii  to  7011  —  indeed,  I  thrmk,  was  homd  to  men* 
tion  —  she  said,  that  to  mention  it  was  to  ask  a  fSsroor ;  and 
that  as  yon  were  too  generous,  and  as  for  her  to  ask  was  always 
to  haye,  she  wonldn't." 

''Annie,  my  dear,"  said  the  Doctor.  ''That  was  wrong. 
It  robbed  me  of  a  pleasure." 

"Almost  the  very  words  I  said  to  her!"  exclaimed  her 
mother.  "Now  really,  another  time,  when  I  know  what  she 
would  tell  you ,  but  for  ihia  reason ,  and  won*t,  I  have  a  great 
mind,  my  dear  Doctor,  to  tell  you  myself." 

"I  shall  be  glad  if  you  will,"  returned  the  Doctor. 

"Shall  I?" 

"Certainly." 

'.'WeU,  then,  I  wiUI"  said  the  old  soldier.  "Thai  '•  a 
bargain."  And  having,  I  suppose,  carried  her  point,  she 
tapped  the  Doctor's  hand  several  times  with  her  ian  (which 
she  kissed  first),  and  returned  triumphantly  to  her  ibnaer 
station. 

Some  more  company  coming  in,  among  whoxji  were  the 
two  masters  and  Adams,  the  talk  became  general;  aad  it 
naturally  turned  onMr.  JackMaldon,  and  his  voyage,  and 
the  country  he  was  going  to,  and  his  various  plans  and  pro- 
spects. He  was  to  leave  that  night,  after  supper,  in  a  post- 
chaise,  for  Gravesend,  where  the  ship,  in  which  he  was  to 
make  the  voyage,  lay,  and  was  to  be  gone  —  unless  he  came 
home  on  leave,  or  for  his  health  —  I  don't  know  how  many 
years.  I  recollect  it  was  settled  by  general  consent  that  India 
was  quite  a  misrepresented  country,  and  had  nothing  ob- 
jectionable in  it,  but  a  tiger  or  two,  and  a  little  heat  in  the 
warm  part  of  the  day.  For  my  own  part,  I  looked  on  Mr. 
JackMaldon  as  a  modem  Sinbad,  and  pictured  him  the  bosom 
friend  of  all  the  Rajahs  in.  the  east,  sitting  under  Canopies^ 
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smoking  carlj  golden  pipes,  a  woSle  long,  if  tiiey  could  be 
stnaghtened  out. 

Mrs.  Strong  was  «  yery  prettj  singer:  as  I  knew,  who 
often  heard  her  singing  by  herself.  But,  whether  she  was 
afraid  of  singing  before  people,  or  was  out  of  voice  that 
erening,  it  was  certain  that  she  couldn't  sing  at  all.  She  tried 
a  dnet,  once,  with  her  cousin  Maldon,  but  could  not  so  much 
as  begin;  and  afterwards,  when  she  tried  to  sing  by  herself, 
althoogh  she  began  sweetly,  her  Yoice  died  away  on  a  sudden, 
and  left  her  quite  distressed ,  with  her  head  hanging  down 
over  the  keys.  The  good  Doctor  said  she  was  nervous ,  and, 
to  reliere  her,  proposed  a  round  game  at  cards ;  of  which  he 
knew  as  much  as  of  the  art  of  playing  the  trombone.  But  I 
remarked  that  the  old  soldier  took  him  into  custody  directly, 
for  her  partner,  and  instructed  hirti,  as  tlie  first  preliminary 
of  initiation,  to  give  her  all  the  silver  he  had  in  his  pocket. 

We  had  a  merry  game ,  not  made  the  less  merry  by  the 
Doctor's  mistakes,  of  which  he  conunitted  an  innumerable 
quantity,  in  spite  of  the  watchfulness  of  the  butterflies,  and 
to  their  great  aggravation.  Mrs.  Strong  had  declined  to  play, 
on  the  ground  of  not  feeling  very  well ,  and  her  cousin  MaJdon 
had  ejKCased  himself  because  he  had  some  packing  to  do. 
When  he  had  done  it,  however,  he  returned,  and  they  sat 
together,  talking,  on  the  sofa.  From  time  to  time  she  came 
and  looked  over  the  Doctor's  hand ,  and  told  him  what  to  play. 
She  was  very  pale,  as  she  bent  over  him,  and  I  thought  her 
finger  trembled  as  she  pointed  out  the  cards,  but  the  Doctor 
was  quite  happy  in  her  attention,  and  took  no  notice  of  this, 
if  it  were  so. 

At  supper,  we  were  hardly  so  gay.  Every  one  appeared 
to  feel  that  a  parting  of  that  sort  was  an  awkward  thing,  and 
that  the  nearer  it  approached ,  the  more  awkward  it  was.  Mr. 
JackMflldon  tried  to  be  very  talkative,  but  was  not  at  hi* 
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ease ,  and  made  matters  worse.  And  they  were  not  improved, 
as  it  appeared  to  me,  by  the  old  soldier:  who  continaallj  re- 
called passages  of  Mr.  Jack  Maldon's  youth. 

The  Doctor,  however,  who  felt,  I  am  sure,  that  he  was 
jnaking  everybody  happy,  was  well  pleased,  and  had  no 
suspicion ,  but  that  we  were  all  at  the  utmost  height  of  en- 
joyment. 

"Annie,  my  dear,**  said  he,  looking  at  his  watch,  and 
filling  his  glass;  '4t  is  past  your  cousin  Jack*8  time,  and  we 
must  not  detain  him,  since  time  and  tide  —  both  concerned  in 
this  case  —  wAit  for  no  man.  Mr.  Jack  Maldon,  you  have  a 
long  voyage,  and  a  strange  country,  before  you;  but  many 
men  have  had  both ,  and  many  men  will  have  both ,  to  the  end 
of  time.  .The  winds  you  are  going  to  tempt,  have  wailed 
thousands  upon  thousands  to  fortune,  and  brought  thousands 
upon  thousands  happily  back.** 

"It  *s  an  affecting  thing,**  said  Mrs.  Markleham  —  "how- 
ever it 's  viewed ,  it  *s  affecting  —  to  see  a  fine  young  man  one 
has  known  from  an  infant,  going  away  to  the  other  end  of  the 
world,  leaving  all  he  knows  behind,  and  not  knowing  what  *8 
before  him.  A  young  man  really  well  deserves  constant  sup- 
port and  patronage,*'  looking  at  the  Doctor,  "who  makes 
such  sacrifices.'* 


"  Time  will  go  fast  with  you ,  Mr.  Jack  Maldon,*'  pursued 
the  Doctor,  "and  fast  with  all  of  us.  Some  of  us  can  hardly 
expect,  perhaps,  in  the  natural  course  of  things,  to  greet 
you  on  your  return.  The  next  best  thing  is  to  hope  to  do  it, 
and  that 's  my  case.  I  shall  not  weary  you  with  good  advice. 
Tou  have  long  had  a  good  model  before  you  in  your  cousin 
Annie.    Imitate  her  virtues  as  nearly  as  you  can."    ' 

Mrs.  Markleham  fanned  herself,  and  shook  her  head. 
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''Farewell,  Mr.  Jack,"  said  the  Doctor,  staodingnp;  on 
which  we  all  stood  ap.  *' A  prosperous  voyage  out,  a  thriving 
career  abroad ,  and  a  happy  return  home  I " 

We  all  drank  the  toast,  and  all  shook  hand;  withjklr.  Jack 
Maldon,  after  which  he  hastily  took  leave  of  the  ladies  who 
were  there,  and  harried  to  the  door,  where  he  was  received, 
as  he  got  into  the  chaise,  with  a  tremendoas  broadside  of 
cheers  discharged  by  our  boys%  who  had  assembled  on  the 
lawn  for  the  purpose.  Running  in  among  them  to  swell  the 
ranks,  I  was  very  near  the  chaise  when  it  rolled  away,  and  I 
had  a  lively  impression  made  upon  me ,  in  the  midst  of  the 
noise  and  dust,  of  having  seen  Mr.  Jack  Maldon  rattle  past 
with  an  agitated  face,  and  something  cherry-coloured  in  his 
hand. 

After  another  broadside  for  the  Doctor,  and  another  for. 
the  Doctor's  wife,  the  boys  dispersed,  and  I  went  back  into 
the  house,  where  I  found  the  guests  all  standing  in  a  group 
about  the  Doctor,  discussing  how  Mr.  Jack  Maldon  had  gone 
away,  and  how  he  had  borne  it,  and  how  he  had  felt  it^  and 
all  the  rest  of  it.  In  the  midst  of  these  remarks,  Mrs.  Markle- 
ham  cried:  "Where  's  Annie! " 

No  Annie  was  there,  and  when  they  called  to  her,  no 
Annie  replied.  But  all  pressing  out  of  the  room,  in  a  crowd, 
to  see  what  was  the  matter,  we  found  her  lying  on  the  hidl 
floor.  There  was  great  alarm  at  first,  until  it  was  found  that 
she  was  in  a  swoon,  and  that  the  swoon  was  yielding  to  the 
usual  means  of  recovery,  when  the  Doctor,  who  had  lifted 
her  head  upon  his  knee ,  put  her  curls  aside  with  his  hand,  and 
said  looking  around: 

**Foor  Annie  f  She  's  so  faithful  and  tender-hearted  I  It  *s 
the  parting  firom  her  old  play-fellow  and  friend — lier  favourite 
cousin  —  that  has  ipne  this.  Ah!  It 's  a  pity  I  I  am  very 
sorry  I 
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_~     "^  ^'b  the  sapper-room  where  it  had  been  left,  which 

*    ^    *^  f  and  daik.    Bat  a  door  of  commanicaUon  be- 

^     *     ~  '  Aid  the  Doctor's  stady,  where  there  was  a  light» 

'      -^^  ' ,  I  passed  on  there,  to  say  what  I  wanted,  and  to 

^   ^j^  ^      ctor  was  sitting  m  his  easy  chair  by  the  fireside,  and 

J^      f  wife  was  on  a  stool  at  his  feet.    The  Doctor,  with  a 

^^        ^it  smile,  was  reading  aload  some  manuscript  ezpla- 

~^       statement  of  a  theory  oat  of  that  interminable  Dictio- 

'     =.  -zz-  r%  she  was  looking  ap  at  him.    But ,  with  sach  a  face  as 

'        '*"     '  taw.     It  was  so  beaatifal  in  its  form,  it  was  so  ashy 

--^T^-  •  r*  '  was  so  fixed  in  its  abstraction ,  it  was  so  full  of  a  wild, 

,   ^^    ^^  piking,  dreamy  horror  of  I  don't  know  what.    The  eyes 

.  ^     ^  ^de  open ,  and  her  brown  hair  fell  in  two  rich  clusters  on 

'~  '  Dolders,  and  on  her  white  dress ,  disordered  by  the  want 

.lost  ribbon.    Distinctly  as  I  recollect  her  look ,  I  cannot 

^BL  z  m  i  what  it  was  expressive.    I  cannot  even  say  of  what  it  is 

essive  to  me  now,  rising  again  before  my  older  judgment. 

^    itence ,  humiliation,  shame,  pride,  love,  and  trustfulness  — 

^      .  je  them  all,  and  in  them  all  I  see  that  horror  of  I  don't 
"    "_   jm  what. 

My  entrance,  and  my  saying  what  I  wanted,  roused  her. 

^  -  distarbed  the  Doctor  too ,  for  when  I  went  back  to  replace 

^  ^^^  candle  I  had  taken  from  the  table,  he  was  patting  her  head, 

' -^  ft  ^^  fatherly  way,  and  saying  he  was  a  merciless  drone  to  let 

Aer  tempt  him  into  reading  on,  and  he  would  have  her  go 

*"     fcbed. 

J§     But  she  asked  him,  in  a  rapid,  urgent  manner,  to  let  her 

^ftay  —  to  let  her  feel  assured  (I  heard  her  murmur  some 

'broken  words  to  this  effect)  that  she  was  in  his  confidence  that 

night.     And,  as  she  turned  again  towards  him ,  after  glancing 

at  me  as  I  left  the  room  and  went  out  at  the  door,  I  saw  her 
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crass  her  hands  upon  his  knoe ,  and  look  up  at  uut^  \ 
same  face,  something  quieted ,  as  he  resumed  his  Tdtiui : 
It  made  a  great  impression  on  me,  and  I  reme:  iH**} 
long  time  afterwards;   as  I  shall  liave  occassion  U-  m 
-when  the  time  comes. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

Somebody  turns  op. 

It  has  not  occurred  to  me  to  mention  Pcggotty  since  I  ran 
away;  but,  of  course,  I  wrote  her  a  letter  almost  as  soon  as  I 
was  housed  at  Dover,  and  another,  and  a  longer  letter,  con- 
taining all  particulars  fully  related,  when  my  aunt  took  me 
formally  under  her  protection.  On  my  being  settled  at  Doctor 
Strong's  I  wrote  to  her  again,  detailing  my  happy  condition 
and  prospects.  I  never  could  have  derived  anything  like  the 
pleasure  from  spending  the  money  Mr.  Dick  had  given  me, 
that  I  felt  in  sending  a  gold  half-guinea  to  Peggotty ,  per  post, 
inclosed  in  this  last  letter,  to  discharge  the  sum  I  had  borrowed 
of  her:  in  which  epistle,  not  before,  I  mentioned  about  the 
young  man  with  the  donkey-cart. 

To  these  communications  Peggotty  replied  as  promptly ,  if 
not  as  concisely,  as  a  merchant's  clerk.    Her  utmost  powers  of 
expression  (which  were  certainly  not  great  in  ink)  were  ex- 
hausted in  the  attempt  to  write  what  she  felt  on  the  subject  of 
David  Coppeffeld,  O,  i 


my  jonmey.  Four  sides  of  incoherent  and  interjectional  be- 
ginnings of  sentences,  that  had  no  end,  except  blots,  were 
inadequate  to  afford  her  any  relief.  But  the  blots  were  more 
expressive  to  me  than  the  best  composition ;  for  they  showed 
me  that  Peggotty  had  been  crying  all  over  the  paper,  and  what 
could  I  have  desired  more? 

I  made  out,  without  much  difficulty,  that  she  could  not  take 
quite  kindly  to  my  aunt  yet.  The  notice  was  too  short^fter  so 
long  a  prepossession  the  other  way.  We  never  knew  a  person, 
she  wrote ;  but  to  think  that  Miss  Betsey  should  seem  to  be  so 
different  from  what  she  had  been  thought  to  be,  was  a  Moral ! 
—  that  was  her  word.  She  was  evidently  still  afraid  of  Miss 
Betsey ,  for  she  sent  her  grateful  duty  to  her  but  timidly ;  and 
she  was  evidently  afraid  of  me,  too,  and  entertained  the  proba- 
bility of  my  running  away  again  soon:  if  I  might  judge  from 
the  repeated  hints  she  threw  out,  that  the  coach-fare  to  Yar- 
mouth was  always  to  be  had  of  her  for  the  asking. 

She  gave  me  one  piece  of  intelligence  which  affected  me 
very  much,  namely,  that  there  had  been  a  sale  of  the  ftinii- 
ture  at  our  old  home ,  and  that  Mr.  and  Miss  Murdstone  were 
gone  away,  and  the  house  was  shut  up,  to  be  let  or  sold. 
God  knows  I  had  had  no  part  in  it  while  they  remained  there, 
but  it  pained  mc  to  think  of  the  dear  old  place  as  altogether 
abandoned;  of  the  weeds  growing  tall  in  tiie  garden,  aaid  the 
fallen  leaves  lying  thick  and  wet  upon  the  paths.  I  imagined 
how  the  winds  of  winter  wQuld  howl  round  it,  how  the  cold 
rain  would  beat  upon  the  window-glass,  how  the  moon  would 
make  ghosts  on  the  walls  of  the  empty  rooms,  watching  their 
solitude  all  night.  I  thought  afresh  of  the  grave  in  the  church- 
yard, underneath  the  tree:  and  it  seemed  as  if  the  house  were 
dead  too,  now,  and  all  connected  with  my  father  and  mother 
were  faded  away. 

There  was  no  other  news  in  Peggotty *8  letters.    Mr.  Bar- 
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Ids  WM  an  excellent  hnsband,  slie  said,  though  still  a  little 
near;  but  we  all  had  our  faults,  and  she  had  plenty  (tjiough 
I  am  sure  I  don*t  know  what  they  were) ;  and  he  sent  his  duty, 
and  my  little  bedroom  was  always  ready  for  me.  Mr.  Peg- 
gotty  was  well,  and  Ham  was  well,  and  Mrs.  Gummidge  was 
bat  poorly,  and  little  Em*ly  wouldn*t  send  her  lore,  but  said 
that  Peggotty  might  send  it,  if  she  liked. 

'  All  this  intelligence  I  dntifully  imparted  to  my  aunt,  5n1y 
reserving  to  myself  the  mention  of  little  Em*ly,  to  whom  I 
instinctively  felt  that  she  would  not  very  tenderly  incline. 
>\lule  I  was  yet  new  at  Doctor  Strong's,  she  made  several 
excursions  over  to  Canterbury  to  see  me ,  and  always  at  un- 
seasonable hours:  with  the  view,  I  suppose,  of  taking  me  by 
surprise.  But,  finding  me  well  employed,  and  bearing  a  good 
character,  and  hearing  on  all  hands  that  I  rose  fast  in  the 
school,  she  soon  discontinued  these  visits.  I  saw  her  on  a 
Saturday,  every  third  or  fourth  week,  when  I  went  over  to 
Dover  for  a  treat;  and  I  saw  Mr.  Dick  every  alternate  Wed- 
nesday, when  he  arrived  by  stage-coach  at  noon,  to  stay  until 
next  morning. 

On  these  occasions  Mr.  Dick  never  travelled 'without  a 
leathern  writing-desk,  containing  a  supply  of  stationery  and 
the  Memorial;  in  relation  to  which  document  he  had  a  notion 
that  time  was  beginning  to  press  now,  and  that  it  really  must 
be  got  out  of  hand. 

Mr.  Dick  was  very  partial  to  gingerbread.  To  render  his 
visits  the  more  agreeable ,  my  aunt  had  instructed  me  to  open 
a  credit  for  him  at  a  cake-shop ,  which  was  hampered  with  the 
stipulation  that  he  should  not  be  served  with  more  than  one 
shilling's-worth  in  the  course  of  any  one  day.  This,  and  the 
reference  of  all  his  little  bills  at  the  county  inn  where  he  slept, 
to  my  aunt,  before  they  were  paid,  induced  me  to  suspect 
that  he  was  only  allowed  to  rattle  his  money,  and  not  to  spend 
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it.  I  found  on  farther  investigation  that  this  was  so,  or  at 
least  there  was  an  agreement  between  him  and  my  aunt  that 
he  should  account  to  her  for  all  his  disbursements.  As  he  had 
no  idea  of  deceiving  her,  and  always  desired  to  please  her, 
he  was  thus  made  chary  of  launching  into  expense.  On  this 
point,  as  well  as  on  all  other  possible  points,  Mr.  Dick  was 
convinced  that  my  aunt  was  the  wisest  and  most  wonderful  of 
women;  as  he  repeatedly  told  me  with  infinite  secresy,  and 
always  in  a  whisper. 

'*Trotwood,"  said  Mr.  Dick,  with  an  air  of  mystery,  after 
imparting  this  confidence  to  me,  one  Wednesday ;  ^<who  *8 
the  man  that  hides  near  our  house  and  frightens  her.*' 

"Frightens  my  aunt.  Sir?" 

Mr.  Dick  nodded.  "I  thought  nothing  would  hare 
frightened  her,"  he  said,  "for  she  's — "  here  he  whispered 
softly,  "  don't  mention  it  —  the  wisest  and  most  wonderful  of 
women."  Having  said  which,  he  drew  back,  to  observe  the 
effect  which  this  description  of  her  made  upon  me. 

"The  first  time  he  came,"  said  Mr.  Dick,  "was  —  let  me 
see  —  sixteen  hundred  and  forty-nine  was  the  date  of  King 
Charles's  execution.  I  think  you  said  sixteen  hundred  and 
forty -nine?" 

"Yes,  Sir." 

"I  don't  know  how  it  can  be,"  said  Mr.  Dick,  sorely 
puzzled  and  shaking  his  head.  "I  don't  think  I  am  as  old 
as  that." 

"Was  it  in  that  year  that  the  man  appeared.  Sir?"  I 
asked. 

"Why,  really,"  said  Mr.  Dick,  "I  don't  see  how  it  can 
have  been  in  that  year,  Trotwood.  Did  you  get  that  date 
out  of  history?" 

"Yes,  Sir." 


''I  suppose  history  never  lies,  does  it?**  said  Mr.  Dick, 
"with  a  gleam  of  hope. 

*<Oh  dear,  no,  Sir!'*  I  replied,  most  decisively.  I  was 
ingennonsandyoong,  and  I  thought  so. 

*'I  can't  make  it  out,"  said  Mr.  Dick,  shaking  his  head. 
"There  's  something  wrong,  somewhere.  However,  it  was 
very  soon  after  the  mistake  was  made  of  putting  some  of  the 
trouble  out  of  King  Charles's  head  into  my  head,  that  the 
man  first  came.  I  was  walking  out  with  Miss  Trotwood  after 
tea,  just  at  dark,  and  there  he  was,  close  to  our  house." 

"Walking  about? "  I  inquired. 

"Walking  about?"  repeated  Mr.  Dick.  "Let me  see.  I 
must  recollect  a  bit.   N  —  no,  no;  he  was  not  walking  about." 

I  asked,  as  the  shortest  way  to  get  at  it,  what  he  was 
doing. 

"Well,  he  wasn't  there  at  all,"  said  Mr.  Dick,  "until  he 
came  up  behind  her,  and  whispered.  Then  she  turned  round 
and  fainted,  and  I  stood  still  and  looked  at  him,  and  he  walked 
away ;  but  that  he  should  have  been  hiding  ever  since  (in  the 
ground  or  somewhere),  is  the  most  extraordinary  thing ! " 

*^Has  he  been  hiding  ever  since?  '*  I  asked. 

"  To  be  sure  he  has,"  retorted  Mr.  Dick,  nodding  his  head 
gravely.  "Never  came  out,  till  last  night!,  We  were  walking 
last  night,  and  he  came  up  behind  her  again,  and  I  knew 
him  again." 

"And  did  he  frighten  my  aunt  again? " 

"All  of  a  shiver,"  said  Mr.  Dick,  counterfeiting  that  affec- 
tion and  making  his  teeth  chatter.  "Held  by  the  palings. 
Cried.  But  Trotwood,  come  here,"  getting  me  close  to  him, 
that  he  might  whisper  very  softly;  "why  did  she  give  him 
money,  boy,  in  the  moonlight?" 

"He  was  a  beggar,  perhaps." 

Mr.  Dick  shook  his  head,  as  utterly  renouncing  the  bv 


gestion;  and  having  replied  a  great  many  times,  and  with 
great  confidence ,  ^*  No  beggar,  no  beggar,  no  beggar,  Sir!" 
went  on  to  say,  that  from  his  window  he  had  afterwards ,  and 
late  at  night,  seen  my  aunt  give  this  person  money  oatside 
the  garden  rails  in  the' moonlight,  who  then  slunk  away  — 
into  the  ground  again,  as  he  thought  probable  —  and  was 
seen  no  more:  while  my  aunt  came  hurriedly  and  aecreiLy 
back  into  the  house,  and  had,  even  tlyit  morning,  been  quite 
difiereQt  from  her  usual  self;  which  preyed  on  Mr.  Dick's 
mind. 

I  had  not  the  least  belief,  in  the  outset  of  this  story,  that 
the  unknown  was  anything  but  a  delusion  of  Mr.  Dick's,  and 
one  of  the  line  of  that  ill-fated  Prince  who  occasion^  him  so 
much  difficulty ;  but  after  some  reflection  I  began  to  entertain 
the  question  whether  an  attempt,  or  threat  of  an  attempt, 
might  have  been  twice  made  to  take  poor  Mr.  Dick  himself 
from  under  my  aunt's  protection,  and  whether  my  aunt,  tho 
strength  of  whose  kind  feeling  towards  him  I  knew  from  her- 
self, might  have  been  induced  to  pay  a  price  for  his  peace 
and  quiet.  As  I  was  already  much  attached  to  Mr.  Dick,  and 
very  solicitous  for  his  welfare,  my  fears  favoured  this  supposi- 
tion; and  for  a  long  time  his  Wednesday  hardly  ever  came 
round,  without  my  entertaining  a  misgiving  tliat  he  would  not 
be  on  the  coach-box  as  usuaU  There  he  always  appeared, 
however,  grey-headed,  laughing,  and  happy;  and  he  never 
had  anything  more  to  tell  of  the  man  who  could  frighten 
my  aunt. 

These  Wednesdays  were  the  happiest  days  of  Mr.  Dick's 
life ;  they  were  far  from  being  the  least  happy  of  mine.  He 
soon  became  known  to  every  boy  in  the  school;  and  though 
he  never  took  an  active  part  in  tmy  game  but  kite-flying,  was  as 
deeply  interested  in  all  our  sports  as  any  one  among  us.  How 
often  have  I  seen  him,  intent  upon  a  match  at  marbles  or 


pegtop,  looking  on  with  a  face  of  unutterabio  interest,  and 
hardly  breathing  at  the  criiical  times!  How  often,  at  hare 
and  hounds,  have  I  seen  him  mounted  on  a  little  knoll ,  cheer- 
ing the  whole  field  on  to  action,  and  waving  his  hat  above  his 
grey  head,  oblivious  of  King  Charles  the  Martyr's  head,  and 
all  belonging  to  it!  How  many  a  summer-hour  have  I  known 
to  be  but  blissful  minutes  to  him  in  the  cricket-field  I  How 
many  winter  days  have  I  seen  him,  standing  blue- nosed  in 
the  snow  and  east  wind,  looking  at  the  boys  going  down  the 
long  slide,  and  clapping  his  worsted  gloves  in  rapture! 

He  was  an  universal  favourite,  and  his  ingenuity  in  little 
things  was  transcendant.  He  could  cut  oranges  into  such  de- 
vices as  none  of  us  had  an  idea  of.  He  could  make  a  boat 
out  of  anything,  from  a  skewer  upwards.  He  could  turn 
crampbones  into  chessmen ;  fashion  Roman  chariots  from  old 
court  catds;  make  spoked  wheels  out  of  cotton  reels,  and 
birdcages  of  old  wire.  But  he  was  greatest  of  all ,  perhaps, 
in  the  articles!  of  string  and  straw;  wiUi  which  we  were 
all  persuaded  he  could  do  anything  that  could  be  done  by 
hands. 

Mr.  Dick*B  renown  was  not  long  confined  to  us.  After  a 
few  Wednesdays,  Doctor  Strong  himself  made  some  inquiries 
of  me  about  him,  and  I  told  him  all  my  aunt  had  told  me; 
which  interested  the  Doctor  so  much  that  he  requested,  on 
the  occasion  of  his  next  visit,  to  be  presented  to  him.  This 
ceremony  I  performed;  and  the  Doctor  begging  Mr.  Dick, 
whensoever  he  should  not  find  me  at  the  coach-office,  to  come 
on  there,  and  rest  himself  until  our  morning's  work  was  over, 
it  soon  passed  into  a  custom  for  Mr.  Dick  to  come  on  as  a 
matter  of  course,  and,  if  we  were  a  little  late,  as  often  hap- 
pened on  a  Wednesday,  to  walk  about  the  cour^ard,  wwting 
for  jne.  Here  he  made  thd  licquaintance  of  the  Doctor's 
beautiful  young  wife  (paler  than  formerly,  all  this  time;  more 
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rarely  seen  by  me  or  anyone,  I  think;  and  not  so  gay,  bat 
not  less  beautiful) ,  and  so  became  more  and  more  familiar  by 
degrees,  until,  at  last,  he  would  come  into  the  school  and 
wait.  He  always  sat  in  a  particular  comer,  on  a  particular 
stool,  which  was  called  "Dick,"  after  him ;  here  he  would  sit, 
with  his  grey  head  bent  forward,  attentively  listening  to 
whatever  might  be  going  on,  with  a  profound  veneration  for 
the  learning  he  had  never  been  able  to  acquire. 

This  veneration  Mr.  Dick  extended  to  the  Doctor,  whom 
he  thought  the  most  subtle  and  accomplished  philosopher  of 
any  age.  It  was  long  before  Mr.  Dick  ever  spoke  to  him 
otherwise  than  bare-headed;  and  even  when  he  and  the 
Doctor  had  struck  up  quite  a  friendship ,  and  would  walk 
together  by  the  hour,  on  that  side  of  the  courtyard  which  was 
known  among  us  as  The  Doctor's  Walk ,  Mr.  Dick  would  pull 
off  his  hat  at  intervals  to  show  his  respect  for  wisdom  and 
knowledge.  How  it  ever  came  about,  that  the  Doctor  began 
to  read  out  scraps  of  the  famous  Dictionary,  in  these  walks, 
I  never  knew;  perhaps  he  felt  it  all  the  same,  at  first,  as 
reading  to  himself.  However,  it  passed  into  a  custom  too; 
and  Mr.  Dick,  listening  with  a  face  shining  with  pride  and 
pleasure,  in  his  heart  of  hearts  believed  the  Dictonary  to  be 
the  most  delightful  book  in  the  world. 

As  I  think  of  them  going  up  and  down  before  those  school- 
room windows  —  the  Doctor  reading  with  his  complacent 
smile,  an  occasional  flourish  of  the  manuscript,  or  grave 
motion  of  his  head;  and  Mr.  Dick  listening,  enchained  by 
interest,  with  his  poor  wits  calmly  wandering  God  knows 
where,  upon  the  wings  of  hard  words  —  I  think  of  it  as  one 
of  the  pleasantest  things,  in  a  quiet  way,  that  I  have  ever  seen. 
I  feel  as  if  they  might  go  walking  to  and  fro  for  ever,  and  the 
world  might  somehow  be  the  better  for  it  —  as  if  a  thousand 
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things  it  makes  a  noise  about,  were  not  one-half  so  good 
for  it,  or  me. 

Agnes  was  one  of  Mr.  Dick's  friends,  very  soon;  and  in 
oflen  coming  to  the  house ,  he  made  acquaintance  with  Uriah. 
The  friendship  between  himself  and  me  increased  continually, 
and  it  was  maintained  on  this  odd  footing:  that,  while  Mr. 
Dick  came  professedly  to  look  afler  me  as  my  guardian,  he 
always  consulted  me  in  any  little  matter  of  doubt  that  arose, 
and  invariably  guided  himself  by  my  advice ;  not  only  having 
a  high  respect  for  my  native  sagacity ,  but  considering  that  I 
inherited  a  good  deal  from  my  aunt. 

One  Thursday  morning,  when  I  was  about  to  walk  with 
Mr.  Dick  from  the  hotel  to  the  coach-office  before  going  back 
to  school  (for  we  had  an  hour's  school  before  breakfast),  I 
met  Uriah  in  the  street,  who  reminded  me  of  the  promise  I  had 
made  to  take  tea  with  himself  and  his  mother :  adding,  with  a 
writhe,  "But  I  didn't  expect  you  to  keep  it.  Master  Copper- 
field,  we'reso  very  umble." 

I  really  had  not  yet  been  able  to  make  up  my  mind  whether 
I  liked  Uriah  or  detested  him;  and  I  was  very  doubtful  about 
it  still ,  as  I  stood  looking  him  in  the  face  in  the  street.  But  I 
felt  it  quite  an  affront  to  be  supposnd  proud,  and  said  I  only 
wanted  to  be  asked. 

"Oh,  if  that's  all.  Master  Copperfield,"  said  Uriah, 
"and  it  really  isn't  our  umblcncss  that  prevents  you,  will  you 
come  this  evening?  But  if  it  is  our  umbleness,  I  hope  you 
won't  mind  owning  to  it.  Master  Copperfield;  for  we  are  well 
aware  of  our  condition." 

I  said  I  would  mention  it  to  Mr.  Wickfield,  and  if  he  ap- 
proved, as  I  had  no  doubt  he  would ,  I  would  come  with  plea- 
sure. So,  at  six  o'clock  that  evening,  which  was  one 
of  the  early  office  evenings,  I  announced  myself  as  ready, 
to  Uriah. 
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**  Mother  will  be  proud  indeed/*  he  said,  aa  we  walked 
away  together.  "Or  she  would  be  proud,  if  it  wasn't  sinful. 
Master  Copperfield,"  r 

*' Yet  you  didn't  mind  supposing  /was  proud  thismoming,** 
I  returned. 

"Oh  dear  no,  Master  Copperfield!**  returned  Uriah. 
"Oh,  believe  me,  no!  Such  a  thought  never  came  into  my 
head !  I  shouldn't  have  deemed  it  at  all  proud  if  you  had 
thought  us  too  umble  for  you.  Because  we  are  so  very 
umble." 

"Have  you  been  studying  much  law  lately?"  I  asked,  to 
change  the  subject. 

"Oh,  Master  Copperfield,"  he  said,  with  an  air  of  self- 
denial,  "my  reading  is  hardly  to  be  called  study.  I  have 
passed  an  hour  or  two  in  the  evening,  sometimes,  with 
Mr.  Tidd." 

*.*  Rather  hard,  I  suppose  ?  "'  said  I. 

"He  is  hard  to  me  sometimes,"  returned  Uriah.  "But  I 
don't  know  what  he  might  be,  to  a  gifted  person." 

After  beating  a  little  tunc  on  his  chin  as  we  walked  on, 
with  the  two  fore -fingers  of  his  skeleton  right  hand,  he 
added: 

"There  are  expressions,  you  see.  Master  Copperfield — 
Latin  words  and  terms  —  in  Mr.  Tidd ,  that  are  trying  to  a 
reader  of  my  umble  attainments." 

"Would  you  like  to  be  taught  Latin?"  I  said,  briskly,  "I 
will  teach  it  you  with  pleasure ,  as  I  learn  it." 

"Oh,  thank  you.  Master  Copperfield,"  he  answered, 
shaking  his  head.  "I  am  sure  it 's  very  kind  of  yon  to  make 
the  offer,  but  I  am  much  too  umble  to  accept  it." 

"  What  nonsense,  Uriah ! " 

'fOh,  indeed  you  must  excuse  me.  Master  Copperfield  I 
I  am  greatly  obliged,  and  I  should  like  it  of  all  things ,  I  assure 
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you ;  but  I  am  far  too  mnble.  There  are  people  enough  to 
tread  upon  me  in  my  lo-wlj  state,  without  my  doing  outrage  to 
their  feelings  by  possessing  learning.  Learning  ain*t  for  me. 
A  person  like  myself  had  better  not  aspire.  If  he  is  to  get 
on  in  life>  he  must  get  on  umbly,  Master  Copperfield/' 

I  never  saw  his  mouth  so  wide,  or  the  creases  in  his  cheeks 
80  deep,  as  when  he  delivered  himself  of  these  sentiments: 
shaking  his  head  all  the  time ,  and  writhing  modestly. 

'* I  think  yon  are  wrong,  Uriah,"  I  said.  '*  I  dare  say  there 
are  several  things  that  I  could  teach  you,  if  you  would  like  to 
learn  them." 

"Oh,  I  don't  doubt  that,  Master  Copperfield,"  he  an- 
swered; **not  in  the  least.  But  not  being  umble  yourself, 
you  don't  judge  well,  perhaps,  for  them  that  are.  I  won't 
provoke  my  betters  with  knowledge,  thank  you.  I  'm  much 
too  umble.    Here  is  my  umble  dwelling,  Master  Copperfield ! " 

We  entered  a  low,  old-fashioned  room,  walked  straight 
into  from  the  street,  and  found  there,  Mrs.  Heep,  who  was  the 
dead  image  of  Uriah,  only  short.  She  received  me  with  the 
utmost  humility,  and  apologised  to  me  for  giving  her  son  a 
kiss,  observing  that,  lowly  as  they  were,  they  had  their  natural 
affections,  which  they  hoped  would  give  no  offence  to  any 
one.  It  was  a  perfectly  decent  room,  half  parlour  and  half 
kitchen,  but  not  at  all  a  snug  room.  The  tea-things  were  set 
upon  the  table,  and  the  kettle  was  boiling  on  the  hob.  There 
was  a  chest  of  drawers  with  an  escrutoire  top ,  for  Uriah  to 
read  or  write  at  of  an  evening;  there  was  Uriah's  blue  bag 
lying  down  and  vomiting  papers;  there  was  a  company  of 
Uriah's  books,  commanded  byMr.  Tidd;  there  wa^  a  corner 
cupboard;  and  there  were  the  usual  articles  of  furniture. 
I  don't  remember  that  any  individual  object  had  a  bare, 
pinched,  spare  look;  but  I  do  remember  that  the  whole 
place  had. 
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It  was  perhaps  a  part  of  Mrs.  Ueep*s  humility,  that  she 

still  wore  weeds.    Notwithstanding  the  lapse  of  time  that  had 

■'  occurred  since  Mr.  Hecp^s  decease,  she  still  wore  weeds.    I 

think  there  was  some  compromise  in  the  cap ;  hut  otherwise 

she  was  as  weedy  as  in  the  early  days  of  her  mourning. 

"This  is  a  day  to  he  remcmhered,  my  Uriah,  I  am  sure,'* 
said  Mrs.  Heep,  making  thatea,  '*when  Master  Copperfield 
pays  us  a  visit.'* 

''I  said  you  'd  think  so,  mother,"  said  Uriah. 

**If  I  could  have  wished  father  to  remain  among  us  for  any 
reason,*'  said  Mrs.  Heep,  "it  would  have  been,  that  he  might 
have  known  his  company  this  afternoon.*' 

I  felt  embarrassed  by  these  compliments;  but  I  was  sen- 
sible, too,  of  being  entertained  as  an  honoured  guest,  and  I 
thought  Mrs.  Heep  an  agreeable  woman. 

"My  Uriah ,"  said  Mrs.  Heep, "  has  looked  forward  to  this. 

Sir,  a  long  while.    He  had  his  fears  that  our  umbleness  stood 

/  in  the  way,  and  I  joined  in  them  myself.    Umble  we  are, 

i  umble  we  have  been,  umble  we  shall  ever  be,"  said  Mrs.  Heep. 

"I  am  sure  you  have  no  occasion  to  be  so,  Ma'am,"  I  said, 
"unless  you  like." 

"Thank  you ,  Sir,"  reHOrted  Mrs.  Heep.  "We  know  our 
station  and  are  thankful  in  it." 

I  found  that  Mrs.  Heep  gradually  got  nearer  to  me,  and 
that  Uriah  gradually  got  opposite  to  me,  and  that  they  respect- 
fully plied  me  with  the  choicest  of  the  eatables  on  the  table. 
There  was  nothing  particularly  choice  there,  to  be  sure;  but 
I  took  the  will  for  the  deed,  and  felt  that  they  were  very  atten- 
tive. Presently  they  began  to  talk  about  aunts,  and  then  I 
told  them  about  ipine;  and  about  fathers  and  mothers,  and 
then  I  told  them  about  mine;  and  then  Mrs.  Heep  began  to 
talk  about  fathers-in-law,  and  then  I  began  to  tell  her  about 
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mine  —  but  stopped,  because  my  aunt  had  advised  me  to    ! 
observe  a  silence  on  that  subject.   A  tender  young  cork ,  how-    ', 
ever,  would  have  had  no  more  chance  against  a  pair  of  -L 
corkscrews ,  or  a  tender  young  tooth  against  a  pair  of  deatists,   y* 
or  a  little  shuttlecock  against  two  battledores,  than  I  had    / 
against  Uriah  and  Mrs.  Heep.    They  did  just  what  they  liked  I 
with  me ;  and  wormed  things  out  of  me  that  I  had  no  desire  to  j 
tell,  with  a  certainty  I  blush  to^hinkof:  the  more  especially  | 
as,  in  my  juvenile  frankness,  I  took  some  credit  to  myself  for 
being  so  confidential ,  and  felt  that  I  was  quite  the  patron  of 
my  two  respectful  entertainers. 

They  were  very  fond  of  one  another:  that  was  certain.  I 
take  it  that  had  its  effect  upon  me,  as  a  touch  of  nature ;  but 
the  skill  with  which  the  one  followed  up  whatever  the  other 
said,  was  a  touch  of  art  which  I  was  still  less  proof  against. 
When  there  was  nothing  more  to  be  got  out  of  me  about  my- 
self (for  on  the  Murdstone  andGrinby  life,  and  on  my  journey, 
I  was  dumb),  they  began  about  Mr.  Wickficld  and  Agnes. 
Uriah  threw  the  ball  to  Mrs.  Heep,  Mrs.  Heep  caught  it  and 
threw  it  back  to  Uriah,  Uriah  kept  it  up  a  little  while,  then 
sent  it  back  to  Mrs.  Heep ,  and  so  they  went  on  tossing  it  about 
until  I  had  no  idea  who  had  got  it,  and  was  quite  bewildered. 
The  ball  itself  was  always  chan^ng  too.  Now  it  was  Mr. 
Wickfield,  now  Agnes ,  now  the  excellence  of  Mr.  Wickfield, 
now  my  admiration  of  Agnes;  now  the  extent  of  Mr.  Wick- 
field's  business  and  resources,  now  our  domestic  life  afler 
dinner;  now,  the  wine  that  Mr.  Wickfield  took,  the  reason 
why  he  took  it,  and  the  pity  that  it  was  he  took  so  much ;  now 
one  thing,  now  another,  then  everything  at  once;  and  all  the 
time,  without  appearing  to  speak  very  often,  or  to  do  anything 
but  sometimes  encourage  them  a  little,  for  fear  they  should  be 
overcome  by  their  humility  and  the  honour  of  my  company,  I 
found  myself  perpetually  lettipg  out  something  or  other  that  I 
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had  no  business  to  let  out,  and  seeing  the  effect  of  it  in  the 
twinkling  of  Uriah's  dinted  nostrils.  / 

I  had  begun  to  be  a  litde  uncomfortabl^f,  and  to^^ish 
mysdf  well  out  of  the  visit ,  when  a  figure  coining  dowi^the 
str'eet  passed  the  door  —  it  stood  open  to  air  the  rootiv^hich 
was  warm,  the  weather  being  close  for^hc  time  of  year  —  came 
back  again,  looked  in,  and  walked  in,  exclaiming  loudly,  "Cop- 
perfield !     Is  it  possible  I  ^ ' 

It  was  Mr.  Micawber !  It  was  Mr.  Micawber,  with  his  eye- 
glass, and  his  walking-stick,  and  his  shirt-collar,  and  his  gen- 
teel air,  and  the  condescending  roll  in  his  voice,  all  complete  I 

"My  dear  Copperficld,"  said  Mr.  Micawber,  putting  out 
his  hand,  **this  is  indeed  a  meeting  which  is  calculated  to  im- 
press the  mind  with  a  sense  of  the  instability  and  uncertainty 
of  all  human  —  in  short,  it  is  a -most  extraordinary  meeting. 
Walking  along  the  street,  reflecting  upon  the  prpbability  of 
something  turning  up  (of  which  I  am  at  present  rather  san- 
guine), I  find  a  young,  but  valued  friend  turn  up,  who  is  con- 
nected with  the  most  eventful  period  of  my  life ;  I  may  say, 
with  the  turning  point  of  my  existence.  Copperfield,  my  dear 
fellow,  how  do  you  do?" 

I  cannot  say  —  I  really  cannot  say  —  that  I  was  glad  to  see 
Mr.  Micawber  there;  but  I  was  glad  to  see  him  too,  and  shook 
hands  with  him  heartily ,  inquiring  how  Mrs.  Micawber  was. 

"Thank you,"  said  Mr.  Micawber,  waving  his  hand  as  of 
old,  and  settling  his  chin  in  his  shirt-collar.  "  She  is  tolerably 
convalescent.  The  twins  no  longer  derive  their  sustenance 
from  Nature's  founts  —  in  short,"  said  Mr.  Micawber,  in  one 
of  his  bursts  of  confidence,  "they  are  weaned  —  and  Mrs. 
Micawber  is,  at  present,  my  travelling  companion.  She  will 
be  rejoiced,  Copperfield ,  to  renew  her  acquaintance  with  one 
who  has  proved  himself  in  all  respects  a  worthy  minister  at  the 
sacred  altar  of  friendship."     '  ^ 
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I  said  I  should  be  delighted  to  see  her. 

"  You  are  very  good,"  said  Mr.  Micawber. 

Mr.  Micawber  then  smiled,  settled  his  chin  again,  and 
looked  about  him. 

**I  have  discovered  my  friend  Copperfield,"  said  Mr.  liift- 
cawber  genteelly,  an4  without  addressing  himself  particu- 
larly to  any  one,  "not  in  solitude,  but  partaking  of  a  social 
meal  in  company  with  a  widow  lady,  and  one  who  is  apparently 
her  offspring  —  in  short,"  said  Mr.  Micawber,  in  another  of 
his  bursts  of  confidence,  ^  her  son.  I  shall  esteem  it  an  honour 
to  be  presented." 

I  could  do  no  less,  under  these  circumstances,  than  make 
Mr.  Micawber  known  to  Uriah  Heep  and  his  mother;  which  I 
accordingly  did.  As  they  abased  themselves  before  him,  Mr. 
Micawber  took  a  seat,  and  waved  his  hand  in  his  most  courtly 
manner. 

"Any  friend  of  my  friend  Copperfield's,"  said  Mr.  Micaw- 
ber, "hrfs  a  personal  claim  upon  myself." 

"We  aretooumble.  Sir,"  said  Mrs.  Heep,  "my  son  and 
me,  to  be  the  friends  of  Master  Copperfield.  Ho  has  been  so 
good  as  take  his  tea  with  us ,  and  we  are  thankful  to  him  for 
his  company ;  also  to  you,  Sir,  for  yonr  notice." 

"Ma'am,"  returned  Mr.  Micawber,  with  a  bow,  "you 
are  very  obliging:  and  what  are  you  doing,  Copperfield? 
Still  in  the  wine  trade?  " 

I  was  excessively  anxious  to  get  Mr.  Micawber  away;  and 
replied,  with  my  hat  in  my  hand,  and  a  very  red  face  1  have 
no  doubt,  that  I  was  a  pupil  at  Doctor  Strong's. 

A  pupil?"  said  Mr.  Micawber,  raising  his  eyebrOT)?. 
I  am  extremely  happy  to  hear  it.  Although  a  mind  like  tuy 
friend  Copperfield's "  -^  to  Uriah  and  Mrs. Heep  —  "does  not 
require  that  cultivation  which,  without  his  knowledge  of  men 
and  things ,  it  w6uld  require ,  stfll  it  is  a  rich  soil  teeming  with 
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latent  vegetation  —  in  short,"  said  Mr.  Micawber,  smiling, 
in  another  burst  of  confidence,  *Mt  is  an  intellect  capable  of 
getting  up  the  classics  to  any  extent." 

Uriah,  with  his  long  hands  slowly  twining  over  one  another, 
itiade  a  ghastly  writhe  from  the  waist  upwards,  to  express  his 
concurrence  in  this  estimation  of  me. 

'* Shall  we  go  and  see  Mrs.  Micawber,  Sir?**  I  said,  to 
get  Mr.  Micawber  away. 

"If  you  will  do  her  that  favour,  Copperfield,"  replied  Mr. 
Micawber,  rising.  '^I  have  no  scruple  in  saying,  in  the  pre- 
sence of  our  friends  here,  that  I  am  a  man  who  has,  for  some 
years,  contended  against  the  pressure  of  pecuniary  difficul- 
ties,** I  knew  he  was  certain  to  say  something  of  this  kind;  he 
always  would  be  so  boastful  about  his  difficulties.  "Some* 
times  I  have  risen  superior  to  my  difficulties.  Sometimes  my 
difBculties  have  —  in  short,  have  floored  me.  Thero  have 
been  times  when  I  have  administered  a  succession  of  facers  to 
them;  there  have  been  times  when  they  have  been  too  many 
for  me ,  and  I  have  given  in,  and  said  to  Mrs.  Micawber  in  the 
words  of  Cato ,  'Plato ,  thou  reasonest  well.  It  *s  all  up  now. 
I  can  show  fight  no  more.*  But  at  no  time  of  my  life,**  said 
Mr.  Micawber,  "have  I  enjoyed  a  higher  degree  of  satisfaction 
than  in  pouring  my  griefs  (if  I  may  describe  difficulties,  chiefly 
arising  out  of  warrants  of  attorney  and  promissory  notes  at 
two  and  four  months,  by  that  word)  into  the  bosom  of  my 
friend  Copperfield.** 

Mr.  Micawber  closed  this  handsome  tribute  by  saying, 

"Mr.  Heep!  Good  evening.    Mrs.  Heep!  Your  servant,**  and 

then  walking  out  with  me  in  his  most  fashionable  manner, 

'    mAking  a  good  deal  of  noise  on  the  pavement  with  his  shoes, 

and  humming  a  tune  as  we  went. 

It  was  a  little  inn  where  Mr.  Micawber  put  up ,  and  he  oo- 
eupied  a  little  room  in  it,  partitioned  off  from  the  commercial 
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roon,  and  «troBgly  flavoured  with  tobacco  smoke.  I  think  it 
was  oyer  the  kitchen,  becanse  a  warm  greasy  smell  appeared 
to  tome  np  throagh  the  chinks  in  the  floor,  and  there  was  a 
flabby  perspiration  on  the  walls.  I  know  it  was  near  the  bar, 
on  account  of  the  smell  of  spirits  and  gingling  of  glasses. 
Here,  recfimbent  on  a  small  sofa,  underneath  a  picture  of  a 
xtkoe-hone,  with  her  head  close  to  the  fire,  and  her  feet  push- 
ing the  mustard  aff  the  dumb-waiter  at  the  other  end  of  the 
room,  was  Mrs.  Micawber,  to  whom  Mr.  Micawber  entered 
first,  saying,  "My  dear,  allow  me  to  introduce  to  you  a  pupil 
of  Doctor  Strong's." 

I  noticed ,  by-the4>y ,  that  althou^  Mr.  Micawber  was  just 
as  much  confused  as  ever  about  my  age  and  standing,  he  al- 
ways remembered,  as  a  genteel  thing,  that  I  was  a  pupil  of 
Doctor  Strong's. 

Mrs.  Micawber  was  amazed,  but  very  glad  to  see  me.  I 
was  very  glad  to  see  her  too,  and  after  an  affectionate  greeting 
on  both  sides,  s«t  down  on  the  small  sofa  near  her. 

"My  dear,"  said  Mr.  Micawber,  "if  you  will  mention  to 
Copperfield  what  our  present  position  is ,  which  I  have  no 
doubt  he  wiU  like  to  know,  I  will  go  and  look  at  the  p^>er  the 
while ,  and  see  whether  any  thing  turns  op  among  the  adver- 
tbements." 

"I  thought  you  were  at  Plymouth,  Ma'am ,"  I  said  to  Mrs. 
Micawber,  as  he  went  out. 

"  My  dear  Master  Copperfield ,"  she  replied ,  "  we  went  to 
Plymouth." 

"  To  be  on  the  spot,"  I  fainted. 

"Just  so,"  said  Airs.  Micawber.  "To  be  on  the  spot. 
But,  the  truth  b,  talent  is  not  wanted  in  the  Cnstom  House. 
The  local  influence  of  my  family  was  quite  unavailing  to  ob- 
tain any  employment  in  that  department,  for  a  man  of  Mr. 
Micawber's  abilities.  They  would  rather  not  have  a  man  of 
David  Copperfield,  JI.  ^ 
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Mr.  Micawber's  abilities.  He  would  only  show  the  deficiency 
of  the  others.  Apart  from  which,'*  said  Mrs.  Micawber,  ^^I 
will  not  disguise  from  you,  my  dear  Master  Copperfield,  that 
when  that  branch  of  my  family  which  is  settled  in  Plymouth 
became  aware  that  Mr.  Micawber  was  accompanied  by  myself, 
and  by  little  Wilkins  and  his  sister,  and  by  the  twins,  they  did 
not  receive  him  with  that  ardour  which  he  might  have  expected, 
being  so  newly  released  from  captivity.  In  fact,"  said  Mrs. 
Micawber,  lowering  her  voice,  —  ^'this  b  between  ourselves 
—  our  reception  was  cool." 

**  Dear  me!"    I  said. 

'*  Yes,^'  said  Mrs.  Micawber.  ''It  is  truly  punful  to  con- 
template mankind  in  such  an  aspect,  Master  Copperfield,  but 
our  reception  was,  decidedly,  cool.  There  is  no  doubt  about  it. 
In  fact,  that  branch  of  my  family  which  is  settled  in  Plymouth 
became  quite  personal  to  Mr.  Micawber,  before  we  had  been 
there  a  week." 

I  said,  and  thought,  that  they  ought  to  be  ashamed  of 
themselves. 

'*  Still,  so  it  was,"  continued  Mrs  Micawber.  ''  Under  such 
circumstances,  what  could  a  man  of  Mr.  Micawber's  spirit  do? 
But  one  obvious  course  was  left.  To  borrow,  of  that  branch 
of  my  family,  the  money  to  return  to  London,  and  to  return  at 
any  sacrifice." 

"  Then  yon  all  came  back  again.  Ma'am  ?  "    I  sud. 

''  We  all  came  back  again,"  replied  Mrs.  Micawber.  *'  Since 
then,  I  have  consulted  other  branches  of  my  family  on  the 
course  which  it  is  most  expedient  for  Mr.  Micawber  to  take  — 
for  I  maintain  that  he  must  take  soQie  course.  Master  Copper- 
field  ,"  said  Mrs.  Micawber,  argumentatively .  "  It  is  clear  that 
a  family  of  six,  not  including  a  domestic,  cannot  live  upon  air." 

''Certainly,  Ma'am,"  said  I. 
'The  opinion  of  those  other  branches  of  my  family,"  poor- 
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saed  Mrs.  Micawber,  "is,  that  Mr.  Micawber  should  imme* 
diatefy  turn  his  attention  to  coals.'* 

"To  what,  Ma'am?" 

*^  To  coals,"  said  Mrs.  Micawber.  "  To  the  coal  trade.  Mr. 
l^Iicawber  was  induced  to  think,  on  inquiry,  that  there  might 
be  an  opening  for  a  man  of  his  talent  in  the  Medway  Coal  Trade. 
Then,  as  Mr.  Micawber  very  properly  said,  the  first  step  to  be 
taken  clearly  was,  to  come  and  see  the  Medway.  Which  we 
came  and  saw.  I  say  *we,'  Master  Copperfield;  for  I  never 
will,"  said  Mrs.  Micawber  with  emotion,  "I  never  will  desert 
Mr.  ^cawber." 

I  murmured  my  admiration  and  approbation. 

"  We  came,"  repeated  Mrs.  Micawber,  ''and  saw  the  Med- 
way. My  opinion  of  the  coal  trade  on  that  river,  is,  that  it  may 
require  talent,  but  that  it  certainly  requires  capital.  Talent, 
Mr.  Micawber  has ;  capital,  Mr.  Micawber  has  not.  We  saw, 
I  think,  the  greater  part  of  the  Medway;  and  that  is  my  indi- 
vidual conolusion.  Being  so  near  here,  Mr.  Micawber  was  of 
opinion  that  it  would  be  rash  not  to  come  on,  and  see  the  Ca- 
thedral. Firstly,  on  account,  of  its  being  so  well  worth  seeing, 
and  our  never  having  seen  it;  and  secondly,  on  account  of  the 
great  probability  of  something  turning  up  in  a  cathedral  town. 
We  have  been  here,"  said  Mrs.  Micawber,  ''three  days.  No- 
thing has,  as  yet,  turned  up ;  and  it  may  not  surprise  you,  my 
dear  Master  Copperfield,  so  much  as  it  would  a  stranger,  to 
know  that  we  are  at  present  waiting  for  a  remittance  from  Lon- 
don, to  discharge  our  pecuniary  obligations  at  this  hotel.  Until 
the  arrival  of  that  remittance,"  said  Mrs.  Micawber,  with  much 
feeling,  "I  am  cut  ofi*  from  my  home  (I  Q^Uude  to  lodgings  in 
Peutonville),  from  my  boy  and  girl,  and  from  my  twins." 

I  felt  the  utmost  sympathy  for  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Micawber  in 
this  anxious  extremity,  and  said  as  much  to  Mr.  Micawber, 
who  now  returned :  adding  that  I  only  wished  I  had  moner 
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Miongh,  to  lend  them  the  amount  they  needed.  Mr.  Micaw* 
ber*8  answer  expressed  the  disturbance  of  his  mind.  He  said, 
shaking  hands  with  me,  "Copperfield,  you  are  a  true  friend; 
but  when  the  worst  oomes  to  the  worst,  no  man  is  without  a 

0 

friend  who  is  possessed  of  shaving  materials."  At  this  dread- 
ful hint  Mrs.  Micawber  threw  her  arms  round  Mr.  Micawber*8 
neck  and  entreated  him  to  be  calm.  He  wept;  but  so  far  re- 
covered, almost  immediately,  as  to  ring  the  bell  for  the  waiter, 
and  bespeak  a  hot  kidney  pudding  and  a  plate  of  shrimps  for 
breakfast  in  the  morning. 

When  I  took  my  leave  of  them,  they  both  pressed  me  so 
much  to  come  and  dine  before  they  went  away,  that  I  could  not 
refhse.  But,  as  I  knew  I  could  not  come  next  day,  when  I 
should  have  a  good  deal  to  prepare  in  the  evening,  Mr.  Mi- 
cawber arranged  that  he  would  call  at  Doctor  Strong*s  in  the 
course  of  the  morning  (having  a  presentiment  that  Uie  remit- 
tance would  arrive  by  that  post),  and  propose  the  day  after,  if 
it  would  suit  me  better.  Accordingly  I  was  called  out  of  school 
next  forenoon,  and  found  Mr.  Micawber  in  the  parlour;  who 
had  called  to  say  that  the  dinner  would  take  place  as  proposed. 
"When  I  asked  him  if  the  remittance  had  come,  he  pressed  my 
hand  and  departed. 

As  I  was  looking  out  of  window  that  same  evening,  it  smv 
prised  me,  and  made  me  rather  uneasy,  to  see  Mr.  Micawber 
and  Uriah  Heep  walk  past,  arm  in  arm :  Uriah  humbly  sensible 
of  the  honour  that  was. done  him,  and  Mr.  Micawber  taking  a 
bland  delight  in  extending  his  patronage  to  Uriah.  But  I  fras 
still  more  surprised,  when  I  went  to  the  little  hotel  next  day  at 
the  appointed  dinner  hour,  which  was  four  o'clock,  to  find, 
from  what  Mr.  Micawber  said,  that  he  had  gone  home  with 
Uriah,  and  had  drunk  brandy-and-water  at  Mrs.  Heep's. 

'•And  I  '11  tell  you  what,  my  dear  Copperfield,**  said  Mr. 
Mical^ber,  '*your  friend  Heep  is  a  young  fellow  who  might  be 
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attorney-general.  If  I  had  known  that  young  man,  at  the  pe- 
riod when  my  dif&cultieB  came  to  a  crisis,  all  I  can  say  is,  that 
I  believe  my  creditors  would  have  been  a  great  deal  better 
managed  than  they  were.*' 

I  hardly  understood  how  this  could  have  been,  seeing  that 
Mr.  Micawber  had  paid  them  nothing  at  all  as  it  was ;  but  I  did 
not  like  to  ask.  Neither  did  I  like  to  say,  that  I  hoped  ho  had 
not  been  too  communicative  to  Uriah;  or  to  inquire  if  they  had 
talked  much  about  me.  I  was  afraid  of  hurting  Mr.  Micaw- 
ber*s  feelings,  or,  at  all  events ,  Mrs.  Micawber*s,  she  being 
very  sensitive;  but  I  was  uncomfortable  about  it,  too,  and  often 
thought  about  it  afterwards. 

We  had  a  beautiful  little  dinner.  Quite  an  elegant  dish  of 
fish;  the  kidneyrcnd  of  a  loin  of  veal,  roasted;  fried  sausage- 
meat  ;  a  partridge,  and  a  pudding.  There  was  wine,  and  there 
was  strong  ale ;  and  after  dinner  Mrs.  Micawber  made  us  a 
bowl  of  hot  punch  with  her  own  hands. 

Mr.  Micawber  was  uncommonly  convivial.  I  never  saw 
him  such  good  company.  He  made  his  face  shine  with  the 
punch,  so  that  it  looked  as  if  it  had  been  varnished  all  over. 
He  got  cheerfully  sentimental  about  the  town,  and  proposed 
snecess  to  it;  observing,  that  Mrs.  Micawber  and  himself  had 
been  made  extremely  snug  and  comfortable  there,  and  that  he 
never  should  forget  the  agreeable  hours  they  had  passed  in 
Canterbury.  He  proposed  me  afterwards;  and  he,  and  Mrs. 
Micawber,  and  I,  took  a  review  of  our  past  acquaintance ,  in 
the  course  of  which  we  sold  the  property  all  over  again.  Then 
I  proposed  Mrs.  Micawber ;  or,  at  least,  said,  modestly,  "If 
yoa  'U  allow  me,  Mrs.  Micawber,  I  shall  now  have  the  pleasure 
of  drinking  y9ttr  health,  Ma*am.*'  On  which  Mr.  Micawber 
delivered  an  eulogium  on  Mrs.  Micawber's  character,  and  said 
she  had  ever  been  his  guide,  philosopher,  and  friend,  and  that 
he  would  recommend  me,  when  I  came  to  a  marrying  time  of 
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life,  to  marrj  such  another  woman ,  if  such  another  woman 
could  be  found. 

As  the  punch  disappeared,  Mr.  Micawber  became  still 
more  friendly  and  convivial.  Mrs.Micawber*s  spirits  becoming 
elevated,  too,  we  sang  '*AuldLang  Syne."  When  we  came 
to  "Here's  a  hand,  my  trusty  frere,"  we  all  joined  hands 
round  the  table ;  and  when  we  declared  we  would  "  take  a 
right  gude  Willie  Waught,'*  and  hadn't  the  least  idea  what  it 
meant,  we  were  really  affected. 

In  a  word,  I  never  saw  any  body  so  thoroughly  jovial  as 
Mr.^Aiicawber  was,  down  to  the  very  last  moment  of  the 
evening,  when  I  took  a  hearty  farewell  of  himself  and  his 
amiable  wife.  Consequently,  I  was  not  prepared,  at  seven 
o'clock  next  morning,  to  receive  the  following  communica- 
tion, dated  half-past  nine  in  the  evening;  a  quarter  of  an 
hour  after  I  had  left  him. 

"My  dear  Young  Friend, 

"The  die  is  cast  —  all  is  over.  Hiding  the  ravages  of  care 
with  a  sickly  mask  of  mirth,  I  have  not  informed  you,  this 
evening,  that  there  is  no  hope  of  the  remittance!  Under 
these  circumstances,  alike  humiliating  to  endure,  humiliating 
to  contemplate,  and  humiliating  to  relate,  I  have  discharged 
the  pecuniary  liability  contracted  at  this  establishment,  by 
giving  a  note  of  hand,  made  payable  fourteen  days  after  date, 
at  my  residence,  Pentonville,  London.  When  it  becomes 
due,  it  will  not  be  taken  up.  The  result  is  destruction.  The 
bolt  is  impending,  and  the  tree  must  fall. 

"  Let  the  wretched  man  who  now  addresses  you,  my  dear 
Copperfield,  be  a  beacon  to  you  through  life.  He  writes  with 
that  intention,  and  in  that  hope.  If  he  could  think  himself 
of  so  much  use,  one  gleam  of  day  might,  by  possibility,  pene- 
trate mto  the  cheerless  dungeon  of  his  remaining  existence  — 


I  was  so  shocked  by  the  contents  of  this  heart-rending 
letter,  that  I  ran  oiT  directly  towards  the  little  hotel  wii^.the 
intention  of  taking  it  on  my  way  to  Doctor  Strong's,  and 
trying  to  soothe  Mr.  Micawber  with  a  word  of  comfort.  But, 
half-way  there ,  I  met  the  London  c^ach  with  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Micawber  up  behind;  Mr.  Micawber,  the  ver^r  picture  of 
tranquil  enjoyment,  smiling  at  Mrs.  Micawber's  conversation, 
eating  walnuts  out  of  a  paper  bag,  with  a  bottle  sticking  out 
of  his  breast  pocket.  As  they  did  not  see  me,  I  thought  it 
bestt  aU  things  considered,  not  to  see  them.  So,  with  a 
great  weight  taken  off  my  mind,  I  turned  into  a  by-street  that 
was  the  nearest  way  to  school,  and  felt,  upon  the  whole, 
relieved  that  they  were  gone ;  though  I  still  liked  them  very 
much,  nevertheless. 
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though  his  longevity  is,  at  present  (to  say  the  least  of  it), 
extremely  problematical. 

"This  is  the  last  communication,  my  dear  Copperfield,        \ 
you  will  ever  receive 

"From  ^ 

"The  I 

"Beggared  Outcast,  / 

"WlLKINS  MiGAWBEB."  j 


\ 


\ 


\ 

I 


CHAPTER  II. 

A  retrospect. 

My  school-days !  The  silent  gliding  on  of  my  exigence 
—  the  unseen,  unfeli  progress  of  my  life  —  from  childhood 
np  to  youth  I  Let  me  think,  as  I  look  back  upon  that  flowing 
water,  now  a  dry  channel  overgrown  with  leaves,  whether 
ther*  are  any  marks  along  its  course,  by  which  I  can  rememb^' 
how  it  ran. 

A  moment,  and  I  occupy  my  place  in  the  Cathedral,  wliere 
we  all  went  together,  every  Sunday  morning,  assembling  first 
at  school  for  that  purpose.  The  earthy  smell,  the  sunless 
air,  the  sensation  of  the  world  being  shut  out,  the  resounding 
of  the  organ  through  the  black  and  white  arched  gaUeriee 
and  Msles,  are  wings  that  take  me  back,  and  hold  me 
hovering  above  those  days,  in  a  half-sleeping  and  hal^waking 
dream. 

I  am  not  the  last  boy  in  the  school.  I  have  risen,  in  a  £&yr 
months,  over  several  heads.  But  the  first  boy  seems  to  me  a 
mighty  creature,  dwelling  afar  off,  whose  giddy  height  is 
unattainable.  Agnes  says  "No,'*  but  I  say  '*Tes,'*  and  teU 
her  that  she  little  thinks  what  stores  of  knowledge  have  been 
mastered  by  the  wonderful  Being)  at  whose  place  she  thinks  I, 
even  I,  weak  aspirant,  may  arrive  in  time.  He  is  not  uty 
private  friend  and  public  patron,  as  Steerforth  ^as,  but  I  hold 
him  in  a  reverential  respect.  4.  chiefly  wonder  what  he  *11  be, 
when  he  leaves  Doctor  Strong's,  and  what  mankind  will  do  to 
maintain  any  place  against  him. 

But  who  is  this  that  breaks  upon  me?  This  is  Miss 
Shepherd,  whom  I  love. 


25 


Bfiss  Shepherd  is  a  boarder  at  the  Misses  Nettingalis* 
eetablishment*  I  adore  Miss  Shepherd.  She  is  a  little  girl, 
in  a  spencer,  with  a  round  face  and  curly  flaxen  hair.  The 
Misses  Nettingalis'  young  ladies  come  to  the  Cathedral  too. 
I  cannot  look  upon  my  book,  for  I  must  look  upon  Miss 
Shepherd.  Wh^d  the  choristers  chaunt,  I  hear  Miss  Shepherd. 
In  the  service  I  mentally  insert  Miss  Shepherd's  name  —  I  put 
her  in  among  the  Royal  Family.  At  home,  in  my  own  room, 
I  am  sometimee  moved  to  cry  out,  ^*Oh,  Miss  Shepherd!" 
in  a  transport  of  love. 

2^0T  some  time,  I  am  doubtful  of  Miss  Shepherd's  feelings. 
but,  at  length.  Fate  being  propitious,  we  meet  at  the  dancings 
school.  I  have  Miss  Shepherd  for  my  partner.  I  touch  Miss 
Shepherd's  glove,  and  feel  a  thrill  go  up  the  right  arm  of  my 
jacket,  and  come  out  at  my  hair.  I  say  nothing  tender  to  Miss 
Shepherd,  but  we  understand  each  other.  Miss  Shepherd 
and  myself  live  but  to  be  united. 

Why  do  I  secretly  give  Miss  Shepherd  twelve  Brazil  nuts 
for  a  present,  I  wonder?  They  are  not  expressive  of  afiection, 
they  ar^  difficult  to  pack  into  a  parcel  of  any  regular  shape, 
they,  are  hard  to  crack,  even  in  room  doors,  and  they  are 
oily  when  cracked;  yet  I  feel  that  they  are  appropriate  to 
Miss  Shepherd.  Soft,  seedy  biscuits,  also,  I  bestow  upon 
Miss  Shepherd;  and  oranges  innumerable.  Once,  I  kiss  Miss 
Shepherd  in  the  cloak  room.  Ecstacy !  What  are  my  agony 
and  indignation  next  day,  when  I  hear  a  flying  tumour  that  the 
Misses'Netdngall  have  stood  Miss  Shepherd  in  the  stocks  for 
tommg  in  her  toes  1 

Miss  Shepherd  being  the  one  pervading  theme  and  vision 
of  my  life,  how  do  I  ever  come  to  break  with  her?  I  can't 
conceive.  And  yet  a  coolness  grows  between  Miss  Shepherd 
and  myself.  Whispers  reach  me  of  Miss  Shepherd  having 
said  she  wished  I  wouldn't  stare  so,  and  having  avowed  a 
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preference  for  Master  Jones  —  for  Jones !  a  boy  of  no  merit 
iirhateTerl  The  gulf  between  me  and  Miss  Shepherd  widens. 
At  last,  one  day,  I  meet  the  Misses  Nettingalls'  establishment 
oat  walking.  Miss  Shepherd  makes  a  face  as  she  goes  by, 
and  laughs  to  her  companion.  All  is  over.  The  deyotion 
of  a  life  —  it  seems  a  life,  it  is  all  the  same  —  is  at  an  end;  Miss 
Shepherd  comes  out  of  the  morning  service,  and  the  Royal 
Family  know  her  no  more. 

I  am  higher  in  the  school,  and  no  one  breaks  my  peace.  I 
am  not  at  all  polite,  now,  to  the  Misses  Nettingalls*  young 
ladies ,  and  shouldn't  dote  on  any  of  them,  if  they  were  twice 
as  many  and  twenty  times  as  beautiful.  I  think  the  dancing- 
school  a  tiresome  affair,  and  wonder  why  the  girls  can't  dance 
by  themselves  and  leave  us  alone.  I  am  growing  great  in 
Latin  verses,  and  neglect  the  laces  of  my  boots.  Doctor 
Strong  refers  to  me  in  public  as  a  promising  young  scholar. 
Mr.  Dick  is  wild  with  joy,  and  my  aunt  remits  me  a  guinea  by 
the  next  post. 

The  shade  of  a  young  butcher  rises ,  like  the  apparition  of 
an  anned  head  in  Macbeth.  Who  is  this  young  butcher?  He 
is  the  terror  of  the  youth  of  Canterbury.  There  is  a  vagne 
belief  abroad,  that  the  beef  suet  with  which  he  anoints  his  hair 
gives  him  unnatural  strength,  and  that  he  is  a  match  for  a  man. 
He  is  abroad-faced,  bull-necked  young  butcher,  with  rough 
red  cheeks,  an  ill-conditioned  mind,  and  an  injurious  tongue. 
His  main  use  of  this  tongue,  is,  to  disparage  Doctor  Strong's 
young  gentlemen.  He  says,  publicly,  that  if  they  want  any- 
thing he  '11  give  it  'em.  He  names  individuals  among  them 
(myself  included),  whom  he  could  undertake  to  settle  with 
one  hand,  and  the  other  tied  behind  him.  He  waylays  the 
smaller  boys  to  punch  their  unprotected  heads ,  and  calls  chal- 
lenges after  me  in  the  open  streets.  For  these  sufficient 
reasons  I  resolve  to  fight  the  butcher. 
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It  ui  a  summer  ereniiig,  down  in  a  green  hollow,  at  the 
comer  of  a  wall.  I  meet  the  butcher  hj  appointment.  I  am 
attended  by  a  select  body  of  our  boys;  the  batcher,  by  two 
other  butchers ,  a  yoang  publican ,  and  a  sweep.  The  prelimi- 
naries are  adjusted,  and  the  butcher  and  myself  stand  face  to 
face.  In  a  moment  the  butcher  lights  ten  thousand  candles 
out  of  my  left  eyebrow.  In  another  moment,  I  don*t  know 
where  the  waU  is,  or  where  I  am,  or  where  anybody  is.  I 
hardly  know  which  is  myself  and  which  the  butcher,  we  are 
always  in  such  a  tangle  and  tustle,  knocking  about  upon  the 
trodden  grass.  Sometimes  I  see  the  butcher ,  bloody  but  con- 
fident; sometimes  I  see  nothing,  and  sit  gasping  on  my  se- 
cond's knee;  sometimes  I  go  in  at  the  butcher  madly,  and  cut 
my  knuckles  open  against  his  face ,  without  appearing  to  dis- 
compose him  at  all.  At  last  I  awake,  very  queer  about  the 
bead,  as  flrom  a  giddy  sleep,  and  see  the  butcher  walking  off, 
congratulated  by  the  two  other  butchers  and  the  sweep  and 
publican,  and  putting  on  his  coat  as  he  goes;  from  which  I 
augur  y  justly ,  that  the  victory  b  his. 

I  am  taken  home  in  a  sad  plight,  and  I  have  beef-steaks  put 
to  my  eyes ,  and  am  rubbed  with  yinegar  and  brandy ,  and  find 
a  great  white  pnfily  place  bursting  out  on  my  upper  lip,  which 
swells  immoderately.  For  three  or  four  days  I  remain  at 
home,  a  very  ill-looking  subject,  with  a  green  shade  over  my 
eyes ;  and  I  should  be  very  dull,  but  that  Agnes  is  a  sister  to 
me,  and  condoles  with  me,  and  reads  to  me,  and  makes  the 
time  light  and  happy.  Agnes  has  my  confidence  completely,' 
always ;  I  tell  her  all  about  the  butcher ,  and  the  wrongs  he  has 
heaped  upon  me;  and  she  thinks  I  couldn't  have  done  other- 
wise than  fight  the  butcher,  while  she  shrinks  and  trembles  at 
^  my  having  fought  him. 

Time  has  stolen  on  unobserved,  for  Adams  is  not  the  head- 
boy  in  the  days  that  are  come  now,  nor  has  he  been  this  many 
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and  many  a  day*  Adams  has  left  the  school  so  long,  that  when 
he  comes  back,  on  a  vbit  to  Doctor  Strong,  there  are  not  many 
there,  besides  myself,  who  know  him.  Adams  is  going  to  be 
called  to  the  bar  almost  directly ,  and  is  to  be  an  advocate,  and 
to  wear  a  wig.  I  am  surprised  to  find  him  a  meeker  man  than 
I  had  thought,  and  less  imposing  in  appearance.  He  has  not 
staggered  the  world  yet,  either;  for  it  goes  on  (as  well  as  I  can 
make  out)  pretty  much  the  same  as  if  he  had  never  joined  it. 

A  blank ,  through  which  the  warriors  of  poetry  and  history 
march  on  in  stately  hosts  that  seem  to  have  no  end  —  and  what 
comes  next  1  /  am  the  head-boy ,  now ;  and  look  down  on  the 
line  of  boys  below  me ,  with  a  condescending  interest  in  such 
of  them  as  bring  to  my  mind  the  boy  I  was  myself,  when  I  first 
came  there.  That  little  fellow  seems  to  be  no  part  of  me;  I 
remember  him  as  something  left  behind  upon  the  road  of  life 
-^  as  something  I  have  passed,  rather  than  have  actually  been 
-^  and  almost  think  of  him  as  of  some  one  else. 

And  the  little  girl  I  saw  on  that  first  day  at  Mr.  Wickfield's, 
where  is  she?  Gone  also.  In  her  stead,  the  perfect  likeness 
of  the  picture,  a  child  likeness  no  more,  moves  about  the  house ; 
and  Agnes  —  my  sweet  sbter,  as  I  call  her  in  my  thoughts,  my 
counsellor  and  friend,  the  better  angel  of  the  lives  of  all  who 
come  within  her  calm,  good,  self-denying  influence  -^  is  quite 
a  woman. 

What  other  changes  have  come  upon  me,  -besides  the 
changes  in  my  growth  and  looks,  and  in  the  knowledge  I  have 
garnered  all  this  while  ?  I  wear  a  gold  watch  and  chain,  a  ring 
upon  my  little  finger,  and  a  long- tailed  coat ;  and  I  use  a  great 
deal  of  beards  grease  —  which,  taken  in  conjunction  with  the 
ring,  looks  bad.  Ami  in  love  again?  lam.  I  worship  the 
eldest  Miss  Larkins. 

The  eldest  Miss  Larkins  is  not  a  little  girl.  She  is  a  taU^ 
darky  black-eyed,  fine  figure  of  a  woman.    The  eldest  Miss 
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Larking  is  not  a  chicken ;  for  the  youngest  Miss  Larkioi  is  not 
that,  and  the  eldest  must  be  three  or  four  years  older.  Per- 
haps the  eldest  Ifiss  Larkins  may  be  about  thirty.  My  pas- 
sion for  her  is  beyond  all  bounds. 

The  eldest  Miss  Larkins  knows  officers.  It  is  an  awful 
thing  to  bear.  I  see  them  speaking  to  her  in  the  street.  I  see 
them  cross  the  way  to  meet  her,  when  her  bonnet  (she  has  a 
bright  taste  in  bonnets)  is  seen  coming  down  the  pavement, 
accompanied  by  her  sister's  bonnet.  She  laughs  and  talks, 
and  seems  to  like  it.  I  spend  a  good  deal  of  my  own  spare 
time  in  walking  up  and  down  to  meet  her.  If  I  can  bow  to  her 
once  in  the  day  (I  know  her  to  bow  to ,  knowing  Mr.  Larkins), 
I  am  happier.  I  deserve  a  bow  now  and  then.  The  raging 
Agonies  I  suffer  on  l^e  night  of  the  Race  Ball,  where  I  know 
the  eldest  Miss  Larkins  will  be  dancing  with  the  military, 
tnight  to  have  some  compensation,  if  there  be  even-handed 
justice  in  the  worid. 

My  passion  tskes  away  my  appetite,  and  makes  me  wear 
my  newest  silk  neck-kerchief  continually.  I  have  no  relief 
but  in  putting  on  my  best  clothes,  and  having  my  boots  cleaned 
over  and  ever  again.  I  seem,  then,  to  be  worthier  of  the 
eldest  Miss  Larkins.  Everything  that  belongs  to  her,  or  is 
connected  with  her,  is  precious  to  me.  Mr.  Larkins  (a  gruff 
old  gentleman  with  a  double  chin,  and  one  of  his  eyes  im- 
moveable in  his  head)  is  fraught  with  interest  to  me.  When  I 
cAn't  meet  his  daughter,  I  go  where  I  am  likely  to  meet  him. 
To  say  "How  do  you  do ,  Mr.  Larkins?  Are  the  young  ladies 
And  all  the  family  quite  well?  '*  seems  so  pointed,  that  I  blush. 

I  think  continually  about  my  age.  Say  I  am  seventeen, 
and  say  that  seventeen  is  young  for  the  eldest  Miss  Laikins, 
what  of  that?  Besides ,  I  shall  be  one-and-twenty  in  no  time 
almost.  I  regularly  take  walks  outside  Mr.  Larkins's  house 
in  the  eweniag,  though  it  cuts  me  to  the  heart  to  see  tb'' 
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ofBcew  go  in ,  or  to  hear  them  up  in  the  drawing-room ,  where 
the  eldest  Miss  Larkins  plays  the  harp.  I  even  walk,  on  two 
or  three  occasions,  in  a  sickly,  spoony  manner,  round  and 
round  the  house  after  the  family  are  gone  to  bed,  wondering 
which  is  the  eldest  Miss  Larkins's  chamber  (and  pitching, 
I  dare  say  now,  on  Mr.  Larkins 's  instead) ;  wishing  that  a  fire 
would  burst  out;  that  the  assembled  crowd  would  stand 
appalled ;  that  I,  dashing  through  them  with  a  ladder,  might 
rear  it  against  her  window,  save  her  in  my  arms,  go  back  for 
something  she  had  left  behind,  and  perish  in  the  (lames.  For 
I  am  generally  disinterested  in  my  love,  and  think  I  could  be 
content  to  make  a  figure  before  Miss  Larkins ,  and  expire. 

—  Generally,  but  not  always.  Sometimes  brighter  visions 
rise  before  me.  When  I  dress  (the  occupation  of  two  hours), 
for  a  great  ball  given  at  theLarkins*s  (the  anticipation  of  three 
weeks),  I  indulge  my  fancy  with  pleasing  images.  I  picture  my- 
self taking  courage  to  make  a  declaration  to  Miss  Larkins.  I 
picture  Miss  Larkins  sinking  her  head  upon  my  shoulder,  and 
saying,  "Oh,  Mr.  Copperfield,  can  I  believe  my  ears!'*  I  picture 
Mr.  Larkins  waiting  on  me  next  morning,  and  saying,  "My 
dear  Copperfield,  my  daughter  has  told  me  all.  Touth  is  no 
objection.  Here  are  twenty  thousand  pounds.  Be  happy  I" 
I  picture  my  aunt  relenting,  and  blessing  us;  and  Mr.  Dick 
and  Doctor  Strong  being  present  at  the  marriage  ceremony, 
lam  a  sensible  fellow,  I  believe  —  I  believe,  on  looking 
back,  I  mean  —  and  modest  I  am  sure;  but  all  this  goes  on 
notwithstanding. 

I  repair  to  the  enchanted  house ,  where  there  are  lights, 
chattering,  music,  flowers,  officers  (I  am  sorry  to  see) ,  and 
the  eldest  Miss  Larkins ,  a  blaze  of  beauty.  She  is  dressed  in 
blue,  with  blue  flowers  in  her  hair  —  forget-me-nots  —  as  if 
she  had  any  need  to  wear  forget-me-nots !  It  is  the  first  reaUy 
grown-up  party  that  I  have  ever  been  iavited  to,  and  I  am  a 
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little  uncomfortable;  for  I  appear  not  to  belong  to  anybody, 

and  nobody  appears  to  have  anything  to  say  to  me,  except 

Mr.  Larkins,  who  asks  me  how  my  schoolfellows  are,  which 

he  needn't  do,  as  I.have  not  come  there  to  be  insulted.    Bat 

after  I  have  stood  in  the  doorway  for  some  time,  and  feasted 

my  eyea  upon  the  goddess  of  my  heart,  she  approaches  me  -^ 

she,  the  eldest  Miss  Larkins! —  and  asks  me,  pleasantly,  if 

I  dance. 

I  stammer,  with  a  bow,  '*  With  you,  Mss  Larkins.'* 

^' With  no  one  else?"  inquires  Miss  Larkins. 

*'I  should  have  no  pleasure  in  dancing  with  any  one 

else." 

Miss  Larkins  laughs  and  blushes  (or  I  think  she  blushes), 

and  says ,  "Next  time  but  one ,  I  shall  be  very  glad." 

The  time  arrives.  >  '*It  is  a  waltz,  I  think,"  Miss  Larkins 
doubtfully  observes ,  when  I  present  myself.  '*  Do  you  waltz  ? 
If  not.  Captain  Bailey  —  " 

But  I  do  waltz  (pretty  well,  too,  as  it  happens),  and  I 
take  Miss  Larkins  out.  I  take  her  sternly  from  the  side  of 
Captain  Bailey.  He  is  wretched ,  I  have  no  doubt;  but  he  is 
nothing  to  me.  Ihavebeen  wretched,  too.  I  waltz  with  the 
eldest  Miss  Larkins !  I  don*t  know  where,  among  whom,  or 
how  long.  I  only  know  that  I  swim  about  in  space,  with  a 
blue  angel,  in  a  state  of  blissful  delirium,  until  I  find  myself 
alonewith  her  in  a  little  room,  resting  on  a  sofa.  She  ad- 
mires a  flower  (pink  camelia  japonica,  price  half-a- crown), 
in  my  button  hole.    I  give  it  her,  and  say: 

"  I  ask  an  inestimable  price  for  it,  Miss  Larkins." 
'* Indeed!    What  is  that?"  returns  Miss  Larkins. 
'*  A  flower  of  yours,  that  I  may  treasure  it  as  a  miser  does 
gold." 

**  You  're  a  bold  boy ,"  says  Miss  Larkins.    "  There," 
She  gives  it  me,  not  displeased;  and  I  put  it  to  my  lips, 
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and  then  intom/ breast.  MissLarkins,  laogfaing,  draTrsher 
band  through  my  arm ,  and  says ,  "  Now  take  me  back  to  Cap- 
tain Bailey." 

I  am  lost  in  the  reooUection  of  this  delicious  interfiew, 
and  the  waltc,  when  she  comes  to  me  again,  with  a  plain 
elderly  gentleman,  who  has  been  playing  whist  all  night, 
upon  her  arm,  and  says: 

*^  Oh  I  here  is  my  bold  friend  1  Mr.  Chestle  wants  to  know 
you.  Mr.  Oopperfield." 

I  feel  at  onoe  that  he  is  a  friend  of  the  family,  and  am 
much  gratified. 

"I  admire  your  taste,  Sir,**  says  Mr.  Chestle.  "It  does 
you  credit.  I  suppose  you  don't  take  much  interest  in  hops ; 
but  I  am  a  pretty  large  grower  myself;  and  if  you  e-****  ''lie  to 
come  over  to  our  neighbourhood — neighbourhood  of  Ashford 
•—and  take  a  run  about  our  place,  we  shall  be  glad  for  yen 
to  stop  as  long' as  you  like.*' 

I  thank  Mr.  Chestle  warmlv,  and  shake  hands.  I  think 
I  am  in  a  happy  dream.  I  wal  z  with  the  eldest  Miss  Larkina 
once  again  •—  she  says  I  waltz  so  well !  I  go  home  in  a  st^te  of 
unspeakable  bliss,  and  waltz  in  imagination,  all  night  long, 
with  my  arm  round  the  blue  waist  of  my  dear  divinity.  For 
some  days  afterwards ,  I  am  lost  in  rapturous  reflections ;  bat 
I  neither  see  her  in  the  street,  nor  when  I  call.  I  am  imper- 
fectly consoled  for  this  disappointment  by  the  sacred  pledge, 
the  perished  flower. 

"Trotwood,**  says  Agnes,  one  day  after  dinner.  "Who 
do  you  think  is  going  to  be  married  to-morrow?  Some  one 
you  admire." 

"Not you,  I  suppose,  Agnes?** 

"Not  me  1  '*  raising  her  cheerful  face  from  the  music  she  is 
copying.  "Do  you  hear  him,  Fapa?  ^  The  eldest  Miaa 
Larkins.*' 
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\ 
'^  To  —  to  Captain  Bailey  ?  "    I  have  jnst  power  enough  to 

ask. 

''No;  to  no  Captain.    ToMr.  Chestle,  a  hop-grower." 

I  am  terrihlj  dejected  for  about  a  week  or  two.    I  take  off 

my  ring,  I  wear  my  worst  clothes,  I  use  no  bcar*s  grease, 

and  I  frequently  lament  over  the  late  Miss  Larkins's  faded 

flower.    Being,  by  that  time ,  rather  tired  of  this  kind  of  life, 

and  having  received  new  provocation  from  the   butcher, 

I  throw  the  flower  away,  go  out  with  the  butcher,  and  glo- 

nonsly  defeat  him. 

This,  and  the  resumption  of  my  ring,  as  well  as  of  the 

bear's  grease  in  moderation ,  are  the  last  marks  I  can  discern, 

now,  in  my  progress  to  seventeen. 


Datid  Copperfield,  IL 
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CHAPTER  in. 

I  look  about  me,  and  make  a  discovery. 

I  AM  doubtful  whether  I  was  at  heart  glad  or  soiry,  when 
my  school-days  drew  to  an  end,  and  the  time  came  for  my 
leaving  Doctor  Strong*8.  I  had  been  very  happy  there,  I  had 
a  great  attachment  for  the  Doctor,  and  I  was  eminent  and 
distinguished  in  that  little  world.  For  these  reasons  I  was 
sorry  to  go;  but  for  other  reasons,  unsubst^tial  enough, 
I  was  glad.  Misty  ideas  of  being  a  young  man  at  my  own 
disposal,  of  the  importance  attaching  to  a  young  man  at  his 
own  disposal,  of  the  wonderful  things  to  be  seen  and  done  by 
that  magnificent  animal,  and  the  wonderful  effects  he  could 
not  fiEul  to  make  upon  society,  lured  me  away.  So  powerful 
wore  these  visionary  considerations  in  my  boyish  mind,  that  I 
seem,  according  to  my  present  way  of  thinking,  to  have  left 
school  without  natural  regret.  The  separation  has  not  made 
the  impression  on  me,  that  other  separations  have.  I  try  in 
vain  to  recall  how  I  felt  about  it,  and  what  itd  circumstances 
were ;  but  it  is  not  momentous  in  my  recollection.  I  suppose 
the  opening  prospect  confused  me.  I  know  that  my  juvenile 
experiences  went  for  little  or  nothing  then ;  and  that  life  was 
more  like  a  great  fairy  story,  which  I  was  just  about  to  begin 
to  read,  than  anything  else* 

My  aunt  and  I  had  held  many  grave  deliberations  on  the 
calling  to  which  I  should  be  devoted.  For  a  year  or  more  I 
had  endeavoured  to  find  a  satisfactory  answer  to  her  often- 
repeated  question,  '*  What  I  would  like  to  be?"  But  I  had 
no  partionlar  liking,  that  I  could  discover,  for  anything.    If 
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I  coald  have  been  inspired  with  a  knowledge  of  the  science 
of  navigation)  taken  the  command  of  a  fast-sailing  expedition, 
and  gone  round  the  world  on  a  triamphant  voyage  of  dis- 
covery, J  think  I  might  have  considered  myself  completely 
suited.  But,  in  the  absence  of  any  such  miraculous  provision, 
my  desire  was  to  apply  myself  to  some  pursuit  that  would  not 
lie  too  heavily  upon  her  purse ;  and  to  do  my  duty  in  it,  what- 
ever it  might  be, 

Mr.  Dick  had  regularly  assisted  at  our  councils,  with  a 
meditative  and  sage  demeanour.  He  never  made  a  suggestion 
but  once;  a^id  on  that  occasion  (I  don't  know  what  put  it  in 
his  head),  he  suddenly  proposed  that  I  should  be  '^  a  Brazier." 
Mj  aunt  received  this  proposal  so  very  ungraciously,  that  he 
never  ventured  on  a  second:  but  ever  afterwards  confined 
himself  to  looking  watchfully  at  her  for  her  suggestions,  and 
rattling  his  xnpney. 

''Trot,  I  tell  you  what,  my  dear,"  said  my  aunt,  one 
morning  in  the  Christmas  season  when  I  left  school;  "as  this«'> 
knotty  point  is  still  unsettled,  and  as  we  must  not  make  a 
mistake  in  our  decision  if  we  can  help  it,  I  think  we  had 
better  take  a  little  breathing^time.  In  the  meanwhile,  you 
must  try  ^o  look  at  it  £rom  a  new  point  of  view,  and  not  as  a 
schoolboy.**    ' 

**I  will,  aunt.** 

'*It  has  occurred  to  me,*'  pursued  my  aunt,  *'that  a  little 
change,  and  a  glimpse  of  life  out  of  doors,  may  be  useful, 
in  helpii^kg  you  to  know  your  own  mind,  and  form  a  cooler' 
judgment.    Suppose  you  were  to  take  a  little  journey  now. 
Suppose  you  were  to  go  down  into  the  old  part  of  the  counti^  ^ 
again,  ibr  instance,  and  see  that — that  out-of^he-way  wom^b' 
with  the  savagest  of  names,**  said  my  aunt,  rubbing  he^  nose, 
for  she  oould  never  thoroughly  forgive  P^gotty  for  being  so 
called* 


36 

"Of  all  things  in  the  world,  aunt,  I  should  like  it 
best!" 

"Well,"  said  my  aunt,  "that 's  lucky,  for  I  should  like 
it  too.  But  it 's  natural  and  rational  that  you  should  like  it. 
And  I  am  very  well  persuaded  that  whatever  you  do,  Trot, 
will  always  be  natural  and  rational." 

"  I  hope  so,  aunt." 

"Your  sister,  Betsey  Trotwood,"  said  my  aunt,  "would 
have  been  as  natural  and  rational  a  gir^  as  ever  breathed. 
You  '11  be  worthy  of  her,  won't  you?  " 

"I  hope  I  shall  be  worthy  of  yau^  aunt.  That  will  be 
enough  for  me." 

"It 's  a  mercy  that  poor  dear  baby  of  a  another  of  yours 
didn't  live,"  said  my  aunt,  looking  at  me  approvingly,  "or 
she  'd  have  been  so  vain  of  her  boy  by  this  time,  that  her  soft 
little  head  would  have  been  completely  turned ,  if  there  was 
anything  of  it  left  to  turn."  (My  aunt  always  excused  any 
"weakness  of  her  own  in  my  behalf,  by  transferring  it  in  this 
way  to  my  poor  mother.)  '* Bless  me,  Trotwood,  how  you 
do  remind  me  of  her  I " 

"Pleasantly,  I  hope,  aunt?"  said  I. 

**He  's  as  like  her,  Dick,"  said  my  aunt,  emphatically,  "he 's 
as  like  her,  as  she  was  that  afternoon,  before  she  began  to 
fret  —  bless  my  heart,  he 's  as  like  her,  as  he  can  look  at  mo 
out  of  his  two  eyes ! " 

*'Is  he  indeed?"  said  Mr.  Dick. 

"And  he 's  like  David,  too,"  said  my  aunt,  decisively. 
^        "  He  is  very  like  David  I "  said  Mr.  Dick. 

"But  what  I  want  you  to  be,  Trot,"  resumed  my  atint 
"*-I  don't  mean  physically,  but  morally;  you  are  very  well 
physically  —  is,  a  firm  fellow.  A  fine  firm  fellow,  with  a  will 
of  your  own.  Witii  resolution,"  said  my  aunt,  shaking  her 
cap  at  me,  and  clenching  her  hand.    "With  determixMtioii. 
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With  character,  Trot  —  with  strength  of  character  that  is  not 
to  be  inflaenced,  except  on  good  reason,  hy  anybody,  or  by 
anything.  That  *8  what  I  want  you  to  be.  That 's  what  your 
father  and  mother  might  both  have  been,  Heaven  knows,  and 
been  the  better  for  it.'* 

I  intimated  that  I  hoped  I  should  be  what  she  described. 
''That  yon  may  begin,  in  a  small  way,  to  have  a  reliance 
upon  yourself,  and  to  act  for  yourself,"  said  my  aunt,  **  I  shall 
send  you  upon  your  trip,  alone.  I  did  think,  once,  of  Mr. 
Dick's  going  with  you;  but,  on  second  thoughts,  I  shall  keep 
him  to  take  care  of  me." 

Mr.  Dick,  for  a  moment,  looked  a  little  disappointed; 
until  the  honour  and  dignity^  having  to  take  care  of  the  most 
wonderful  woman  in  the  world,  restored  ther  sunshine  to  his 
face. 

''Besides,"  said  my  aunt,  "there's  the  Memorial — '* 
"Oh,  certainly,"  said  Mr.  Dick,  in  a  hurry,  "I  intend, 
Trotwood,  to  get  that  done  immediately  •»  it  really  must 
be  done  immediately!  And  then  it  will  go  in,  you  know 
—  and  then  — ,"  said  Mr.  Dick,  after  checking  himself, 
and  pausing  a  long  time,  "there  '11  be  a  pretty  kettle  of 
fiahl" 

In  pursuance  of  my  aunt's  kind  scheme,  I  was  shortly 
afterwards  fitted  out  with  a  handsome  purse  of  money,  and 
a  portmanteau,  and  tenderly  dismissed  upon  my  expedition. 
At  parting,  my  aunt  gave  me  some  good  advice,  and  a  good 
miiny  kisses ;  and  said  that  as  her  object  was  that  I  should  look 
about  me,  and  should  think  a  little,  she  would  recommend  me 
to  'stiry  a  few  days  in  London,  if  I  liked  it,  either  on  my  way 
down  into  Suffolk,  or  in  coming  back.  In  a  word,  I  was  at 
liberty  to  do  what  I  would,  for  three  weeks  or  a  month; 
and  no  other  conditions  were  imposed  upon  my  fk'eedom  than 
the  before-mentioned  thinking  and  looking  about  me,  p- 
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ft  pledge  to  write  three  times  a  wieek  ahd  faithfhliy  r^port^ 
myself. 

I  went  to  Canterbury  first,  that  I  might  take  leave  of  Agnes 
and  Mr.  Wlckfield  (my  old  room  in  whose  house  I  had  not  yet 
relinquished),  and  also  of  the  good  Doctor.  Agnes  was  very 
glad  to  sec  me,  and  told  me  that  the  house  had  not  been  like 
itself  since  I  had  left  it. 

**I  am  sure  I  am  not  like  myself  when  I  am  away/*  said  I. 
'*I  seem  to  want  my  right  hand,  when  I  miss  you.  Though 
that 's  not  saying  much ;  for  there  's  no  head  in  my  right 
hand,  and  no  heart.  Every  one  who  knows  you,  consults 
with  you,  and  is  guided  by  you,  Agnes." 

"Every  one  Who  knows  mef  spoils  me,  I  believe,"  she 
answered,  smiling. 

"No.  It  's  because  you  are  111^  no  one  else,  fou  are 
so  good,  and  so  sweet-tempered.  Xou  have  such  a  gentle 
nature,  and  you  are  always  right." 

"You  talk,"  said  Agnes,  breaking  into  a  pli^asknt  laugh, 
as  she  sat  at  Work,  "  as  if  I  were  the  late  Miss  Larkins." 

"Gomel  It  *s  not  fair  to  abuse  my  confidence,"  I  an- 
swered ,  reddening  at  the  recollection  of  my  blue  enslaver.' 
"But  I  shall  confide  in  you,  just  the  same,  Agnes.  I  can 
never  grow  out  of  that.  Whenever  I  fall  into  trouble,  or  fall 
in  love,  I  shall  always  tell  you,  if  yon  '11  let  me  —  even  when  I 
come  to  fall  in  love  in  earnest." 

"Why,  you  have  always  been  in  earnest!"  said  Agnes, 
laughing  again. 

"  Oh  t  that  was  as  a  child,  or  a  school-boy,"  said  I,  laughing 
in  my  turn,  not  without  being  a  little  shame-fkced.  "Times 
are  altering  now,  and  I  suppose  I  shall  be  in  a  terrible  state 
of  earnestness  one  day  or  other.  My  wonder  is,  that  yon  are 
not  in  earnest  yourself,  by  this  time,  Agnes." 

Agnes  laughed  again,  and  shook  her  head. 


39 


'*0b,  I  know  yon  are  not)*'  said  I,  "because  if  yon  had 
been,  you  would  have  told  me.  Or  at  least"  —  for  I  saw  a 
faint  blush  in  her  face,  '*you  would  have  let  me  find  it  out  for 
myself.  But  there  is  no  one  that  I  know  of,  who  deserves  to 
love  yoUj  Agnes.  Some  one  of  a  nobler  character,  and  more 
worthy  altogether  than  any  one  I  have  ever  seen  here,  must 
rise  up,  before  I  give  my  consent.  In  the  time  to  come,  I 
shall  have  a  wary  eye  on  all  4d]6iireTS ;  and  shall  exact  a  great 
deal  from  the  successful  one,  I  assure  you." 

We  had  gone  on,  so  fkr,  in  a  mixture  of  confidential  jest 
and  earliest,  that  had  long  grown  naturally  out  of  our  familiar 
relations,  begun  as  mere  chiMren.  But  Agnes,  now  suddenly 
lifting  up  her  eyes  to  mine,  |pd  speaking  in  a  different  manner, 
said: 

^^Trotwood,  there Jta^met^ing  that  I  want  to  ask  you, 
and  that  I  ^ay  not  hMe  another  opportunity  of  asking  for 
a  long  time,  perhaps  —  something  I  would  ask,  I  think,  of 
no  one  else.  Have  you  observed  any  gradual  alteration  in 
Fapa?" 

I  had  observed  it,  and  hgd  often  wondered  whether  she 
had  too.  I  must  have  shown  as  much,  now,  in  my  face; 
for  her  eyes  were  in  a  moment  cast  down,  and  I  saw  tears 
in  them. 

"  Tell  me  what  it  is,"  she  said,  in  a  low  voice. 

^'I  think  —  shall  I  be  quite  plain,  Agnes,  liking  him  so 
much?" 

"Yes,"  she  said. 

"I  think  he  does  himself  no  good  by  the  habit  that  has 
increased  upon  him  since  I  first  canie  here.  He  is  often  very 
nervous  —  or  I  fancy  so." 

"It  is  not  fancy,"  said  Agnes,  shaking  her  head. 

"His  hand  trembles,  his  speech  is  not  plain,  and  his  eyes 
look  irild.    I  have  remarked  that  at  those  times,  and  whe^^ 
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he  is  least  like  himself »  he  is  most  certain  to  be  wanted  on 
some  business.'* 

"By  Uriah/*  said  Agnes. 

'*  Yes ;  and  the  sense  of  being  unfit  for  it,  or  of  not  having 
understood  it,  or  of  having  shown  his  condition  in  spite  of 
himself,  seems  to  make  him  so  uneasy,  that  next  day  he  is 
worse,  and  next  day  worse,  and  so  he  becomes  jaded  and 
haggard.  Do  not  be  alarmed  by  what  I  say,  Agnes,  but  in' 
this  state  I  saw  him,  only  the  other  evening,  lay  down  his  head 
upon  his  desk,  and  shed  tca^^s  like  a  child.** 

Her  hand  passed  sofUy  before  my  lips  while  I  was  yet 
speaking,  and  in  a  moment  she  had  met  her  father  at  the  door 
of  the  room,  and  was  hanging  on  his  shoulder.  The  ex- 
pression of  her  face,  as  they  bocn  looked  towards  me,  I  felt 
to  be  very  touching.  There  was  such  deep  fondness  for  him, 
and  gratitude  to  him  for  all  his  love  and  care,  in  her  beautiful 
look;  and  there  was  such  a  fervent  appeal  to  me  to  deal 
tenderly  by  him,  even  in  my  inmost  thoughts,  and  to  let  no 
harsh  construction  find  any  place  against  him;  she  was,  at 
once,  so  proud  of  him  and  devoted  to  him,  yet  so  compas- 
sionate and  sorry,  and  so  reliant  upon  me  to  be  so,  too ;  that 
nothing  she  could  have  sud  would  have  expressed  more  to  me, 
or  moved  me  more. 

We  were  to  drink  tea  at  liie  Doctor's.  We  went  there  at 
the  usual  hour;  and  round  the  study -fireside  found  tho 
Doctor,  and  his  young  wife,  and  her  mother.  The  Doctor, 
who  made  as  much  of  my  going  away  as  if  I  were  going  to 
China,  received  mo  as  an  honoured  guest ;  and  called  for  a  log 
of  wood  to  be  thrown  on  the  fire,  that  he  might  see  the  face 
of  his  old  pupil  reddening  in  the  blaze. 

**I  shall  not  see  many  more  new  faces  in  Trotwood*s  stead, 
Wickfield,**  said  the  Doctor,  warming  his  hands;  "I  am 
getting  lazy,  and  want  ease.     I  shall  relinquish  all  my 
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young  people  in  jmother  six  months,,  and  lead  a  quieter 
life. " 

"Ton  have  said  so,  any  time  these  ten  years,  Doctor,*' 
Mr.  Wickfield  answered. 

''But  now  I  mean  to  do  it,"  returned  the  Doctor.  "My 
first  master  will  succeed  me  —  I  am  in  earnest  at  last  —  so 
yon  'U  soon  have  to  arrange  our  contracts,  and  to  bind  us 
firmly  to  them,  like  a  couple  of  knaves.** 

"And  to  take  care,**  said  Mr.  Wickfield,  "that  you  *re  not 
imposed  on,  eh?  —  as  you  certainly  would  be,  in  any  contract 
you  should  make  for  yourself.  Weill  I  am  ready.  There 
are  worse  tasks  than  that,  in  my  calling." 

"I  shall  have  nothing  to  think  of  then,*'  said  the  Doctor, 
with  a  smile,  "but  my  Dictionary;  and  this  other  contract- 
bargain  — '  Annie.*' 

As  Mr.  Wickfield  glanced  towards  her,  sitting  at  the  tea* 
table  by  Agnes,  she  seemed  to  me  to  avoid  his  look  with  such 
unwonted  hesitation  and  timidity,  that  his  attention  became 
fixed  upon  her,  as  if  something  were  suggested  to  his  thoughts. 

"There  is  a  post  come  in  firom India,  I  observe,"  he  said, 
after  a  short  silence. 

"By-the-by !  and  letters  firom  Mr.  Jack  Maldon  I  '*  said  the 
Doctor. 

"Indeed?" 

"Poor  dear  Jack!  "said  Mrs.  Markleham,  shaking  her  head. 
"  That  tr3dng  cHmate  I  -^  like  living,  they  tell  me,  on  a  sand- 
heap,  underneath  a  burning-glass  I  He  looked  strong,  but  he 
wasn't.  My  dear  Doctor,  it  was  his  spirit,  not  his  constitution, 
that  he  ventured  on  so  boldly.  Annie,  my  dear,  I  am  sure  you 
most  perfectly  recollect  that  your  cousin  never  was  strong  — 
not  what  can  be  called  robust^  you  know,**  said  Mrs.  Markle- 
ham, with  emphasis,  and  looking  round  upon  us  generally 
^ —  firom  the  time  when  my  daughter  and  himself  were 
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children  together,  aftd  walking  about,  arm  inarm,  the  live- 
long day." 

Annie,  thus  addressed,  made  no  reply. 

"Do  I  gather  from  what  you  say.  Ma'am,  that  Mr.  Maldon 
is  ill?"  asked  Mr.  Wickfield. 

"Dll"  replied  the  Old  Soldier.  "My  dear  Sir,  he  is  all 
sorts  of  things," 

"Except  well?  "  said  Mr.  Wickfield. 

"Except  well,  indeed!"  said  the  Old  Soldier.  "He  has 
haddreadM  strokes  of  the  sun,  no  doubt,  and  jungle  fevers 
and  agues,  and  every  kind  of  thing  you  can  mention.  As  to 
his  liver,"  said  the  Old  Soldier  resignedly,  "that,  of  course, 
he  gave  up  altogether,  when  he  first  went  out ! " 

"Does  he  say  all  this?  "  asked  Mr.  Wickfield. 

"Say?  My  dear  Sir,"  returned  Mrs.  Markleham,  shaking 
her  head  and  her  fan,  "yon  little  know  my  poor  Jack  Maldon 
when  you  ask  that  question.  Say?  Not  he.  You  might  drBg 
him  at  the  heels  of  four  wild  horses  first." 

"Mamma! "  said  Mrs.  Strong. 

"Annie,  my  dear,"  returned  her  mother,  "once  for  all,  I 
must  really  beg  that  you  will  not  interfere  with  me,  uhless  it 
is  to  confirm  what  I  say.  You  know  as  well  as  I  do,  that  your 
cousin  Maldon  would  be  dragged  at  the  heels  of  any  number 
of  wild  horses  —  why  should  I  confine  myself  to  four!  1  wonU 
confine  my  self  to  four  —  eight,  sixteen,  two-and-thirty,  rather 
than  say  anything  calculated  to  overturn  the  Doctor's  plans." 

"  Wickfield's  plans,"  said  the  Doctor,  stroking  his  ^ce,  and 
looking  penitently  at  his  adviser.  "That  is  to  say,  our  joint 
plans  for  him.    I  said  myself,  abroad  or  at  home." 

"And  I  said,"  added  Mr.  Wickfipld  gravely,  "abroad.  I 
was  the  means  of  sending  him  abroad.  It  *s  my  responsibility." 

"  Oh !  Responsibility ! "  said  the  Old  Soldier.  "  Evety  thing 
was  done  for  the  best,  my  dear  Mr.  Wickfield ;  every  thirig 
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done  for  the  kindnest  and  best,  we  kndw.  But  if  the  dear  fel- 
low can't  live  there,  he  canH  live  there.  And  if  he  can't  live 
there,  he  '11  die  there,  sooner  than  he  '11  overturn  the  Doctor's 
plans.  I  know  him,"  said  the  Old  Soldier,  fanning  hers^elf,  in 
a  sort  of  calm  prophetic  agony,  "and  I  know  he  '11  die  there, 
sooner  than  he  '11  overturn  the  Doctor's  plans." 

"Wtll,  well.  Ma'am,"  said  the  Doctor,  cheerfnlly,  "I  am 
not  bigoted  to  my  plans,  and  I  can  overturn  them  myself.  I 
can  substitute  some  other  plans.  If  Mr.  Jack  Maldon  comes 
home  on  account  of  ill  heidth,  he  must  not  be  allowed  to  go 
back,  and  we  must  endeavour  to  make  some  more  suitable  and 
fortunate  provision  for  him  in  this  country." 

Mrs.  Markleham  was  so  overcome  by  this  generous  speech 
•^—  which,  I  need  not  say,  she  had  not  at  all  expected  or  led  up 
to  —  that  she  could  oiily  tell  the  Doctoir  it  w&s  like  himself, 
and  go  several  times  through  that  operation  bf  kissing  the 
sticks  of  her  fan,  and  then  tapping  his  hand  with  it.  After 
which  she  gently  chid  her  daughter  Annie,  for  not  being  more 
demonstrative  when  such  kindnesses  were  showered,  for  her 
sake,  on  her  old  playfolloir ;  and  entertained  us  with  some  par- 
ticulars concerning  other  deserring  members  of  her  family, 
whom  it  was  desirable  to  set  on  their  deserving  legs. 

All  this  time,  her  daughter  Annie  never  once  spoke,  or 
lifted  up  her  eyes.  All  this  time,  Mr.  Wickfield  had  his  glance 
upon  her  as  she  sat  by  his  own  daughter's  side.  It  appeared 
to  me  that  he  never  thought  of  being  observed  by  any  one; 
bat  was  so  intent  upon  her,  and  upon  his  own  thoughts  in  con- 
nexion with  her,  as  to  be  quite  absorbed.  He  now  asked  what 
Mr.  Jack  Maldon  had  actually  written  in  reference  to  himself, 
and  to  whom  he  had  written  it? 

"  Why^  here,"  said  Mrs.  Markleham,  taking  a  letter  firom 
the  dmoney-pieco  above  the  Doctor's  head,  **tho  dear  fellow 
BSLyB  io  the  Doctor  himself —  where  is  it?  Oh  I  —  *  I  am  sorry 
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to  inform  70a  that  my  health  is  suffering  severely,  and  that  I 
fear  I  may  be  reduced  to  the  necessity  of  returning  home  for  a 
time,  as  the  only  hope  of  restoration.*  That  *s  pretty  plain, 
poor  fellow  I  His  only  hope  of  restoration !  But  Annie's  let> 
ter  is  plainer  still.    Annie,  show  me  that  letter  again." 

^  0^  *^  Not  now,  Mamma,*'  she  pleaded  in  a  low  tone. 

/      ''My  dear,  you  al)solutely  are,  on  some  subjects,  one  of  the 

)\    ^  *^  /  most  ridiculous  persons  in  the  world,"  returned  her  mother, 

[    "and  perhaps  the  most  unnatural  to  the  claims  of  your  own 

*  /  ^  n'  [    family.    We  never  should  have  heard  of  the  letter  at  all,  I 

* '     *      I    believe,  unless  I  had  asked  for  it  myself.  Do  you  call  that  con- 

'V      ^  fidence,  my  love,  towards  Doctor  Strong?    I  am  surprised. 

j'  *      ^ou  ought  to  know  better." 

'  ^..  ^  The  letter  was  reluctantly  produced;  and  as  I  handed  it  to 

J/    the  old  lady,  I  saw  how  the  unwilling  hand  from  which  I  took 
(l,^'^        it,  trembled. 

"Now  let  us  see,"  said  Mrs.  Markleham,  putting  her  glass 
to  her  eye,  "where  the  passage  is.  'The  remembrance  of  old 
times,  my  dearest  Annie*  —  and  so  forth  —  it  *b  not  there. 
'The  amiable  old  Proctor*  —  who  's  he?  Dear  me,  Annie, 
how  illegibly  your  cousin  Maldon  writes,  and  how  stupid  I  am! 
'Doctor,*  of  course.  Ahl  amiable  indeed!**  Here  she  left 
off,  to  kiss  her  fan  again,  and  shake  it  at  the  Doctor,  who  waa 
looking  at  us  in  a  state  of  placid  satisfaction.  "Now  I  have 
found  it.  Tott  may  not  be  surprised  to  hear,  Annie'*'  —  no, 
to  be  sure,  knowing  that  he  never  was  really  strong;  what  did 
I  say  just  now?  —  'that  I  have  undergone  so  much  in  this 
distant  place,  as  to  have  decided  to  leave  it  at  all  hazards;  on 
sick  leave,  if  I  can ;  on  total  resignation,  if  that  is  not  to  be  ob- 
tained. What  I  have  endured,  and  do  endure  here,  is  insap- 
portable.'  And  but  for  the  promptitude  of  that  best  of  crea- 
tures," said  Mrs.  Markleham,  telegraphing  the  Doctor  as  be* 
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fore,  and  refolding  the  letter,  **it  would  be  insupportable  to 
me  to  think  of." 

Mr.  Wickfield  said  not  one  word,  though  the  old  lady 
looked  to  him  as  if  for  his  commentary  on  this  intelligence ; 
but  sat  seyerely  silent,  with  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  ground. 
Long  after  the  subject  was  dismissed,  and  other  topics  occu- 
pied ns^  he  remained  so;  seldom  raising  his  eyes,  unless  to 
rest  them  for  a  moment,  with  a  thoughtful  frown,  upon  the 
Doctor,  or  his  wife,  or  both. 

The  Doctor  was  very  fond  of  music.  Agnes  sang  with 
great  sweetness  and  expression,  and  so  did  Mrs.  Strong.  They 
sang  together,  and  played  duets  together,  and  we  had  quite  a 
little  concert.  But  I  remarked  two  things:  first,  that  though 
Annie  soon  recovered  her  composure,  and  was  quite  herself, 
there  was  a  blank  between  her  and  Mr.  Wickfield  which  sepa- 
rated them  wholly  from  each  other;  secondly,  that  Mr.  Wick- 
field seemed  to  dislike  the  intimacy  between  her  and  Agnes, 
and  to  watch  it  with  uneasiness.  And  now,  I  must  confess, 
the  recollection  of  what  I  had  seen  on  that  night  when  Mr. 
Maldon  went  away,  first  began  to  return  upon  me  with  a 
meaning  it  had  never  had,  and  to  trouble  me.  The  innocent 
beauty  of  her  face  was  not  as  innocent  to  me  as  it  had  been ; 
I  mistrusted  the  natural  grace  and  charm  of  her  manner;  and 
when  I  looked  at  Agnes  by  her  side ,  and  thought  how  good 
and  true  Agnes  was,  suspicions  arose  within  me  that  it  was  an 
ill-assorted  friendship. 

She  was  so  happy  in  it  herself,  however,  and  the  other  was 
so  happy  too ,  that  they  made  the  evening  fly  away  as  if  it  were 
but  an  hour.  It  closed  in  an  incident  which  I  well  remember. 
They  were  taking  l^ave  of  each  other,  and  Agnes  was  going  to 
embrace  her  and  kiss  her,  when  Mr.  Wickfield  stepped  be- 
tween them,  as  if  by  accident,  and  drew  Agnes  quickly  away. 
Then  I  sow,  as  though  all  the  intervening  time  had  been  can- 
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celled,  and  I  were  still  standing  in  the  doorway  on  the  night  of 
the  departure,  the  expression  of  that  night  in  the  face  of 
Mrs.  Strong,  as  it  confronted  his.  h    >'. .  ^  >: 

I  cannot  say  what  an  impression  this  mad^  upon  me,  or 
how  impossible  I  found  it,  wh^n  I  thought  of  her  afterwards, 
to  separate  her  from*this  look,  and  remec^ber  her  face  in  its 
innocent  loyeliness  again.  It  haunted  me  when  I  gqt  home. 
I  seemed  to  have  left  the  Doctor's  rpof  wjth  a  darl^  dond 
lowering  on  it.  The  reverence  that  I  had  for  his  grejr  head, 
was  mingled  with  commiseration  for  his  faitli^  in  those  who 
were  treacherous  to  him ,  and  with  resentment  against  those 
who  inj  ured  him.  The  impending  shadow  of  a  gr^at  afiCiiction, 
and  a  great  disgrace  that  had  no  distinct  form  in  it  yet,  fell 
like  a  stain  upon  the  quiet  place  where  I  had  worked  and 
played  as  a  boy ,  and  did  it  a  cruel  wrong.  I  had  no  pleasure 
in  thinking,  any  more,  of  the  grave  old  broad-leaved  aloe- 
trees  which  remained  shut  up  in  themselves  a  hundred  years 
together,  and  of  the  trim  smooth  grass-plot,  and  the  stone 
urns,  and  the  Doctor's  walk,  and  the  congenial  sound  of  the 
Cathedral  bell  hoyering  above  them  all.  It  was  as  if  the  tran- 
quil sanctuary  of  my  boyhood  had  been  sacked  before  my  face, 
and  its  peace  and  honour  given  to  the  winds. 

But  morning  brought  with  it  my  parting  from  the  old 
house,  which  Agnes  had  filled  with  her  influence;  and  that 
occupied  my  mind  sufBciently.  I  should  be  there  again  soon, 
no  doubt;  I  might  sleep  again  —  perhaps  often  —  in  my  old 
room ;  but  the  days  of  my  inhabiting  there  were  gone,  and  ^e 
old  time  was  past.  I  was  heavier  at  heart  when  I  packed  up 
such  of  my  books  and  clothes  as  still  remained  there  to  be  sent 
to  Dover,  than  I  cared  to  show  to  Uriah  Heep:  who  was  so 
oH&cious  to  help  me,  that  I  uncharitably  thought  him  mighty 
glad  that  I  was  going. 

I  got  away  from  Agnes  and  her  &ther ,  somehow,  with  an 
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i&difierciii  show  of  being  very  manly,  and  took  my  scat  npon 
the  box  of  the  London  coach.  I  was  so  softened  and  forgtving^ 
going  throagh  the  town,  that  I  had  half  a  n^ind  to  nod  to 
jpy  old  enemy  the  butcher,  and  throw  him»  five  shillings  to 
didnk*  But  he  looked  such  a  very  obdurate  butcher  as  he 
stood  scraping  the  great  block  in  the  shop ,  and  moreover,  his 
appeaiance  was  90  little  improved  by  the  loss  of  a,  front  tooth 
which  I  had  knocked  out,  that  I  thought  it  best  to  make  no 
adTance#i# 

The  maii^  object  on  my  mind,  I  remember,  when  we  got 
fairly  on  the  road,  was  to  appear  as  old  as.  possible  to  the 
^achman ,  and  to  speak  extremely  gruff.  Thp  latter  point  I 
achieved  a^  gr^t  personal  inconvenjience ;  but  I  i^uck  to  it, 
because  I  felt  it  w^s  a  grown-up  sort  of  tb,ing. 

'*You  are  going  through,  Sir?**  said  the  coachman. 

"Yes,  WiUiau?,"  I  aaid,  condescendingly  (I  knew  him) ; 
« I  am  going  to  London.  I  shall  go  down  into  Suffolk  aftcr^ 
wards.*' 

"Shooting,  Sir?'*  said  the  coachman. 

He  knew  as  well  as  I  did  that  it  was  just  as  likely,  at  that 
Ume  of  year,  I  was  going  down  there  whaling;  but  I  felt  com- 
plimented, too. 

"I  don't  know,**  I  said,  pretending  to  be  undecided, 
"whether  I  shall  take  a  shot  or  not." 

"Birds  is  got  wery  shy,  I'm  told,"  said  William. 

"  So  I  understand  ,**  said  I. 

"Is  Suffolk  your  county,  Sir?"  asked  William. 

"Yes,"  I  said,  with  some  importance,  "Suffolk's  my 
county." 

"I  'ra  told  the  dun^pUngs  is  uncommon  fine  down  there," 
said  William. 

I  was  not  aware  of  it  myself,  but  I  felt  it  necessary  to  up- 
hold the  institutions  of  my  county,  and  to  evince  a  familiarity 
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with  them;  so  I  shook  my  head,  as  mach  as  to  say  "I  believe 
youiv 

"  And  the  Punches ,"  said  William.  "  There  's  cattle  I  A 
Suffolk  Punch,  when  he 's  a  good  un,  is  worth  his  weight  in 
gold.  Did  you  ever  breed  any  Suffolk  Punches  yourself,  Sir?  " 

"N  — no,"  I  said,  "not  exactly." 

"Here  's  a  gen'lm'n  behind  me,  I  '11  pound  it,"  said  Wil- 
liam, "as  has  bred  'em  by  wholesale." 

The  gentleman  spoken  of  was  a  gentleman  with  k  very  un- 
promising squint,  and  a  prominent  Chin,  who  had  a  tall  white 
hat  on  with  a  narrow  fla^  brim ,  and  whoso  close-fitting  drab 
trousers  seemed  to  button  all  the  way  up  outside  his  legs  from 
his  boots  to  his  hips.  His  chin  was  cocked  over  the  coachman's 
shoulder,  so  near  to  me,  that  his  breath  quite  tickled  the  back 
of  my  head;  and  as  I  looked  round  at  him,  he  leered  at  iho 
leaders  with  the  eye  with  which  he  didn't  squint,  in  a  very 
knowing  manner. 

"Ain't you?"  said  Wmiam. 

"Ain't  I  what?"  asked  the  gentleman  behind. 

"Bred  them  Suffolk  Punches  by  wholesale?" 

"I  should  think  so,"  said  the  gentleman.  "There  ain't 
no  sort  of  orsc  that  I  ain't  bred,  and  no  sort  of  dorg.  Orses 
and  dorgs  is  some  men's  fancy.  They  're  wittles  and  drink 
to  me  —  lodging,  wife,  and  children  —  reading,  writing,  and 
'rithmetic -^  snuff,  tobacker,  and  sleep." 

"That  ain't  a  sort  of  man  to  see  sitting  behind  a  coach- 
box, is  it  though?"  said  William  in  my  ear,  as  he  handled 
the  reins. 

I  construed  this  remark  into  an  indication  of  a  wish 
that  he  should  have  my  place,  so  I  blushingly  offered  to 
resign  it. 

"WeU,  iif  you  don't  mind.  Sir,"  saidWiUiam,  "I  think  it 
would  hQ  more  correct." 
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I  have  always  considered  this  as  the  fir^t  fall  I  had  in  life. 
When  I  booked  my  place  at  the  coach-office ,  I  had  had  "Box 
Seat**  written  against  the  entry,  and  had  given  the  book- 
keeper half-a-crown.  I  was  got  up  in  a  special  great  coat  and 
shawl,  expressly  to  do  honour  to  that  distinguished  eminence ; 
had  glorified  myself  upon  it  a  good  deal;  and  had  felt  that  I 
was  a  credit  to  the  coach.  And  here,  in  the  very  first  stage,  I 
was  supplanted  by  a  shabby  man  with  a  squint,  who  had  no 
other  lAmclt  than  smelling  like  a  livery-stables ,  and  being  able 
to  walk  across  me,  more  like  a  fiy  than  a  human  being,  while 
the  horses  were  at  a  canter ! 

A  distrust  of  myself,  which  has  often  beset  me  in  life  on 
small  occasions,  when  it  would  have  been  better  away,  was 
assuredly  not  stopped  in  its  growth  by  this  little  incident  out- 
side the  Canterbury  coach.  It  was  in  vain  to  take  refuge  in 
graffness  of  speech.  I  spoke  from  the  pit  of  my  stomach  for 
the  rest  of  the  journey,  but  I  felt  completely  extinguished, 
and  dreadfully  young. 

It  was  curious  and  interesting,  nevertheless,  to  be  sitting  up 
there,  behind  four  horses:  well  educated,  well  dressed,  and  with 
plenty  of  money  in  my  pbcket :  and  to  look  out  for  the  places 
where  I  had  slept  on  my  weary  journey.  I  had  abundant  occu- 
pation for  my  thoughts,  in  every  conspicuous  landmark  on  the 
road.  When  I  looked  down  at  the  trampers  whom  we  passed, 
and  saw  that  well-remembered  style  of  face  turned  up,  I  felt  as 
if  the  tinker*s  blackened  hand  were  in  the  bosom  of  my  shirt 
again.  When  we  clattered  through  the  narrow  street  of 
Chatham,  and  I  caught  a  glimpse,  in  passing,  of  the  lane 
where  the  old  monster  lived  who  had  bought  my  jacket,  I 
stretched  my  neck  eagerly  to  look  for  the  place  where  I  had 
sat,  in  the  sun  and  in  the  shade,  waiting  for  my  moi^e^^  When 
we  came,  at  last,  within  a  stage  of  London,  and  parsed  the 
veritable  Salem  House  where  Mr.  Creakle  had  laid  abool  him 
Daoid  Copper  field,  U,  ^ 
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vnih.  a  heavy  hand,  I  would  have  given  all  I  had ,  for  lawful 
permission  to  get  down  and  thrash  him,  and  let  all  the  boys 
out  like  so  many  caged  sparrows. 

We  went  to  the  Golden  Cross  at  Charing  Cross,  then  a 
mouldy  sort  of  establishment  in  a  close  neighbourhood.  A 
yraiter  showed  me  into  the  coflee-room ;  and  a  chambermaid 
introduced  me  to  my  small  bed-chamber,  which  smelt  like  a 
hackney-coach,  and  was  shut  up  like  a  family  vault.  I  was 
still  painfully  conscious  of  my  youth,  for  nobody  sto«€  in  any 
awe  of  me  at  all:  the  chambermaid  being  utterly  indifferent  to 
my  opinions  on  any  subject,  and  the  waiter  being  familiar 
with  me,  and  offering  advice  to  my  inexperience. 

^^Well  now,"  said  the  waiter,  in  a  tone  of  confidence, 
**what  would  you  like  for  dinner?  Young  gentlemen  likes 
poultry  in  general,  have  a  fowl  P* 

I  told  him,  as  nugestically  as  I  could ,  that  I  wasn't  in  the 
humour  for  a  fowl. 

**Ain*t  you!*'  said  the  waiter.  ** Young  gentlemen  is 
generally  tired  of  beef  and  mutton,  have  a  weal  cutlet t" 

I  assented  to  this  proposal,  in  default  of  being  able  to 
suggest  anything  else. 

*<Do  you  care  for  taters?"  said  the  waiter,  with  an  insi- 
nuating smile,  and  hifl  head  on  one  side.  '*  Young  gentle- 
men generally  has  been  overdosed  with  taters.*' 

I  commanded  him ,  in  my  deepest  voice,  to  order  a  veal 
cutlet  and  potatoes,  and  all  things  fitting;  and  to  inquire  at 
the  bar  if  there  were  any  letters  for  Trotwood  Copperfield, 
Esquire  —  which  I  knew  there  were  not,  and  couldn't  be, 
but  thought  it  manly  to  appear  to  expect. 

He  rrnnrgpumn  back  to  say  that  there  were  none  (at  which 
I  was  much-i0urprised),  and  began  to  lay  the  cloth  for  my 
dinner  in  a  box  by  the  fire.  While  he  was  so  engaged,  he 
asked  me  what  I  would  take*  with  it ;   and  on  my  replying 
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**  Half  a  pint  of  sherry/*  thought  it  a  favourable  opportunity, 
I  am  afraid,  to  extract  that  measure  of  wine  from  the  stale 
leavings  at  the  bottoms  of  several  small  decanters.  I  am  of 
this  opinion,  because,  while  I  was  reading  the  newspaper,  I 
observed  him  behind  a  low  wooden  partition,  which  was  his 
private  apartment,  very  busy  pouring  out  of  a  number  of 
those  vessels  into  one,  like  a  chemist  and  druggist  making  up 
a  prescription.  When  the  wine  came,  too,  I  thought  it  Hat ; 
and  it  certainly  had  more  English  crumbs  in  it,  than  were  to 
be  expected  in  a  foreign  wine  in  anything  like  a  pure  state ;  but 
I  was  bashful  enough  to  drink  it,  and  say  nothing. 

Being,  then,  in  a  pleasant  frame  of  mind  (from  which  I 
infer  that  poisoning  is  not  always  disagreeable  in  some  stages 
of  the  process),  I  resolved  to  go  to  the  play.  It  was  Covent 
Garden  Theatre  that  I  chose;  and  there,  from  the  back  of  a 
centre  box,  I  saw  Julius  Caesar  and  the  new  Pantomime.  To 
have  all  those  noble  Romans  alive  before  me,  and  walking  in 
and  out  for  my  entertainment,  instead  of  being  the  stern  task- 
masters they  had  been  at  school,  was  a  most  novel  and  delight- 
ful effect.  But  the  mingled  reality  and  mystery  of  the  whole 
show,  the  influence  upon  me  of  the  poetry,  the  lights,  the 
music,  the  company,  the  smooth  stupendous  changes  of 
glittering  and  brilliant  scenery,  were  so  dazzling,  and  opened 
np  such  illimitable  regions  of  delight,  that  when  I  came  out 
into  the  rainy  street,  at  twelve  o'clock  at  night,  I  felt  as  if  I 
had  come  from  the  clouds,  where  I  had  been  leading  a  roman- 
tic life  forages,  to  a  bawling,  splashing,  link -lighted,  um- 
brella -  struggling ,  hackney  -  coach  -jostling,  patten-  clinking, 
muddy,  miserable  world. 

I  had  emerged  by  another  door,  and  stood  in  the  street  for 
a  little  while,  as  if  I  really  were  a  stranger  upon  earth :  but 
the  unceremonious  pushing  and  hustling  that  I  received,  soon 
recalled  me  to  myself,  and  put  me  in  the  road  back  to  th 
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hotel;  -whither  I  went,  revolving  the  glorious  vision  all  the 
way ;  and  where,  after  some  porter  and  oysters,  I  sat  revolving 
it  still,  at  past  one  oVlock,  with  my  eyes  on  the  coffee- 
room  fire. 

I  was  so  filled  with  the  play,  and  with  the  past,  —  for  it 
was,  in  a  manner,  like  a  shining  transparency ,  through  which 
I  saw  my  earlier  life  moving  along  —  that  I  don*t  know  when 
the  figure  of  a  handsome  well- formed  young  man,  dressed 
with  a  tasteful  easy  neglig^ce  which  I  have  reason  to  remem- 
ber very  well,  became  a  real  presence  to  me.  But  I  recollect 
being  consdous  of  his  company  without  having  noticed 
his  coming  in  —  and  my  still  sitting,  musing,  over  the  coffee- 
room  fire. 

At  last  I  rose  to  go  to  bed,  much  to  the  relief  of  the  sleepy 
waiter,  who  had  got  the  fidgets  in  his  legs,  and  was  twisting 
them,  and  hitting  them,  and  putting  them  through  all  kinds  of 
contortions  in  his  small  pantry.  In  going  towards  the  door,  I 
passed  the  person  who  had  come  in,  and  saw  him  plainly.  I 
turned  directly,  came  back,  and  looked  again.  He  did  not 
know  me ,  but  I  knew  him  in  a  moment. 

At  another  time  I  might  have  wanted  the  confidence  or  the 
decision  to  speak  to  him,  and  might  have  put  it  off  until  next 
day,  and  might  have  lost  him.  But,  in  the  then  condition  of 
my  mind,  where  the  play  was  still  running  high,  his  former 
protection  of  me  appeared  so  deserving  of  my  gratitude,  and 
my  old  love  for  him  overflowed  my  breast  so  freshly  and  spon- 
taneously, that  I  went  up  to  him  at  once,  with  a  fast-beating 
heart,  and  said: 

"Steerforthl  wonlt  you  speak  to  me?" 

He  looked  at  me  —  just  as  he  used  to  look,  sometimes  — 
but  I  saw  no  recognition  in  his  face. 

^  You  don't  remember  me ,  I  am  afraid,"  said  L 
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"My  God!"  he  suddenly  exclaimed.  <'It  *8  little  Cop 
perfieldl"  • 

I  grasped  him  by  both  hands ,  and  could  not  let  them  go. 
But  for  very  shame,  and  the  fear  that  it  might  displease  him,  I 
could  have  held  him  round  the  neck  and  cried. 

''I  never,  never,  never  was  so  glad  1  My  dear  Steerforth, 
I  am  so  oveijoved  to  see  you  I  *' 

"And  I  am  rejoiced  to  see  you ,  too  I  *'  he  said ,  shaking  my 
hands  heartily.  ''Why,  Copperfield,  old  boy ,  don*t  be  over- 
powered I  **  And  yet  he  was  glad,  too ,  I  thought,  to  see  how 
the  delight  I  had  in  meeting  hira  affected  me. 

I  brushed  away  the  tears  that  my  utmost  resolution  had 
not  been  able  to  keep  back,  and  I  made  a  clumsy  laugh  of  it, 
and  we  sat  down  together,  side  by  side. 

"Why,  how  do  you  come  to  be  here?"  said  Steerforth, 
clapping  me  on  the  shoulder. 

'*!  came  here  by  the  Canterbury  coach,  to* day.  I  have 
been  adopted  by  an  aunt  down  in  that  part  of  the  country,  and 
have  just  finished  my  education  there.  How  do  you  come  to 
be  here,  Steerforth?*' 

Well,  I  am  what  they  call  an  Oxford  man,"  he  returned* 
that  is  to  say,  I  get  bored  to  dei^h  down  there,  periodically 
—  and  I  am  on  my  way  now  to  my  mother's.  Tou  're  a  de- 
vilish amiable-looking  fellow,  Copperfield.  Just  what  you  used 
to  be,  now  I  look  at  you  I    Not  altered  in  the  least  I " 

"I  knew  you  immediately,"  I  said;  ''but  you  are  more 
easily  remembered." 

He  laughed  as  he  ran  his  hand  through  the  clustering  curls 
of  his  hair,  and  said  gaily: 

"Tes,  I  am  on  an  expedition  of  duty.  My  mother  lives  a 
little  way  out  of  town ;  and  the  roads  being  in  a  beastly  con- 
dition, and  our  house  tedious  enough,  I  remained  here  to- 
night instead  of  going  on.    I  have  not  been  in  town  half-a- 
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dozen  bours,  and  those  I  have  been  dozing  and  grumbling 
away  at  the  ]^ay." 

"I  have  been  at  the  play,  too/'  said  L  "At  Covent  Gar- 
den. What  a  delightful  and  magnificent  enteriMnment,  Steer- 
forth  I" 

Steerforth  laughed  heartily. 

—  "My  dear  young  Davy/'  he  said,  clapping  me  on  the 
shoulder  again , "  you  are  a  very  Daisy.  The  daisy  of  the  field, 
at  sunrise,  is  not  fresher  than  you  are !  I  have  been  at  Covent 
Garden,  too,  and  there  never  was  a  more  miserable  business. 
—  HoUoa,  youSirl" 

This  was  addressed  to  the  waiter,  who  had  been  ven-y  at- 
tentive to  our  recognition,  at  a  distance »  and  now  came  for- 
ward deferentially. 

"Where  have  you  put  my  friend,  Mr.  Copperfield?"  said 
Steerforth. 

'^  Beg  your  pardon,  Sir?" 

"Where  does  he  sleep?  VHiat's  his  number?  You  know 
what  I  mean ,"  said  Steerforth. 

"  Y^^ell,  Sir, "  said  the  waiter ,  with  an  apologetic  air.  "  Mr. 
Copperfield  is  at  present  in  forty-four,  Sir." 

"And  what  the  devil  do  you  mean,"  retorted  Steerforth, 
"by  putting  Mr.  Copperfield  into  a  little  loft  over  a  stable?'* 

"Why,  you  see  we  wasn't  aware,  Sir,"  returned  the  waiter, 
still  apologetically,  "as  Mr.  Copperfield  was  anyways  parti- 
cular. We  can  give  Mr.  Copperfield  seventy-two,  Sir,  if  it 
would  be  preferred.    Next  you.  Sir." 

"Of  course  it  would  be  preferred,"  said  Steerfoorth. 
"And  do  it  at  once." 

The  waiter  immediately  withdrew  to  make  tlie  exchange. 
Steerforth,  very  much  amused  at  my  having  been  put  into 
forty-four,  laughed' again ,  and  clapped  me  on  the  shoulder 
again,  and  invited  me  to  breakfast  with  him  next  morning  at 
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ten  o'  clock  —  an  invitation  I  was  only  too  proud  and  happy 
to  accept.  It  being  now  pretty  late ,  we  took  our  candles  and 
went  up-stairs,  where  we  parted  with  friendly  heartiness  at  his 
door,  and  where  I  found  my  new  room  a  great  improvement 
on  my  old  t)ne,  it  not  being  at  all  musty,  and  having  an  im- 
mense four-post  bedstead  in  it,  which  was  quite  a  little  landed 
estate.  Here,  among  pillows  enough  for  six,  I  soon  fell  asleep 
in  a  blissful  condition,  and  dreamed  of  ancient  Rome ,  Steer- 
forth,  and  friendship,  until  the  early  morning  coaches, 
rambling  out  of  the  archway  underneath,  made  me  dream  of 
thunder  and  the  gods. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

Sleerrorih's  home. 

When  the  chambermaid  tapped  atmj  door  at  eight  o'clock, 
and  informed  me  that  my  shaving-water  was  outside,  I  felt  se- 
Yo.rely  the  having  no  occasion  for  it,  and  blushed  in  my  bed. 
The  suspicion  tha^sbe  laughed  too ,  when  she  said  it,  preyed 
upon  my  mind  all  the  time  I  was  dressing ;  and  gave  me ,  I  was 
conscious,  a  sneaking  and  guilty  air  when  I  passed  her  on  the 
staircase ,  as  I  was  going  down  to  breakfast.  I  was  so  sensi- 
tively aware,  indeed,  of  being  younger  than  I  could  have  wished, 
that  for  some  time  I  could  not  make  up  my  mind  to  pass  her  at 
all,  under  the  ignoble  circumstances  of  the  case;  but,  hearing 
her  there  with  a  broom,  stood  peeping  out  of  window  at  King 
Charles  on  horseback,  surrounded  by  a  maze  of  hackney- 
coaches  and  looking  anything  but  regal  in  a  drizzling  rain  and 
a  dark-brown  fog,  until  I  was  admonished  by  the  waiter  that 
the  gentleman  was  waiting  for  me. 

It  was  not  in  the  coffee-room  that  I  found  Steerforth  ex- 
pecting me,  but  in  a  snug  private  apartment,  red-curtained  and 
Turkey-carpeted,  where  the  fire  burnt  bright,  and  a  fine  hot 
breakfast  was  set  forth  on  a  table  covered  with  a  clean  cloth; 
and  a  cheerful  miniature  of  the  room,  the  fire,  the  breakfast, 
Steerforth ,  and  all ,  was  shining  in  the  little  round  mirror  over 
the  sideboard.  I  was  rather  bashful  at  first,  Steerforth  being 
so  self-possessed ,  and  elegant,  and  superior  to  me  in  all  re- 
spects (age  included) ;  but  his  easy  patronage  soon  put  that  to 
rights,  aiid  made  me  quite  at  home.  I  could  not  enough  ad- 
mire the  change  he  had  wrought  in  the  Goldem Cross;    or 
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compare  the  dull  forlorn  state  I  had  held  yesterday,  with  this 
morning's  comfort  and  this  morning's  entertainment.  As  to 
the  waiter's  familiarity,  it  was  quenched  as  if  it  had  neyerbeen. 
He  attended  on  us,  as  I  may  say,  in  sackcloth  and  ashes. 

Now,  Copperfield, "  said  Steerforth,  when  we  were  alone, 
I  should  like  to  hear  what  you  are  doing,  and  where  you 
are  going,  and  all  about  you.  I  feel  as  if  you  were  my  pro- 
perty. " 

Glowing  with  pleasure  to  find  that  he  had  still  this  interest 
in  me,  I  told  him  how  my  aunt  had  proposed  the  litUe  expe- 
dition that  I  had  before  me,  and  whither  it  tended* 

''As  you  are  in  no  hurry,  then,"  said  Steerforth,  SI  come 
home  with  me  to  Highgate,  and  stay  a  day  or  two.  You  will 
be  pleased  with  my  mother  —  sh^  is  a  little  vain  and  prosy 
about  me,  but  that  you  can  forgive  her  —  and  she  will  be 
pleased  with  you." 

"I  should  like  to  be  as  sure  of  that,  as  you  are  kind  enough 
to  say  you  are , "  I  answered,  smiling.  ,^ 

"Oh!"  said  Steerforth,  "every  one  who  likes  me,  has  a 
claim  on  her  that  is  sure  to  be  acknowledged." 

"  Then  I  think  I  shall  be  a  favourite, "  said  I. 

"Good I"  said  Steerforth.  "Come  and  prove  it.  We 
will  go  and  see  the  lions  for  an  hour  or  two  —  it  *s  something 
to  have  a  fresh  fellow  like  you  to  show  them  to,  Copperfield  — 
and  then  we  '11  journey  out  to  Highgate  by  the  coach." 

I  could  hardly  believe  but  that  I  was  in  a  dream ,  and  that  I 
should  wake  presently  in  number  forty-four,  to  the  solitary 
box  in  the  coffee-room  and  the  familiar  waiter  again.  After  I 
had  written  to  my  aunt  and  told  her  of  my  fortunate  meeting 
with  my  admired  old  school- fellow,  and  my  acceptance  of  his 
invitation,  we  went  out  in  a  hackney-chariot,  and  saw  a  Pano- 
rama and  some  other  sights,  and  took  a  walk  through  the 
Museum,  "vhere  I  Qould  not  help  observing  how  much  Steer- 
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forth  knew,  on  an  infinite  variety  of  gnbjects,  a&d  of  how  little 
account  he  seemed  to  make  his  knowledge. 

** Yon  '11  take  a  high  degree  at  college,  Steerforth, "  said  I, 
"if  you  have  not  done  so  already;  and  they  will  hare  good 
reason  to  be  proad  of  you." 

*'/ take  a  degree  t "  cried  Steerforth.  <'NotI!  my  dear 
Daisy  —  will  you  mind  my  calling  yon  Daisy?" 

<*Notatall!"  said  I. 

*' That's  a  good  fellow  I  My  dear  Daisy,"  said  Steeribrth, 
laughing,  "I  have  not  the  least  desire  or  intention  to  dis- 
tinguish myself  in  that  way.  I  have  done  quite  sufficient  for 
my  purpose.  I  find  that  I  am  heayy  company  enon^  for  my- 
self, as  I  am." 

"  But  the  fame  -»  "  I  w|8  beginning. 

"You  romantic  Daisy  I"  said  Steerforth,  laughing  still 
more  heartily ;  "  why  should  I  trouble  myself,  that  a  parcel  of 
heavy-headed  fellows  may  gape  and  hold  up  their  hands?  Let 
them  do  it  at  some  other  man.  There 's  fame  for  him ,  and 
he  *8  welcome  to  it." 

I  was  abashed  at  having  made  so  great  a  misEtako,  and  was 
glad  to  change  the  subject.  Fortunately  it  was  not  difficult 
to  do,  for  Steerforth  could  always  pass  from  one  subject 
to  another  with  a  carelessness  and  lightness  that  were  his 
own. 

Lunch  succeeded  to  our  sight-seeing,  and  the  tbort  winter 
day  wore  away  so  fast,  that  it  was  dusk  when  the  stage-coach 
stopped  with  us  at  an  old  brick  house  at  Higfagate  on  the 
summit  of  the  hill.  An  elderly  lady,  though  not  very  farad- 
vanced  in  years,  with  a  proud  carriage  and  a  handsome  face, 
was  in  the  doorway  as  we  alighted ;  and  greeting  Steerforth  aa 
"My  dearest  James , "  folded  htm  in  her  arms.  To  tins  lady' 
he  presented  me  as  his  mother,  and  she  gave  me  a  stately 
welcome. 
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It  was  a  genteel  old-fashioned  hoase ,  very  qaiet  and  or- 
derly. From  the  windows  of  my  room  I  saw  all  London  lying 
in  the  distance  like  a  great  yapoar ,  with  here  and  there  some 
lights  twinkling  through  it.  I  had  only  time,  in  dressing,  to 
glance  at  the  solid  furniture,  the  framed  pieces  of  work  (done, 
I  supposed,  by  Steerforth's  mother  when  she  was  a  girl),  and 
some  pictures  in  crayons  of  ladies  with  powdered  hair  and 
boddices,  coming  and  going  on  the  walls,  as  the  newly- 
kindled  fire  crackled  and  sputtered,  when  I  was  called  to 
dinner* 

There  was  a  second  lady  in  the  dining-room,  of  a  slight 
short  figure,  dark,  and  not  agreeable  to  look  at,  but  with  some 
appearance  of  good  looks  too,  who  attracted  my  attention: 
perhaps  because  I  had  not  expected  to  see  her;  perhaps  be- 
cause I  found  myself  sitting  opposite  to  her ;  perhaps  because 
of  something  really  remarkable  in  her.  She  had  black  hair 
and  eager  black  eyes,  and  was  thin,  and  had  a  scar  upon  her 
lip.  It  was  an  old  scar  —  I  should  rather  call  it,  seam,  for  it 
was  not  discoloured,  and  had  healed  years  ago  —  which  had 
once  cut  through  her  mouth ,  doimward  towards  the  chin,  but 
was  now  barely  Tisible  across  the  table ,  except  above  and  on 
her  upper  lip,  the  shape  of  which  it  had  altered.  I  concluded 
in  my  own  mind  that  she  was  about  thirty  years  of  ago,  and 
that  she  wished  to  be  married.  She  was  a  little  dilapidated  — 
likea  house  — with  having  been  so  long  to  let;  yet  had,  as  I 
bare  said,  an  appearance  of  good  looks.  Her  thinness  seemed 
to  be  the  effect  of  some  wasting  fire  within  her,  which  found 
a  vent  in  her  gaunt  eyes. 

She  was  introduced  as  Miss  Dartle,  and  both  Steerforth 
and  his  mother  called  her  Rosa.  I  found  that  she  lived  there, 
asd  had  been  for  a  long  time  IVfrs.  Steerforth*s  companion. 
It  appeared  to  me  that  she  never  said  an}'tlnng  she  wanted  to 
say,  outright;  but  hinted  it,  and  made  a  great  deal  more  of 
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it  by  this  practice.  For  example,  when  Mrs.  Steerforth  ob- 
seryedy  more  in  jest  than  earnest,  that  she  feared  her  son  led 
but  a  wild  life  at  college,  Miss  Dartle  put  in  thus : 

^*0h,  really?  You  know  how  ignorant  I  am,  and  that  I 
only  ask  for  information,  but  isn't  it  always  so?  I  thought 
that  kind  of  life  was  on  all  hands  understood  to  be  —  eh?  " 

**Itis  education  for  a  very  grave  profession,  if  you  mean 
that,  Rosa,*'  Mrs.  Steerforth  answered  with  some  coldness. 

<*OhIYesI  That 's  very  true,'*  returned  Miss  Dartle.  ''But 
isn't  it,  though?  —  I  want  to  be  put  right  if  I  am  wrong  — 
isn't  it  really?" 

'*Reallywhat?"  said  Mrs.  Steerforth. 

<*0h!  Yon  mean  it's  no//'*  returned  Miss  Dartle.  ''Well, 
I  'm  very  glad  to  hear  it !  Now ,  I  know  what  to  do.  That  *s 
the  advantage  of  asking.  I  shall  never  allow  people  to  talk 
before  me  about  wastefulness  and  profligacy,  and  so  forth, 
in  connection  with  that  life,  any  more." 

"And  you  will  be  right,"  said  Mrs.  Steerforth.  "My  son's 
tutor  is  a  conscientious  gentleman;  and  if  I  had  not  implicit 
reliance  on  my  son,  I  should  have  reliance  on  him." 

"Should  you?"  said  Miss  Dartle.  "Dear  me  I  Conscien- 
tious, is  he?    Really  conscientious,  now?" 

"Yes,  I  am  convinced  of  it,"  said  Mrs.  Steerforth. 

"How  very  nicel"  exclaimed  Miss  Dartle.  "What  a 
comfort  I  Really  conscientious?  Then  he  's  not  —  but  of 
course  he  can't  be,  if  he  's  really  conscientious.  Well,  I  shall 
be  quite  happy  in  my  opinion  of  him,  from  this  time.  You 
can't  think  how  it  elevates  him  in  my  opinion,  to  know  for 
certain  that  he's  really  conscientious ! " 

Her  own  views  of  every  question,  and  her  correction  of 
everything  that  was  said  to  which  she  was  opposed,  Miss 
Dartle  insinuated  in  the  same  way:  sometimes,  I  could  not 
conceal  from  myself,  with  £reat  power,  though  in  contradic- 
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tion  even  of  Steerforth.  An  instance  happened  before  dinner 
was  done.  Mrs.  Steerforth  speaking  to  me  aboat  my  intention 
of  going  down  into  Suffolk,  I  said  ftt  hazard  how  glad  I  should 
be,  if  Steerforth  would  only  go  there  with  me ;  and  explaining 
to  him  that  I  was  going  to  see  my  old  nurse ,  and  Mr.  Peg- 
gotty's  family,  I  reminded  him  of  the  boatman  whom  he  had 
seen  at  school. 

"Oh!  That  bluff  fellow  I"  said  Steerforth.  *<He  had  a 
son  with  him,  hadn't  he?  *^ 

'*No.  That  was  his  nephew,'*  I  replied;  *'whom  he 
Adopted,  though ,  as  a  son.  He  has  a  very  pretty  little  niece 
too,  whom  he  adopted  as  a  daughter.  In  short,  his  house 
(or  rather  his  boat,  for  he  lives  in  one,  on  dry  land)  is  full  of 
people  who  are  objects  of  his  generosity  and  kindness.  You 
would  be  delighted  to  see  that  household." 

"Should  I?"  said  Steerforth.  "Well,  I  think  I  should. 
I  must  see  what  can  be  done.  It  would  be  worth  a  journey  — 
not  to  mention  the  pleasure  of  a  journey  with  you,  Daisy,  — 
to  see  that  sort  of  people  together,  and  to  make  one  of  'em.'* 

My  heart  leaped  with  a  new  hope  of  pleasure.  But  it  was 
in  reference  to  the  tone  in  which  he  had  spoken  of  '^that  sort 
of  people,"  that  Miss  Dartle,  whose  sparkling  eyes  had  been 
watchful  of  us ,  now  broke  in  again. 

"Oh,  but,  really?  Do  tell  me.  Are  they,  though?"  she 
said. 

"Are  they  what?    And  are  who  what?"  said  Steerforth. 
"  That  sort  of  people.  —  Are  they  really  animals  and  clods, 
and  beings  of  another  order?    I  want  to  know  so  much." 

"Why,  there  's  a  pretty  wide  separation  between  them  and 
us,"  said  Steerforth,  with  indifference.  "They  are  not  to 
be  expected  to  be  as  sensitive  as  we  are.  Their  delicacy  is 
not  to  be  shocked,  or  hurt  very  easily.  They  are  wonderfully 
▼irtnous,  I  dare  say  —  some  people  contend  for  that,  at  lea^t? 
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and  I  am  sure  I  don't  want  to  contradict  them  —  bat  they  have 
not  very  fine  natures,  and  they  may  be  thankfnl  that,  like 
their  coarse  rough  skins,  they  are  not  easily  wounded/* 

''Really ! "  said  Miss  Dartle.  <'WeIl,  I  don*t  know,  now, 
when  I  have  been  better  pleased  than  to  hear  that.  It 's  so 
consoling  I  It  '•  such  a  delight  to  know  that,  when  tbey  suffer, 
they  don't  feell  Sometimes  I  have  been  quite  uneasy  for  that 
sort  of  people ;  but  now  I  shall  just  dismiss  the  idea  of  them, 
altogether.  Live  and  learn.  I  had  my  doubts,  I  confess,  but 
now  they  *re  cleared  up.  I  didn't  know,  and  now  I  do  know; 
and  that  shows  the  advantage  of  asking  —  don't  it?" 

I  believed  that  Steerforth  had  said  what  he  had,  in  jest,  or 
to  draw  Miss  Dartle  out;  and  I  expected  him  to  say  as  mnch 
when  she  was  gone,  and  we  two  were  sitting  before  the  fire. 
But  he  merely  asked  me  what  I  thought  of  her. 
-    ''She  is  very  clever,  is  she  not?  "  I  asked. 

"Clever I  She  brings  everything  to  a  grindstone,"  said 
Steerforth,  "and  sharpens  it,  as  she  has  sharpened  her  own 
face  and  figure  these  years  past.  She  has  worn  herself  away 
by  constant  sharpening.    She  is  all  edge." 

"  What  a  remarkable  scar  that  is  upon  her  lip !  '*  I  said. 

Steerforth's  face  fell,  and  he  paused  a  moment. 

"Why,  the  fact  is,"  he  returned,  "—/ did  that." . 

"By  an  unfortunate  accident! " 

"No.  I  was  a  young  boy,  and  she  exasperated  me, ^ and 
I  threw  a  hammer  at  her.  A  promising  young  angel  I  must 
have  been  1" 

I  was  deeply  sorry  to  have  touched  on  snch  a  painful 
theme,  but  that  was  useless  now. 

"She  has  borne  the  mark  ever  since,  as  yon  see,'*  said 
Steerforth;  "and  she  '11  bear  it  to  her  grave,  ifshe  ever  rests 
in  one  —  though  I  can  hardly  believe  she  will  ever  rest  any- 
where.   She  was  the  motherless  child  of  a  sort  of  cousin  of  my 
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£^lier*0.  £[e  died  one  day.  My  mother,  who  was  then  a 
widow,  brought  her  here  to  be  company  to  her.  She  has  a 
couple  of  thousand  pounds  of  her  own,  and  saves  the  interest 
of  it  every  year,  to  add  to  the  prineipal.  There 's  the  hbtory 
of  Miss  Bosa  Dartle  for  you.*' 

^^And  I  have  no  doubt  she  loves  yon  Ilk*  a  brother?" 
said  I. 

<*  Humph  I  *'  retorted  Steerforth,  looking  at  the  fire.  ''  Some 
brothers  are  not  loved  overmuch;  and  some  love  ->  but  help 
yourself  Copperfield  I  We  *11  drink  the  daisies  of  the  field,  in 
compliment  to  you ;  and  the  lilies  of  the  valley  that  toil  not, 
neithfsr  do  they  spin,  in  compliment  to  me  —  the  more  shame 
for  me!*'  A  moody  smile  that  had  overspread  his  features 
cleared  ofi*as  he  said  this  merrily,  and  he  was  his  own  frank, 
winning  self  again. 

I  could  not  help  glancing  at  the  soar  with  a  painful  interest 
when  we  went  in  to  tea.  It  was  not  long  before  I  observed 
that  it  was  the  most  susceptible  part  of  her  face,  and  that,  when 
she  turned  pale,  that  mark  altered  first,  and  became  a  dull, 
lead-coloured  streak,  lengthening  oat  to  its  full  extent,  like  a 
mark  in  invisible  ink  brought  to  the  fire.  There  was  a  little 
altercation  between  her  and  Steerforth  about  a  cast  of  the  dice 
at  backgammon  —  when  I  thought  her,  for  one  moment,  in  a 
storm  of  rage ;  and  then  I  saw  it  start  forth  like  the  old  writing 
on  the  walL 

It  was  no  matter  of  wonder  to  me  ^o  find  Mrs.  Steerforth 
devoted  to  her  son.  She  seemed  to  be  able  to  speak  or  think 
about  nothing  else.  She  showed  me  his  picture  as  an  infant, 
in  a  locket,  with  some  of  his  baby-hair  in  it;  she  showed  me  his 
picture  as  he  had  been  when  I  first  knew  him ;  and  she  wore  at 
her  breast  his  picture  as  he  was  now.  All  the  letters  he  had 
ever  written  to  her,  she  kept  in  a  cabinet  near  her  own  chair 
by  the  fire;  and  she  would  have  read  me  some  of  them,  and  I 
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should  have  been  very  glad  to  hear  them  too,  if  he  had  not  in- 
terposed, and  coaxed  her  out  of  the  design. 

**It  was  at  Mr.  Creakle*s,  my  son  tells  me,  that  you  first  be- 
came acquainted/*  said  Mrs.  Steerforth,  as  she  audi  were  talk- 
ing at  one  table,  while  they  played  backgammon  at  another. 
** Indeed,  I  recollect  his  speaking,  at  that  time,  of  a  pupil 
younger  than  himself  who  had  taken  his  fancy  there ;  but  your 
name,  as  you  may  suppose,  has  not  lived  in  my  memory.** 

"He  was  very  generous  and  noble  to  me  in  those  days,  I 
assure  you,  Ma*am,*'  said  I,  '*and  I  stood  in  need  of  such  a 
friend.    I  should  have  been  quite  crushed  without  him.'* 

"He  is  always  generous  and  noble,'*  said  Mrs.  Steerforth, 
proudly. 

I  subscribed  to  this  with  all  my  heart,  God  knows.  She 
knew  I  did;  for  the  staleliness  of  her  manner  already  abated 
towards  me,  except  when  she  spoke  in  praise  of  him,  and  then 
her  air  was  always  lofty. 

"It  was  not  a  fit  school  generally  for  my  son,**  said  shie; 
"far  iromit;  but  there  ^ere  particular  circumstances  to  be 
considered  at  the  time,  of  more  importance  even  than  that  se- 
lection. My  son's  high  spirit  made  it  desirable  that  he  should 
be  placed  with  some  man  who  felt  its  superiority,  and  would  be 
content  to  bow  himself  before  it;  and  we  found  such  a  man 
there." 

I  knew  that,  knowing  the  fellow.  And  yet  I  did  not  de- 
spise him  the  more  forjt,  but  thought  it  a  redeeming  quality  in 
him  —  if  he  could  be  allowed  any  grace  for  not  resisting  one 
so  irresistible  as  Steerforth. 

"My  son*s  great  capacity  was  tempted  on,  there,  by  a  feel- 
ing of  voluntary  emulation  and  conscious  pride,"  the  fond  lady 
went  on  to  say.  "He  would  have  risen  against  all  constraint; 
but  he  found  himself  the  monarch  of  the  place,  and  he  haugh- 
tily determined  to  beworihy  of  his  station.  Itwas  like  himself." 
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I  echoed,  ivith  all  my  heart  and  soul,  that  it  was  like  himself. 
"So  my  son  took,  of  his  own  will,  and  on  no  compulsion,  to 
the  course  in  which  he  can  always,  wlicn  it  is  his  pleasure,  out- 
strip every  competitor,*'  she  pursued.  "My  son  informs  me, 
Mr.  Copperfield,  that  you  were  quite  devoted  to  him,  and  that 
when  you  met  yesterday  you  made  yourself  known  to  him  with 
tears  of  joy.  I  should  be  an  aiTccted  woman  if  I  made  any 
prele&ce  of  being  surprised  by  my  son's  inspiring  such  emo* 
tions ;  but  I  cannot  be  indlflerent  to  any  one  who  is  so  sensible 
of  his  merit,  and  I  am  very  glad  to  see  you  here,  and  can  assure 
you  that  he  feels  an  unusual  friendship  for  you,  and  that  you 
may^  rely  on  his  protection." 

Miss  Dartle  plyed  backgammon  as  eagerly  as  she  did 
6Terything  eke.  If  I  had  seen  her,  first,  at  the  board,  I  should 
kave  fancied  that  her  figure  had  got  thin,  and  her  eyes  had 
got  large,  over  I2iat  pursuit,  and  no  other  in  the  world.  Bi|^  I 
am  very  much  mistaken  if  she  missed  a  word  of  this,  or  lost  a 
look  of  mine  as  I  received  it  with  the  utmost  pleasure,  and, 
honoured  by  Mrs.  Steerforth*s  confidence,  felt  older  than  I  had 
done  since  I  lefl  Canterbury. 

When  the  evening  was  pretty  far  spent,  and  a  tray  of  glass- 
es imd  decanters  came  in,  Steerforth  promised,  over  the  fire, 
that  he  would  seriously  think  of  going  down  into  tlie  country 
with  me.  There  was  no  hurry,  he  said ;  a  week  hence  would 
do ;  and  his  mother  hospitably  said  the  same.  While  we  were 
talking,  he  more  than  once  called  me  Daisy;  which  brought 
Miss  Dartle  out  again. 

"But  really,  Mr.  Copperfield,"  she  asked,  "is  it  a  nick- 
name? And  why  does  he  give  it  you?  Is  it —  eh? — because  he 
thinks  you  young  and  innocent?  lam  so  stupid  in  these  things.** 

I  coloured  in  replying  that  I  believed  it  was. 

"  Oh  r*  said  Miss  Dartle.     " Now  I  am  glad  to  know  that ! 
I  ask  for  information,  and  I  am  glad  to  know  it.   He  thinks  you 
David  Copperfield,  U,  5 
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yoang  and  innocent;  and  so  you  are  his  friend.  Well,  that 's 
qaite  delightful!" 

She  went  to  bed  soon  after  this,  and  Mrs^  Steerforth  re- 
tired too.  Steerforth  and  I,  after  lingering  for  half  an  hoar 
over  the  fire,  talking  about  Traddles  and  all  the  rest  of  ihem 
at  old  Salem  House,  went  up -stairs  together.  Steerforth's 
room  was  next  to  mine,  and  I  went  in  to  look  at  it.  It  was  a 
picture  of  comfort,  full  of  easy  chairs,  cushions  and  footstools, 
worked  by  his  motl^er's  hand,  and  with  no  sort  of  thing  omitted 
that  could  help  to  render  it  complete.  Finally,  her  handsome 
features  looked  down  on  her  darling  from  a  portrait  on  the 
wall,  as  if  it  were  even  something  to  her  that  her  likeness 
should  watch  him  while  he  slept. 

I  found  the  fire  burning  clear  enough  in  my  room  by  tius 
time,  and  the  curtains  drawn  before  the  windows  and  round 
th#  bed,  giving  it  a  very  snug  appearance.  I  sat  down  in  a 
great  chair  upon  the  hearth  to  meditate  on  my  happiness ;  and 
had  enjoyed  the  contemplation  of  it  for  some  time ,  when  I 
found  a  likeness  of  Miss  Dartle  looking  eagerly  at  me  from 
above  the  chimney-piece. 

It  was  a  startling  likeness,  and  necessarily  had  a  startling 
look.  The  painter  hadn't  made  the  scar,  but  /  made  it;  and 
there  it  was,  coming  and  going :  now  confined  to'  the  upper  lip 
as  I  had  seen  it  at  dinner,  and  now  showing  the  whole  extent 
of  the  wound  inflicted  b^  the  hammer,  as  I  had  seen  it  when 
she  was  passionate. 

I  wondered  peevishly  why  they  couldn't  put  her  anywhere 
else  instead  of  quartering  her  on  me.  To  get  rid  of  her,  I 
undressed  quickly,  extinguished  my  light,  and  went  to  bed. 
But,  as  I  fell  asleep,  I  could  not  forget  that  she  was  still  there 
looking,  "Is  it  really,  though?  I  want  to  know ; "  and  when 
I  awoke  in  the  night,  I  found  that  I  was  uneasily  asking  aU 
sorts  of  people  in  my  dreams  whether  it  really  was  or  not  — 
Without  knowing  what  I  meant. 


CHAPTER  V. 

Litlle  Em*1y. 

There  was  a  serrant  in  that  house,  a  man  who,  I  under- 
stood, was  usually  with  Steerforth,  and  had  come  into  his 
service  at  the  University,  who  was  in  appearance  a  pattern 
of  respectability.  I  believe  there  never  existed  in  his  station 
ft  more  respectable- looking  man.  He  was  taciturn,  soft- 
footed,  very  quiet  in  his  manner,  deferential,  observant, 
always  at  hand  when  wanted,  and  never  near  when  not 
wanted;  but  his  great  claim  to  consideration  was  his  re- 
spectability. He  had  not  a  pliant  face,  he  had  rather  a'StifT 
neck,  rather  a  tight  smooth  head  with  short  hair  clinging  to 
it  at  the  sides,  a  soil  way  of  speaking,  with  a  peculiar  habit 
of  whispering  the  letter  S  so  distinctly,  that  he  seemed  to  use 
it  oftener  than  any  other  man ;  but  every  peculiarity  that  he 
had  he  made  respectable.  If  his  nose  had  been  upside-down, 
he  would  have  made  that  respectable.  He  surrounded  him- 
self with  an  atmosphere  of  respectability,  and  walked  secure 
in  it.  It  would  have  been  next  to  impossible  to  suspect  him 
of  anything  wrong,  he  was  so  thoroughly  respectable. 
Nobody  could  have  thought  of  putting  him  in  a  livery,  ho 
was  so  highly  respectable.  To  have  imposed  any  derogatory 
work  upon  him,  would  have  been  to  inflict  a  wanton  insult 
on  the  feelings  of  a  most  respectable  man.  And  of  this,  I 
noticed  the  women-servants  in  the  household  were  so  intuir 
tively  conscious,  that  they  always  did  such  work  themselves, 
and  generally  while  he  read  the  paper  by  the  pantry  fire. 

Such  a  self-contained  man  I  never  saw.    But  in  that  qua- 
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lity,  ka  in  every  other  he  possessed,  he* only  floemed  to  bo 
the  more  respectable.  Even  the  fact  that  no  one  knew  his 
Christian  name,  seemed  to  form  a  part  of  his  respectability. 
Nothing  could  be  objected  against  his  surname  Littimer, 
by  which  he  was  known.  Peter  might  babe  been  hanged,  or 
Tom  transported ;  but  Littimer  was  perfectly  respectable. 

It  was  occasioned,  I  suppose,  by  the  reverend  nature  of 
respectability  in  the  abstract,  but  I  felt  partieolariy  young  in 
this  man*s  presence.  How  old  he  was  himself  I  could  not 
guess  -*  and  that  again  went  to  his  credit  on  the  same  score ; 
for  in  the  calmness  of  respectability  he  might  h«ve  numbered 
fifty  years  as  well  as  thirty. 

Littimer  was  in  my  room  in  the  morning  before  I  was  up, 
to  bring  me  that  reproaehful  shaving-water,  and  to  put  out 
my  clothes*  When  I  undrew  the  curtains  and  looked  out  of 
bed,  I  saw  him,  in  an  equable  temperature  of  respectability, 
unaffected  by  the  east  wind  of  January,  and  not  even  brea- 
thing frostily ,  standing  my  boots  right  and  left  in  the  first 
dancing  position,  and  blowing  specks  of  dust  off  my  coat  as 
he  laid  it  down  like  a  baby. 

I  gave  him  good  morning,  and  asked  him  what  o'dodt 
it  was.  He  took  out  of  his  pocket  the  most  respectable 
hunting- watch  I  ever  saw,  and  preventing  the  spring  with  his 
thumb  from  opening  far,  looked  in  at  the  fiice  as  if  he  were 
consulting  an  oracular  oyster,  shut  it  up  again,  and  said^  if  I 
pleased,  it  was  halfpast  eight. 

"Mr.  Steerforth  will  be  glad  to  hear  how  you  have  rested. 
Sir." 

'* Thank  you,"  said  I,  "very  well  indeed.  Is  Mr.  Steer- 
forth  quite  well?" 

."Thank  you,  Sir,  Mr.  Steerforth  is  tolerably  well." 
Another  of  his  characteristics,  —  no  use  of  superlatives.  A 
cool  calm  medium  always. 
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"Is  there  Uky thing  more  I  can  baye  the  honour  of  doing  for 
yon,  Sir?  The  warning-belt  will  ring  at  nine ;  the  family  take 
breakfast  at  halfpast  nine/' 

"Nothing,  I  thank  yon/ 

"I  thank  jfou.  Sir,  if  yoa  pleaae;"  and  with  that,  and 
with  a  little  inclination  of  his  head  when  he  passed  the  bed* 
side,  as  an  apology  for  correcting  me,  he  went  ont,  shotting 
the  door  aa  delicately  as  if  I  had  jnst  fallen  into  a  sweet  sleep 
on  wlneb  my  life  depended. 

Every  morning  we  held  exactly  this  conversation :  never 
anymore,  and  never  any  less:  and  yet,  invariably,  however 
fur  I  nught  have  be^i  lifted  out  of  myself  ovor-night,  and 
advanced  towards  maturer  years,  by  Steerforth's  compa- 
nionship, or  Mrs.  Steerforth's  confidence,  or  Miss  Dartle*s 
conversation,  in  the  presence  of  this  most  respectable  man 
I  became,  as  our  smaller  poets  sing,  "  a  boy  again.** 

He  got  horses  for  ns;  and  Steerforth,  who  knew  every 
thing,  gave  me  lessons  in  riding.  He  provided  foils  for  ns, 
and  Steerforth  gave  me  lessons  in  fencing  —  gloves ,  and  I 
began,  of  the  same  master,  to  improve  in  boxing.  It  gave 
me  no  manner  of  concern  that  Steerforth  should  find  me  a 
novice  in  these  sciences,  but  I  never  could  bear  to  show  my 
want  of  skill  before  the  respectable  Littimer.  I  had  no  reason 
to  believe  that  Littimer  understood  »uch  arts  himself;  he 
never  led  me  to  suppose  anything  of  the  kind,  by  so  much  as 
the  vibration  of  one  of  his  respectable  eyelashes;  yet  when- 
ever he  was  by,  while  we  were  practising,  I  felt  myself  the 
greenest  and  most  inexperienced  of  mortals. 

I  am  particular  about  this  man,  because  be  made  a  parti- 
cular effect  on  me  at  that  time,  and  because  of  what  took 
place  thereafter. 

The  week  passed  away  in  a  most  delightful  manner.  It 
passed  rapidly,  aa  may  be  supposed,  to,  one  entranced  as  I 
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was;  and  yet  it  gave  me  so  many  occasions  for  knowing  Steer- 
forth  better,  and  admiring  him  more  in  a  thousand  respects, 
that  at  its  close  I  seemed  to  have  been  with  him  for  a  mnch 
longer  time.  A  dashing  way  he  had  of  treating  me  like  a 
plaything,  was  more  agreeable  to  me  than  any  behaviour  he 
could  have  adopted.  It  reminded  me  of  our  old  acquaintance ; 
it  seemed  the  natural  sequel  of  it;  it  showed  me  that  he  was 
unchanged;  it  relieved  me  of  any  uneasiness  I  might  have 
felt,  in  comparing  my  merits  ,with  his,  and  measuring  my 
claims  upon  his  friendship  by  any  equal  standard;  above  all, 
it  was  a  familiar,  unrestrained,  affectionate  demeanour  that  ke 
used  towards  no  one  else.  As  he  had  treated  me  at  school 
differently  from  all  the  rest,  I  joyfully  believed  that  he  treated 
me  in  life  unlike  any  other  friend  he  had.  I  believed  that  I 
was  nearer  to  his  heart  than  any  other  £riend,  and  my  owa 
heart  warmed  with  attachment  to  him. 

He  made  up  his  mind  to  go  with  me  into  the  country,  and 
the  day  arrived  for  our  departure.  He  had  been  doubtful 
at  first  whether  to  take  Littimer  or  not,  but  decided  to  leave 
him  at  home.  The  respectable  creature,  satisfied  with  his 
lot  whatever  it  was ,  arranged  our  portmanteaus  on  the  little 
carriage  that  was  to  take  us  into  London,  as  if  they  were 
intended  to  defy  the  shocks  of  ages;  and  received  my  modesdy 
proffered  donation  with  perfect  tranquility. 

We  bade  adieu  to  Mrs.  Steerforth  and  Infiss  Dartle,  with 
many  thanks  on  my  part,  and  much  kindness  on  the  devoted 
mother's.  The  last  thing  I  saw  was  Littimer's  unruf&ed  eye ; 
fraught,  as  I  fancied,  with  the  silent  conviction  that  I  was  very 
young  indeed. 

What  I  felt,  in  returning  so  auspiciously  to  the  old  familiar 
places,  I  shall  not  endeavour  to  describe.  We  went  down  by 
the  Mail.  I  was  so  concerned,  I  recollect,  even  for  the  honour 
of  Yarmouth,  tliat  when  Steerforth  said,  as  we  drore  through 


7! 


its  dark  streets  to  tbe  inn,  that,  as  well  as  he  could  make  out, 
it  was  a  good,  queer,  out-of-the-waj  kind  of  hole,  I  was 
highly  pleased.  We  went  to  bed  on  our  arriyal  (I  observed 
a  pair  of  dirty  shoes  and  gaiters  in  connexion  with  my  old 
friend  the  Dolphin  as  we  passed  that  door),  and  breakfasted 
late  in  the  morning.  Steerforth,  who  was  in  great  spirits,  had 
been  strolling  about  the  beach  before  I  was  up,  and  had  made 
acquaintance,  he  said,  with  half  the  boatmen  in  the  place. 
Moreover  he  had  seen,  in  the  distance,  what  he  was  sure  must 
be  the  identical  house  of  Mr.  Feggotty,  vrith  smoke  coming 
out  of  the  chimney;  and  had  had  a  great  mind,  he  told 
me,  to  walk  in  and  swear  he  was  myself  grown  out  of  know- 
ledge. 

''When  do  yon  propose  to  introduce  me  there,  Daisy?" 
he  said.  ''I  am  at  your  disposal.  Make  your  own  arrange- 
ments." 

''Why,  I  was  thinking  that  this  evening  would  be  a  good 
time,  Steerforth,  when  they  are  all  sitting  round  the  iiro. 
I  should  Uke  you  to  see  it  when  it 's  snug,  it  *s  such  a  curious 
place." 

" So  be  it ! "  returned  Steerforth.    " This  evening." 

"I  shall  not  give  them  any  notice  that  we  are  here,  yoo 
know ,"  said  I,  delighted.   "  We  must  take  them  by  surprise." 

"Oh,  of  course  1  It's  no  fun,"  said  Steerforth,  "unless 
we  take  them  by  surprise.  Let  us  see  the  natives  in  their 
aboriginal  condition." 

"Though  they  are  that  sort  of  people  that  you  mentioned," 
I  returned. 

"Aha!  What!  you  recollect  my  skirmishes  with  Rosa,  do 
yon?"  he  exclaimed  with  a  quick  look.  "Confound  the  girl, 
J  am  half  afraid  of  her.  She  *s  like  a  goblin  to  me.  But  never 
mind  her.  Now  what  are  you  going  to  do  ?  You  are  going  to 
see  your  nurse,  J  suppose? 
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"Why,  yes,'*  I  said,  "InrastseePeggottyfirBtof  an." 

*'^yell,*'  replied  Steerforth,  looking  at  hia  watdi.  **Sap- 
peso  I  deliver  yon  up  tp  be  cried  over  for  a  eonple  of  honra. 
Is  that  long  enough?  *' 

I  answered,  laughing,  that  I  thought  we  might  get  through 
it  in  that  time,  but  that  he  must  come  also;  for  he  would  find 
that  his  renown  had  preceded  him,  and  that  he  was  almost  as 
great  a  personage  as  I  was. 

"I'll  come  anywhere  you  like,"  said  Steerforth,  "or  do 
anything  you  like.  Tell  me  where  to  come  to;  and  in  two 
hours  I  '11  produce  myself  in  any  state  yon  please,  sentimental 
or  comical." 

I  gave  him  minute  directions  for  finding  the  residence 
of  Mr.  Baricis,  carrier  to  Blunderstone  and  elsewhere,  and, 
on  this  iHnderstanding,  went  out  alone.  There  was  a  sharp 
bracing  air;  the  ground  was  dry;  the  sea  was  crisp  and 
clear;  the  sun  was  difiusing  abundance  of  light,  if  not  much 
warmth;  and  everything  was  fresh  and  lively.  I  was  so  fresh 
and  lively  myself,  in  the  pleasure  of  being  there,  that  I  could 
have  stopped  the  people  in  the  streets  and  shaken  hands  with 
them. 

The  streets  looked  small,  of  course.  The  streets  that  we 
have  only  seen  as  children,  always  do,  I  believe^  when  we  go 
back  to  them.  But  I  had  forgotten  nothing  in  them,  and 
found  nothing  changed,  until  I  came  to  Mr.  Omer's  ^op. 
Omer  and  Joram  was  now  written  up,  where  Omer  used  to 
be;  but  the  inscription,  Drapbr,  Tailor,  Haberdasheb, 
Funeral  Furnisher,  &c.,  remained  as  it  was. 

My  footsteps  seemed  to  tend  so  naturally  to  the  shop-door, 
after  I  had  read  these  words  from  over  the  way,  that  I  went 
across  the  road  and  looked  in.  There  was  a  pretty  woman 
at  the  back  of  the  shop ,  dancing  a  little  child  in  her  arms* 
while  another  little  fellow  clung  to  )ier  apron.    I  had  no  diffi- 
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culty  in  Tecognising  either  Mianie  or  Minttie^s  children.  The 
gls88-door  of  the  parlour  was  not  open ;  bnt  in  the  workshop 
across  the  yard  I  coaid  faintly  hear  the  old  tune  playing,  as 
if  it  had  never  left  off. 

'^Is  Mr.  Omer  at  home?**  said  I,  entering.  ''I  should 
like  to  see  him,  lor  a  moment,  if  he  is.** 

"Oh  yes,  Sir,  he  is  at  home,'*  said  Minnie;  ''this  weather 
don*t  snit  his  asthma  oat  of  doors.  Joe,  call  your  grand- 
father!'* 

The  little  fellow,  who  was  holding  her  apron,  gave  such  a 
lasty  shout,  that  the  sound  of  it  made  him  bashful,  and  he 
buried  his  face  in  her  skirts,  to  her  great  admiration*  I  heard 
a  heavy  pof&ng  and  blowing  coming  towards  us,  and  soon 
Mr.  Omer,  shorter-winded  than  of  yore^  but  not  much  older- 
lo<rfcing,  stood  before  me. 

"Servant,  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Omer.  "What  can  I  do  for 
you,  Sir?*' 

"You  can  shake  hands  with  me,  Mr.  Omer,  if  you  please,'* 
said  I,  putting  out  my  own.  "Yon  were  very  good-natured 
to  me  once,  when  I  am  afraid  I  didn't  show  that  I  thought 
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"Was  I  though?^  returned  the  old  man.  "I'm  glad 
to  hear  it,  but  I  don*t  remember  when.  Are  you  sure  it 
was  me?" 

"Quite." 

"I  think  my  memory  has  got  as  short  as  my  breath,"  said 
Mr.  Omer,  looking  at  me  and  shaking  his  head;  "for  I  don't 
remember  you.*' 

"  Don't  you  remember  your  coming  to  the  coach  to  meet 
me,  and  my  having  breakfast  here,  and  our  riding  out  to 
Blunderstone  together:  you,  and  I,  and  Mrs.  Joram,  and 
Mr.  Joram  too  -^  who  wasn't  her  husband  then  ?  " 

"Why,  Lord  bless  my  soul!"  excliumed  Mr.  Omer,  after 
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being  thrown  by  his  sui^prise  into  a  fit  of  coughing,  *^jou  don't 
saj  sol  Minnie,  my  dear,  you  recollect?  Dear  me,  yes  — 
the  party  was  a  lady ,  I  think?*' 

"  My  mother  ,'*  I  rejoined. 

'*To  —  be  —  sure,"  said  Mr.  Omer,  touching  my  waist- 
coat with  his  forefinger,  "and  there  was  a  little  child  tool 
There  was  two  parties.  The  little  party  was  laid  along  with 
the  other  party.  Over  at  Blunderstone  it  was,  of  course. 
Dear  me  I    And  how  have  yon  been  since  ?  " 

Very  well,  I  thanked  him,  as  I  hoped  he  had  been  too. 

*'0h  I  nothing  to  grumble  at,  you  know,"  said  Mr.  Omer. 
"I  find  my  breath  gets  short,  but  it  seldom  gets  longer  as  a 
man  gets  older.  I  take  it  as  it  comes ,  and  make  the  most  of  it. 
That 's  the  best  way,  ain't  it?  " 

Mr.  Omer  coughed  again,  in  consequence  of  laughing,  and 
was  assisted  out  of  his  fit  by  his  daughter,  who  now  stood 
close  beside  us ,  dancing  her  smallest  child  on  the  counter. 

'*  Dear  me  I"  said  Mr.  Omer.  "Yes,  to  be  sure.  Two 
parties!  Why,  in  that  very  ride,  if  you  *11  believe  me,  the 
day  was  named  for  my  Minnie  to  marry  Joram.  'Do  name  it. 
Sir,*  says  Joram.  'Yes,  do,  father,'  says  Minnie.  And 
now  he  *s  come  into  the  business.  And  look  here  I  The 
youngest  I*' 

Minnie  laughed,  and  stroked  her  banded  hair  upon  her 
temples,  as  her  father  put  one  of  his  fat  fingers  into  the  hand 
of  the  child  she  was  dancing  on  the  counter. 

"Two  parties,  of  coarse  I"  said  Mr.  Omer,  nodding  liis 
head  retrospectively.  **  £z-actly  so  I  And  Joram  *s  at  work, 
at  this  minute,  on  a  grey  one  with  silver  nails,  not  this  mea- 
surement"  —  the  measurement  of  the  dancing  child  upon  tho 
counter  —  *'by  a  good  two  inches.  —  Will  you  take  some- 
thing?'* 

1  thanked  him,  but  declined. 
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"Let  me  see,"  said  Mr.  Omcr.  *^ Barkis  's  the  cameras 
wife  —  Peggotty  *s  the  boatman^s  sister  —  she  had  something 
to  do  with  year  family  ?    She  was  in  service  there ,  sure  ?  " 

My  answering  in  the  afBrmative  gave  him  great  satis- 
faction. 

"I  believe  my  breath  will  get  long  next,  my  memory  's 
getting  so  much  so,**  said  Mr.  Omer.  "Well,  Sir,  wo  *ve  got 
a  young  relation  of  hers  here ,  ondcr  articles  to  us,  that  has  as 
elegant  a  taste  in  the  dress-making  business  —  I  assure  you  I 
don*t  believe  there  *s  a  Duchess  in  England  can  touch  her.** 

"  Not  litde  Em*ly  ?  "  said  I ,  involuntarily. 

"Em'ly  's  her  name,"  said  Mr.  Omer,  "and  she  *8  little 
too.  But  if  you  *11  believe  me ,  she  has  such  a  face  of  her  own 
that  half  the  women  in  this  town  are  mad  against  her.** 

"Nonsense,  father!**  cried  Minnie. 

"My  dear,**  said  Mr.  Omer,  "I  don't  say  it  *8  the  case  with 
you  ,*'  winking  at  me ,  "but  I  say  that  half  the  women  in  Yar- 
mouth—  ahl  and  in  five  mile  round  —  are  mad  against  that 

girl-" 

"Then  she  should  have  kept  to  her  own  station  in  life, 
father,*'  said  Minnie,  "and  not  have  given  them  any  hold  to 
talk  about  her,  and  then  they  couldn't  have  done  it.** 

"  Couldn*t  have  done  it,  my  dear!"  retorted  Mr.  Omer. 
"Couldn't  have  done  it!  Is  that  your  knowledge  of  life? 
What  is  there  that  any  woman  couldn't  do,  that  she  shouldn't 
do  —  especially  on  the  subject  of  another  woman's  good 
looks?" 

I  really  thought  it  was  all  over  with  Mr.  Omer,  afler  he  had 
nttored  this  libellous  pleasantry.  He  coughed  to  that  extent, 
and  his  breath  eluded  all  his  attempts  to  recover  it  with  that 
obstinacy,  that  I  fully  expected  to  see  his  head  go  down  be- 
hind the  counter,  and  his  little  black  breeches,  with  the  rusty 
little  bunches  of  ribbons  at  the  knees,  come  quivering  up  in  a 
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last  incffdctuAl  struggle.  At  length,  however,  he  got  better, 
though  he  still  panted  hard,  and  waa  so  exhausted  that  he  was 
obliged  to  sit  on  the  stool  of  the  shop-desk. 

'*  Yon  see,**  he  said,  wiping  his  head,  and  breaittiing  with 
difficulty,  "she  hasn't  taken  much  to  any  companions  here; 
she  hasn't  taken  kindly  to  any  parUcular  aoquaintancos  and 
friends,  not  to  mention  sweethearts.  In  consequence ,  an  ill- 
natured  story  got  about,  that  Em*ly  wanted  to  be  a  lady. 
Now  my  opinion  is,  that  it  came  into  circulation  principally  on 
account  of  her  sometimes  saying,  at  the  school,  that  if  she  was 
a  lady  she  would  like  to  do  so  and  so  for  her  uncle  «~  don't  you 
see?  —  and  buy  him  such  and  such  fine  things." 

**  I  assure  you,  Mr.  Omer ,  sho  has  said  so  to  me,**  I  re> 
turned  eagerly,  ^'when  we  were  both  children." 

Mr.  Omer  nodded  his  head  and  rubbed  his  cfaia.  *' Just  so. 
Then  out  of  a  very  little,  she  could  dross  herself,  you  see, 
better  than  most  others  could  out  of  a  deal,  aad  that  made 
things  unpleasant.  Moreover,  she  was  rather  what  might  be 
called  wayward  —  I  'U  go  so  far  as  to  say  what  I  should  cdl 
wayward  myself )"  said  Mr.  Omer,  *^ — didn't  know  her  own 
mind  quite  —  a  little  spoiled  —  and  couldn*t,  at  first,  exactly 
bind  herself  down.  No  jnofe  than  that  was  ever  said  against 
her,  Minnie?  ** 

<'No,  father,**  said  Mrs.' Joram.  << That's  the  worst,  I 
believe." 

''So  when  she  got  a  situation,"  said  Mr.  Omer,  ''to  keep 
a  fractious  old  lady  company,  they  didn't  very  well  agree, 
and  she  didn't  stop.  At  last  she  came  here,  apprenticed  for 
three  years.  Nearly  two  of 'em  are  over,  and  sho  has  been  as 
good  a  girl  as  ever  was.  Worth  any  six  I  Minnie ,  is  she 
worth  any  six ,  now  ?  " 

"Yes,  father,**  replied  Minnie.  "Never  say  /  detracted 
from  her!" 
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"Very  good,"  satd  Mr.  Omer.  " That '« right  And  so, 
young  gMtlemaa,'*  he  added,  afW  a  few  momentB*  further 
rubbing  of  hit  chin,  'Hhat  jov  may  noft  consider  me  long- 
winded  as  well  as  short-breathed,  I  believe  that's  all  about  it." 

As  they  had  spoken  in  a  aobdfued  tone,  while  speahing  of 
£m*ly ,  I  had  no  doubt  that  she  was  near.  On  my  asking  now, 
if  that  were  aot  so,  Mr.  Om«r  nodded  yes,  and  nodded  to^ 
wards  the  door  of  the  parknir.  My  hunriod  inquiry  if  I  might 
peep  in,  was  answered  with  a  £ree  permission;  and,  looking 
tiurough  the  glass,  I  saw  her  sitting  at  her  work.  I  saw  her, 
a  most  beautiful  little  creature,  with  the  cloudless  blue  eyes, 
that  had  loeiked  into  my  childish  heart,  turned  laughingly 
npon  anofther  child  of  Mianie^s  who  was  playing  near  her; 
with  enough  of  wilfulness  in  her  bright  face  to  justify  what  I 
had  heard ;  wi£h  much  of  the  oid  capricious  coynese  htf  king  in 
it;  but  with  nothing  in  her  pretty  looks,  I  am  sure,  but  what 
was  meant  fcar.goo(lnetoB  and  Uar  happineas,  and  what  was  on  a 
good  and  happy  course. 

The  tuie  aerefss  the  yaird  that  seemed  as  if  it  never  had  left 
off  —  alas  I  it  was  (he  tune  that  never  does  leave  off  ^  was 
beating,  softly,  all  the  whSe. 

*'Wonldn*t  you  like,  to  step  in,*!  said  Mr.  -Qmer,  *<and 
speak  to  her?  Walk  in  and  speak  to  her,  Siri  Make  your- 
self at  home  I*'  "^ 

I  was  too  bashful  to  do  so  then — I  was  afraid  of  confusing 
her,  and  I  was  no  less  afraid  of  confusing  myself:  but  I  in- 
formed myself  of  the  hour  at  which  she  lefl  of  an  evening,  in 
order  that  our  visit  mi|^  be  timed  accordingly ;  and  taking 
leave  of  Mr.  Omer,  and  his  pretty  daughter,  and  her  little 
children,  went  away  to  my  dear  old  Feggotty's. 

Here  she  was,  in  the  tiled  kitchen,  cooking  dinner  I  The 
moment  I  knocked  at  the  door  she  opened  it,  and  asked  me 
what  I  pleased  to  want.    I  looked  at  her  with  a  smile,  but  she 
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gave  me  no  smile  in  return.  I  had  never  ceased  to  write  to 
her ,  but  it  mast  have  been  seven  years  since  we  had  met. 

''Is  Mr.  Barkis  at  home,  Ma'am?"  I  said,  feigning  to  speak 
roughly  to  her. 

"He 's  at  home.  Sir,*'  retamedPeggotty,  ''bat  he  's  bad 
abed  with  the  rheumatics." 

"  Don't  he  go  over  to  Blunderstone  now ?  "  1  asked. 

"When  he  's  well,  he  do,"  she  answered. 

"Do  you  ever  go  there,  Mrs.  Barkis?  " 

She  looked  at  me  more  attentively,  and  I  noticed  a  quick 
movement  of  her  hands  towards  each  other. 

"Because  I  want  to  ask  a  question  about  a  hoase  there, 
t^at  they  call  the  —  what  is  it?  —  the  Rookery,"  said  I. 

She  took  a  step  backward,  and  put  out  her  hands  in  an 
undecided  frightened  way,  as  if  to  keep  me  off, 

"Peggotty ! "  I  cried  to  her. 

She  cried,  "My  darling  boy!"  and  we  both  burst  into 
tears,  and  were  locked  in  one  another's  arms. 

What  extravagancies  she  committed ;  what  laughing  and 
crying  over  me;  what  pride  she  showed,  what  joy,  what  sorrow 
that  she  whose  pride  and  joy  I  might  have  been,  could  never 
hold  me  in  a  fond  embrace ;  I  have  not  the  heart  to  telL  I  was 
troubled  with  no  misgiving  that  it  was  young  in  me  to  respond 
to  her  emotions.  I  had  never  laughed  and  cried  in  all  my  liie, 
I  dare  say  — •  not  even  to  her  — *  more  freely  than  I  did  that 
morning. 

"Barkis  will  be  so  glad,"  said  Peggotty ,  wiping  her  eyes 
with  her  apron,  "that  it  '11  do  him  more  good  than  pints  of 
liniment.  May  I  go  and  tell  him  you  are  here?  Will  yoa 
come  up  and  see  him ,  my  dear  ?  " 

Of  course  I  would.  But  Peggotty  could  not  get  out  of  tihe 
room  as  easily  as  she  meant  to ,  for  as  often  as  she  got  to  the 
door  and  looked  round  at  me,  she  came  back  again  to  have 
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another  laugh  and  another  cry  upon  my  shoulder.  At  last,  to 
make  the  matter  easier,  I  went  up-stairs  with  her ;  and  having 
waited  outside  for  a  minute,  while  she  said  a  word  of  prepa- 
ration to  Mr.  Barkis,  preaented  myself  before  that  invalid. 

He  received  me  witn  absolute  enthusiasm.  He  was  too 
rheumatic  to  be  shaken  hands  with,  but  he  begged  me  to 
shake  the  tassel  on  the  top  of  his  nightcap,  which  I  did  most 
cordially.  When  I  sat  down  by  the  side  of  the  bed,  he  said 
that  it  did  him  a  world  of  good  to  feel  as  if  he  was  driving  me 
on  the  Blunderstone  road  again.  As  he  lay  in  bed,  face  up- 
ward, and  so  covered,  with  that  exception,  that  he  seemed  to 
be  nothing  but  a  face —  like  a  conventional  cherubim,  —  he 
looked  the  queerest  object  I  ever  beheld. 

''What  name  was  it,  as  I  wrote  up,  in  the  cart.  Sir?"  said 
Mr.  Barkis ,  with  a  slow  rheumatic  smile. 

"Ah!  Mr.  Barkis,  we  had  some  grave  talks  about  that 
matter,  hadn't  we?" 

'I  was  willin*  a  long  time,  Sir?  *'  said  Mr.  Barkis. 
A  long  time ,*'  said  I. 

'*AndI  don't  regret  it,"  said  Mr.  Barkis.  '*Do  you  re- 
member what  you  told  me  once,  about  her  making  all  the  apple 
parsties  and  doing  all  the  cooking?  " 

**  Yes ,  very  well ,"  I  returned. 

'*It  was  as  true,"  said  Mr.  Barkis,  *<as  turnips  is.  It  was 
as  true,"  said  Mr.  Barkis,  nodding  his  nightcap,  which  was  his 
only  means  of  emphasis,  *'as  taxes  is.  And  nothing  *8  truer 
than  them." 

Mr.  Barkis  turned  his  eyes  upon  me,  as  if  for  my  assent  to 
this  result  of  his  reflections  in  bed ;  and  I  gave  it. 

"Nothing  's  truer  than  them,"  repeated  Mr.  Barkis;  *'a 
man  as  poor  as  I  am  finds  that  out  in  his  mind  when  he 's  laid 
up.    I  'm  a  very  poor  man ,  Sir." 

"I  am  sorry  to  hear  it,  Mr.  Barkis." 
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"A  very  poor  man ,  indeed  I  am ,"  said  Mr.  Barkis. 

Here  his  right  hand  came  slowly  and  feebly  from  under  the 
bed-clothes,  and  with  a  purposeless  uncertain  grasp  took  hold 
of  a  stick  which  was  loosely  tied  to  tl^  side  of  the  bed.  After 
soma  poking  about  with  this  instrument,  in  the  course  of  which 
his  face  assumed  a  variety  of  distracted  expressions,  Mr.  Bar- 
kis poked  it  against  a  box,  an  end  of  which  had  been  visible 
to  me  all  the  time.    Then  his  face  became  composed. 

''Old  clothes,*'  said  Mr.  Barkis. 

"Oh!"  said  I. 

'*I  wish  it  was  Money,  Sir,",  said  Mr.  Barkis. 

"  I  wish  it  was,  indeed ,' '  said  I. 

"But  it  ain't,*'  said  Mr.  Baricis,  opening  both  his  eyes  as 
wide  as  he  possibly  could. 

I  expressed  myself  quite  sure  of  that,  and  2i&.  Barkis, 
turning  his  eyes  more  gently  to  his  wife ,  said: 

''She  's  the  usefullest  and  best  of  women,  C.P.Barkis. 
All  the  praise  that  any  one  can  give  to  C.  F.  Barkis,  she  de- 
serves, and  more!  My  dear,  you  '11  gets  dinner  to-day,  for 
company ;  something  good  to  eat  and  drink ,  will  you  ?  " 

I  should  have  protested  against  thb  unnecessary  demon- 
stration in  my  honour,  but  that  I  saw  Peggotty ,  on  the  oppo- 
site side  of  the  bed,  extremely  anxious  I  should  not.  So  I  held 
my  peace. 

'^I  have  got  a  trifle  of  money  somewhere  about  me,  my 
dear,"  said  Mr.  Barkis,  "but  I  'm  a  little  tired.  If  y«u  and 
Mr.  David  will  leave  me  for  a  short  nap,  I  '11  try  and  find  it 
when  I  wake;" 

» 

We  left  the  room ,  in  compliance  with  this  request.  When 
we  got  outside  the  door,  Peggotty  informed  me  that  Mr.  Bar- 
kis, being  now  "a  little  nearer"  than  he  used  to  be,  always 
resorted  to  this  same  device  before  producing  a  single  coin 
from  his  store;  and  that  he  endured  unheard-of  agoaies  in 
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crawling  oat  of  bed  alone,  and  taking  it  from  that  nnlucky  box. 
In  effect,  we  presently  heard  him  uttering  suppressed  groans 
of  the  most  dismal  nature,  as  this  magpie  proceeding  racked 
him  in  every  joint;  but  while  Peggotty's  eyes  were  full  of  com- 
passion for  him ,  she  said  his  generous  impulse  would  do  him 
good,  and  it  was  better  not  to  check  it.  So  he  groaned  on, 
until  he  had  got  into  bed  again,  suffering,  I  have  no  doubt,  a 
martyrdom;  and  then  called  us  in,  pretending  to  have  just 
woke  up  from  a  refreshing  sleep,  and  to  produce  a  guinea  from 
under  his  pillow.  His  satisfaction  in  which  happy  imposition 
on  us ,  and  in  having  preserved  the  impenetrable  secret  of  the 
box,  appeared  to  be  asuiHcient  compensation  to  him  for  all 
his  tortures. 

I  prepared  Peggotty  for  Steerforth's  arrival,  and  it  was  not 
long  before  he  came.  I  am  persuaded  she  knew  no  difference 
between  his  having  been  a  personal  benefactor  of  hers,  and  a 
kind  friend  to  me,  ,and  that  she  would  have  received  him  with 
the  utmost  gratitude  and  devotion  in  any  case.  But  his  easy, 
spirited,  good  humour;  his  genial  manner,  his  handsome  looks, 
his  natural  gift  of  adapting  himself  to  whomsoever  he  pleased, 
and  making  direct,  when  he  cared  to  do  it,  to  the  main  point  of 
interest  in  anybody's  heart;  bound  her  to  him  wholly  in  five 
minutes.  His  manner  to  me,  alone,  would  have  won  her.  But, 
through  all  these  causes  combined,  I  sincerely  believe  she  had 
a  kind  of  adoration  for  him  before  he  left  the  UiousetlMMI' 
night.  ^^t^"^^ 

He  stayed  there  with  me  to  dinner  *—  if  I  were  to  say  will- 
ingly, I  should  not  half  express  how  readily  and  gaily.  He 
went  into  Mr.  Barkis's  room  like  light  and  air,  brightening  and 
refreshing  it  as  if  he  were  healthy  weather.  There  was  no 
noise,  no  effort,  no  consciousness,  in  anything  he  did;  but  in 
everything  an  indescribable  lightness,  a  seeming  impossibility 
of  doing  anything  else,  or  doing  anything  better,  which  waf*  ^ 
Datid  Copperfidd.  Jl.  6 
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graceful,  so  natural,  aiid  agreeable,  that  it  overcomes  me,  even 
now,  in  the  remembrance. 

We  made  merry  in  the  littleparlour,wheretheBook  of  Mar- 
tyrs, unthambed  since  my  time,  was  laid  out  upon  the  desk  aa 
of  old,  and  where  I  now  tamed  over  its  terrific  pictures,  re« 
membering  the  old  sensations  th^y  had  awakened,  but  not  feel- 
ing them.  When  Feggotty  spoke  of  what  she  called  my  room« 
and  of  its  being  ready  for  me  at  night,  and  of  her  hoping  I 
would  occupy  it,  before  I  could  so  much  as  look  at  Steerforth, 
hesitating,  he  was  possessed  of  the  whole  case. 

'*  Of  course,"  he  said.  **  You  '11  sleep  here,  while  we  stay, 
and  I  shall  sleep  at  the  hotel." 

"3ut  to  bring  you  so  far,*'  I  returned,  "and  to  separate, 
seems  bad  companionship,  Steerforth." 

**Why,  19  the  name  of  Heaven,  where  do  you  naturally  be- 
long!" he  said.  '*What  is  '  seems,' ^^ompared  to  thati"  It 
was  settled  at  once. 

He  maintained  all  his  delightful  qualities  to  the  last,  until 
we  started  forth>  at  eight  o'clock,  for  Mr.  Feggotty 's  boat.  In- 
deed, they  were  more  and  more  brightly  exhibited  as  the  hours 
went  on;  fori  thought  even  then,  and  I  have  no  doubt  now, 
that  the  consciousness  of  success  in  his  determination  to  please, 
inspired  him  with  a  new  delicacy  of  perception,  and  made  it, 
subtle  as  it  was,  more  easy  to  him.  If  any  6ne  had  told  me, 
then,  that  all  this  was  a  brilliant  game,  played  for  the  excite* 
ment  of  the  moment,  for  the  employment  of  high  spirits,  in  the 
thoughtless  love  of  superiority,  in  a  mere  wasteful  careless 
course  of  winning  what  was  worthless  to  him,  and  next  minuta 
thrown  away  —  I  say,  if  any  one  had  told  me  such  a  lie  Uiat 
night,  I  wonder  in  what  manner  of  receiving  it  my  indignatioa 
would  have  found  a  vent  1 

Probably  only  in  an  increase,  had  that  been  possible,  of  the 
romantic  feelings  of  fidelity  and  friendship  with  which  I  walk- 
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ed  beside  liim,  over  the  dark  wintry  sands,  towards  the  old 
boat ;  the  wind  sighing  aoronnd  na  even  more  xkOumMly,  than 
it  had  sighed  and  moaned  vpen  the  night  when  I  first  darkened 
Mr.  Feggotty*e  door. 

*'  This  is  a  wild  kind  of  place,  Steerforth,  is  it  not? 

''Dismal  enough  in  the  dark,'*  he  said;  ''and  the  sea  roars 
aa  if  it  were  hnngry  for  asw  Is  that  the  boat»  where  I  see  a  Mght 
yonder?" 

*"  That  'a  the  boat,"  said  I. 

"  And  it  *8  the  same  I  oaw  this  mommg,* '  he  returned.  "  I 
o«me  straight  to  it,  by  nutinct^  I  suppose." 

We  said  no  more  as  we  approached  the  light,  but  made 
•aSdy  tor  the  door.  I  laid  my  hand  npon  the  latch ;  and  whis- 
pering Steedbrth  to  keep  dose  to  me^  went  in. 

A  murmur  of  voices  had  been  audible  on  the  outside,  and, 
at  the  inoment  of  our  entrance,  a  ekpping  of  hande :  which  lat- 
ter noise,  I  was  surprised  to  see,  preeeeded  from  the  generally 
dbconaolate  Mrs.  GummidgOw  But  Mrs.  Gummidge  was  not 
the  only  person  there,  who  wae  unusually  excited.  Mr.  Peg* 
gotty,  hia  face  lighted  up  with  uncommon  satisfaetion,  and 
hraghing  with  all  hie  mighl;,  held  hia  rough  arms  wide  open,  aa 
if  for  little  £m*Iy  to  run  into  them;  Ham,  with  a  aiised  ezpreso 
aioik  in  his  fhce  of  admiration,  eznltatioii,  and  a  lumbering  sort 
of  bashfulness  that  sat  upon  him  very  well,  held  little  Em*ly  by 
the  hand,  as  if  he  were  presenting  her  to  Mr.  Feggotty ;  Utile 
Em'ly  herself,  blushing  and  shy,  but  deb'ghted  with  Mr.  Peg- 
gotfy*8  delight,  as  her  joyous  eyes  expressed,  was  stopped  by 
onr  entrance  (for  she  saw  us  first)  in  the  very  act  of  springing 
from  Ham  to  nestle  in  Mr.  Feggotty's  embrace.  In  the  first 
glimpse  we  had  of  them  all,  and  at  the  moment  of  our  passing 
from  the  dark  cold  night  into  the  warn  light  room,  this  was  the 
way  in  which  they  were  all  employed:  Mrs.  Gummidge  in  the 
back  ground,  clapping  her  hands  like  a  madwoman. 

6* 
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The  little  picture  was  so  instantaneonsly  dissolved  by  onr 
going  in,  that  one  might  have  donbted  whether  it  had  ever 
been.  I  was  in  the  midst  of  the  astonished  family,  face  to  face 
with  Mr.  Peggotty,  and  holding  out  my  hand  to  him,  when 
Ham  shouted: 

"  Mas'r  Davy  I    It 's  Mas'r  Davy  1 " 

In  a  moment  we  were  all  shaking  hands  with  one  another, 
and  asking  one  another  how  we  did,  and  telling  one  another 
how  glad  we  were  to  meet,  and  all  talking  at  once.  Mr.  Peg- 
gotty was  so  proud  and  overjoyed  to  see  us,  that  he  did  not 
know  what  to  say  or  do,  but  kept  over  and  over  again  shaking 
hands  with  me,  and  then  with  Steerforth,  and  then  with  me, 
and  then  ruffling  his  shaggy  hair  all  over  his  head,  and 
laughing  with  such  glee  and  triumph ,  that  it  was  a  treat  to 
see  him. 

**Why,  that  you  two  gent'lmen  —  gent'lmen  growed  — 
should  come  to  this  here  roof  to-night,  of  all  nights  in  myUfe," 
said  Mr.  Peggotty,  '*is  such  a  thing  as  never  happened  afore, 
I  do  rightly  believe  I  Em'ly,  my  darling,  come  here  1  Come 
here,  my  little  witch  I  There  *s  Mas'r  Davy's  friend,  my  dear  1 
There  's  the  gent'lman  as  you  've  heerd  on,  Em'ly.  He  comes 
to  see  you,  along  with  Mas'r  Davy,  on  the  brightest  night  of 
your  uncle's  life  as  ever  was  or  will  be,  Gorm  the  t'other  one, 
and  horroar  for  it ! "  .  * 

After  delivering  this  speech  all  in  a  breath,  and  with 
extraordinary  animation  and  pleasure',  Mr.  Peggotty  put  one 
of  his  large  hands  rapturously  on  each  side  of  his  niece's 
face,  and  kissing  it  a  dozen  times,  laid  it  with  a  gentle  pride 
and  love  upon  his  broad  chest,  and  patted  it  as  if  his  hand 
had  been  a  lady's.  Then  he  let  her  go;  and  as  she  ran 
into  the  little  chamber  where  I  used  to  sleep,  looked  round 
upon  us,  qnite'hot  and  out  of  breath  with  his  uncommon  satis- 
faction. 
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''If  70V  two  gdnt'lmen  —  gent^lmen  growed  now,  and  such 
gent*lmen  — "  said  Mr.  Peggotty. 

*«So  th'are,  so  th*arel"  cried  Ham.  ''Well  said  I  So 
th*  are.    Mas'r  Davy  bor  —  gent'lmen  growed  —  so  th'  are  1 " 

"If  you  two  gent'lmen,  gent*lmen  growed,"  said  Mr. 
Peggotty,  "don't  ex<^nse  me  for  being  in  a  state  of  mind, 
when  you  understand  matters,  I  *il  arks  your  pardon.  £m*ly, 
my  dear  I  —  She  knows  I  'm  a  going  to  tell,"  here  his  deliglit 
broke  out  again,  "and  has  made  off.  Would  you  be  so  good 
as  look  arter  her,  Mawther,  for  a  minute?  " 

Mrs.  Gummidge  nodded  and  disappeared. 

"If  this  ain't/'  said  Mr.  Peggotty,  sitting  down  among 
us  by  the  fire,  "the  brightest  night  o'  my  life,  I  'm  a  shell-fish 
—  biled  too  ■—  and  more  I  can't  say.  This  here  little  Em'ly, 
Sir,"  in  a  low  voice  to  Steerforth,  " —  her  as  you  see  a 
blushing  here  just  now  — " 

Steerforth  only  nodded ;  but  with  such  a  pleased  ex- 
pression of  interest,  and  of  participation  in  Mr.  Peggotty 's 
feelings,  that  the  latter  answered  him  as  if  he  had  spoken. 

"To  be  sure/'  said  Mr.  Peggotty.  "That 's  her,  and  so 
she  is.    Thankee,  Sir." 

Ham  nodded  to  me  several  times,  as  if  he  would  have  said 
so  too. 

" This  here  litUeEm'ly  of  ours,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty,  "has 
been,  in  our  house,  what  I  suppose  (I 'm  a  ignorant  man,  but 
that  *s  my  belief)  no  one  but  a  little  bright-eyed  creetur  can 
be  in  a  house.  She  ain't  my  child;  I  never  had  one;  but 
I  couldn't  love  her  more.  You  understand!  I  couldn't 
do  it!" 

"I  quite  understand,"  said  Steerforth. 

"I  know  you  do.  Sir,"  returned  Mr.  PeggoMy;  "and 
thankee  again.  Mas'r  Davy,  he  can  remember  what  sho 
was;  you  may  judge  for  your  own  self  what  she  is ;  but  neith ' 
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of  you  can*t  fally  know  what  ihe  hta  been,  is,  and  will  be, 
to  my  loving  art.  I  am  rougb,  Sir)"  smd.  Mr.  Peggotly, 
**I  am  as  rough  as  a  Sea  Porkypine;  but  no  one,  unless, 
mayhap,  it  is  a  woman,  can  know,  I  think,  what  our  little 
£m*ly  is  to  me.  And  betwixt  ourselves,*'  sinking  his  voice 
lower  yet,  "tkat  woman's  name  ain't  Missis  Gummidge 
neither,  though  she  has  a  world  of  merits.'* 

Mr.  Peggotty  ruftted  his  hair  again  with  both  hands,  as  a 
further  preparation  for  what  he  was  going  to  say,  and  went 
on  with  a  hand  upon  each  of  his  knees. 

''There  was  a  certain  person  as  had  know'd  our  Em'ly, 
from  the  time  when  her  fhther  was  drownded ;  as  had  seen  her 
constant;  when  a  babby,  when  a  young  gal,  when  a  woman. 
Not  much  of  a  person  to  look  at,  he  wam*t,"  said  Mr.  Peg^ 
gotty,  ** something  o'  my  own  build  >—  rough—  a  good  deal 
o'^hejsoii*- wester  in  him  —  wery  salt  — >  but,  on  the  whole,  a 
hoi^lltt  sort  of  a  chap,  with  his  art  in  tiie  right  place." 

I  thought  I  had  never  seen  Ham  grin  to  anything  like  tiio 
extent  to  which  he  sat  grinning  at  us  now. 

'*What  does  this  here  blessed  tarpaulin  go  and  go,"  said 
Mr.  Peggotty,  with  his  face  one  high  noon  of  enjoyment,  '*but 
he  loses  that  there  art  of  his  to  our  little  fim'ly.  He  folera 
her  about,  he  makes  hlsself  a  sort  o'  servant  to  her,  he  loses 
in  a  great  measure  his  relish  for  his  witdes,  and  in  the  long 
run  he  makes  it  dear  to  me  wot 's  amiss.  Now  I  could  wish 
myself,  you  see,  that  our  little  Em'ly  was  in  a  fair  way  of 
being  married.  I  could  wish  to  see  hca*,  at  all  ewents,  under 
articles  to  a  honest  man  as  had  a  right  to  defend  her.  I  don*t 
know  how  long  I  may  live,  or  how  soon  I  may  die ;  but  I  know 
that  if  I  was  capsized,  any  night,  in  a  gale  of  wind  in  Yar- 
mouth Ro#ds  here,  and  was  to  see  the  town-lights  shining  for 
tiie  last  time  over  the  rollers  as  I  couldn't  make  no  bond 
against,  I  could  go  down  quieter  for  thinking  *  There's  m 
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mftn  adKMre  there,  iron-tnie  to  my  little  Em'ly,  God  blest 
her,  and  no  wrong  can  toucli  my  £m*ly  while  00  be  as  ikaX 
manliyee!'*' 

Ifr.  Peggotty,  in  simple  earnestness,  waved  his'right  arm, 
as  if  he  were  waving  it  at  the  town-lights  for  the  last  time,  and 
tiien,  exchanging  a  nod  with  Ham,  whose  eye  he  cactght,  pro- 
ceeded as  before. 

**Well!  I  connsels  him  to  speak  to  Em'ly.  He's  big 
enongh,  but  he's  bash  fuller  than  a  little  an,  and  he  don't 
like.  So  /  speak.  'What I  Himf  says  Em'ly,  'Him  that 
I  ^ve  know'd  so  intimate  so  many  years,  and  like  so  mnchl 
Oh,  Unelel  I  never  can  have  him.  He's  such  a  good 
Mlowl*  I  gives  her  a  kiss,  and  I  says  no  more  to  her  than 
*Mj  dear,  you  're  right  to  speak  ont,  yon  're  to  choose  for 
^roiirself,  yon  're  as  free  as  a  little  bird.'  Then  I  aways  to  him, 
and  I  says,  *I  wish  it  could  have  been  so,  but  it  can't.  But 
you  can  both  be  as  you  was,  and  wot  I  say  to  you  is.  Be  as 
you  was  with  her,  like  a  man.*  He  says  to  me,  a  shaking  of 
my  hand,  'I  will! '  he  says.  And  he  was  —  honourable  and 
manfnl  —  for  two  year  going  on,  and  we  was  just  the  same  at 
home  here  as  afore . " 

Mr.  Peggotty's  face,  which  nad  varied  in  its  expression 
with  the  various  stages  of  his  narrative,  now  resumed  all  its 
foimer  triumphant  delight,  as  he  laid  a  hand  upon  my  knee 
and  a  hand  upon  Steerforth's  (previously  wetting  them  both, 
for  the  greater  emphasis  of  the  action),  and  divided  the 
foUowing  speech  between  us : 

"All  of  a  sadden,  one  evening — as  it  might  be  to-night  -^ 
eomes  little  Em'ly  from  her  work,  and  him  with  her  I  There 
ain't  so  much  in  thai,  you  11  say.  No,  because  he  takes  care 
on  her,  like  a  brother,  arter  dark,  and  indeed  afore  dark, 
and  at  all  times.  But  this  tarpaulin  chap,  he  takes  hold  of 
her  hand,  and  he  cries  out  to  me,  joyful,  'Look  here  I    X^'" 
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ii  to  be  my  little  wifel*  And  she  says,  half  bold  and  half 
Bhj,  and  half  a  laughing  and  half  a  crying,  'Yes,  ancle !  If 
you  please.*  —  If  I  please !  *'  cried  Mr.  Feggotty,  rolling  his 
head  in  an  ecstacy  at  the  idea;  ''Lord,  as  if  I  should  do  any- 
ihink  else  I  —  'If  you  please,  I  am  steadier  now,  and  I  have 
thought  better  of  it,  and  I  '11  be  as  good  a  little  wife  as  I  cao 
to  him,  for  he 's  a  dear,  good  fellow! '  Then  Missis  Grum- 
midge,  she  claps  her  hands  like  a  play,  and  you  come  in. 
There  1  the  murder's  out  I"  said  Mr.  Feggotty  —  "You  come 
in  1  It  took  place  this  here  present  hour;  and  here 's  the  man 
that  '11  marry  her,  the  minute  she 's  out  of  her  time." 

Ham  staggered,  as  well  he  might,  under  the  blow  Mr. 
Feggotty  dealt  him  in  his  unbounded  joy,  as  a  mark  of 
confidence  and  friendsUp;  but  feeling  called  upon  to  say 
something  to  us,  he  said,  with  much  faltering  and  great 
difficulty: 

"She  wam*t  no  higher  than  you  was,  Mas'r  Davy  — 
when  you  first  come  —  "vihen  I  Uiought  what  she  'd  grow 
up  to  be.  I  see  her  grow;  up  —  gent*lmen  —  like  a  fiower, 
I  'd  lay  down  my  life  for  her  —  Mas'r  Davy  —  Oh !  most  con- 
tent and  dheerful !  She 's  more  to  me  —  gent'lmen  —  than  — 
she 's  all  to  me  that  ever  I^can  want,  and  more  than  ever 
I  —  than  ever  I  could  say.  I  —  I  love  her  true.  There 
ain't  a  gent'lman  in  all  the  land  —  nor  yet  sailing  upon 
all  the  sea  —  that  can  love  his  lady  more  than  I  love  her, 
though  there 's  many  a  common  man  «-  would  say  better  — 
what  he  meant." 

I  thought  it  affecting  to  see  such  a  sturdy  fellow  as  Ham 
was  now,  trembling  in  the  strength  of  what  he  felt  for  the 
pretty  little  creature  who  had  won  his  heart.  I  thought  the 
simple  confidence  reposed  in  us  by  Mr.  Feggotty  and  by 
himself,  was,  in  itself,  affecting.  I  was  affected  by  the  story 
altogether.     How  far  my  emotions  were  influenced  by  the 
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recollections  of  my  childhood,  I  don't  know.  Whether  I  had 
come  there  with  any  lingering  fancy  that  I  was  still  to  love 
little  Em'ly,  I  don't  know.  I  know  that  I  was  filled  with 
pleasure  by  all  this;  but,  at  first,  with  an  indescribably 
sensitive  pleasure,  that  a  very  little  would  have  changed 
to  pain. 

Therefore,  if  it  had  depended  upon  me  to  touch  the 
prevailing  chord  among  th^n  with  any  skill,  I  should  have 
made  a  poor  hand  of  it.  But  it  depended  upon  Steerforth ; 
and  he  did  it  with  such  address,  that  in  a  few  minutes  we  were 
all  as  easy  and  as  happy  as  it  was  possible  to  be. 

"Mr.  Feggotty,*'  he  said,  *'you  are  a  thoroughly  good 
fellow,  and  d^erve  tQ  be  as  happy  as  you  are  to-night.  My 
hand  upon  it  I  HamyyTgive  you  joy,  my  boy.  My  hand  upon 
that,  too!  Daisy, /stir  the  fire,  and  make  it  a  brisk  one! 
and  Mr.  Feggotty,  unless  you  can  induce  your  gentle  niece 
to  come  back  (for  whom  I  vacate  this  seat  in  the  comer), 
I  shall  go.  Any  gap  at  your  fireside  on  such  a  night  —  such 
a  gap  least  of  all  —  I  wouldn't  make,  for  the  wealth  of  the 
Indies!" 

So  Mr.  Feggotty  went  into  my  old  room  to  fetch  little 
Em'Iy.  At  first  little  Em'ly  didn't  like  to  come,  and  then 
Ham  went.  Fresently  ihey  brought  her  to  the  fireside,  very 
much  confused,  and  very  shy,  —  but  she  soon  became  more 
assured  when  she  found  how  gently  and  respectfully  Steer- 
forth  spoke  to  her;  how  skilfully  he  avoided  anything  that 
would  embarrass  her;  how  he  talked  to  Mr.  Feggotty  of 
boats,  and  ships,  and  tides,  and  fish ;  how  he  referred  to  me 
about  the  time  wheif  he  had  seen  Mr.  Feggotty*  at  Salem 
flonse;  how  deh'ghted  he  was  with  the  boat  and  all  belonging 
to  it;  how  lightly  and  easily  he  carried  on,  until  he  brought 
US,  by  degrees,  into  a  charmed  circle,  and  we  were  all  talking 
Away  without  any  reserve. 
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Emij,  indeed,  said  little  all  the  evening;  btit  Bbe looked, 
and  listened,  and  her  face  got  animated,  and  she  was 
charming.  Steerforth  told  a  story  of  a  dismal  shipwreck 
(which  arose  out  of  his  talk  with  Mr.  Peggotty),  as  if  he  saw 
it  all  before  him  —  and  little  Em'ly's  eyes  were  fastened  on 
him  all  the  time,  as  if  she  saw  it  too.  He  told  us  a  merry 
adventure  of  his  own,  as  a  relief  to  that,  with  as  much  gaiety 
as  if  the  narrative  were  as  fresh  to  him  as  it  was  to  ns  —  and 
little  Em*ly  laughed  until  the  boat  rang  with  the  musical 
sounds,  and  we  all  laughed  (Steerforth  too),  in  irresistible 
sympathy  With  what  was  so  pleasant  and  light-hearted.  He 
got  Mr.  Peggotty  to  sing,  or  rather  to  roar,  *'When  the 
stormy  winds  do  blow,  do  blow,  do  blow;"  And  he  sang  a 
sailor's  song  himself,  so  pathetically  and  beautifully,  that  I 
could  hare  almost  fanded  that  the  real  wind  creeping  sorrow- 
fully round  the  house,  and  murmuring  low  through ^ur  un- 
broken silence,  was  there  to  listen. 

As  to  Mrs.  Gummidge,  he  roused  that  victim  of  despon- 
dency with  a  success  n^ver  attained  by  any  one  else  (so  Mr. 
Peggotty  informed  me)  since  the  decease  of  the  old  one.  He 
left  her  so  little  leisure  for  bding  miserable  that  she  said  next 
day  she  thought  she  must  have  been  bewitched* 

But  he  set  up  no  monopoly  of  the  general  attention,  or  the 
conversation.  When  little  Em'ly  grew  more  courageous,  and 
talked  (but  still  bashfully)  across  the  fire  to  me ,  of  our  old 
wanderings  upon  the  beach,  to  pickup  shells  and  pebbles; 
and  when  I  asked  her  if  she  recollected  how  I  used  to  be 
devoted  to  her;  and  when  we  both  laughed  and  reddened, 
casting  th^  looks  back  on  the  pleasant  old  times,  so  unreal 
to  look  at  now;  he  was  silent  and  attentive,  and  observed  ns 
thoughtfully.  She  sat,  at  this  time,  and  all  the  evening,  on 
the  old  locker  in  her  old  little  comer  by  the  fire  -*  Ham 
beside  her,  where  I  used  to  sit.    I  could  not  satisfy  myself 
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irhellier  it  wm  in  lier  own  little  tormenting  way,  or  in  a 
maidenly  leserre  before  ns,  that  she  kept  quite  close  to  the 
wall,  and  away  firom  him;  bat  I  observed  that  she  did  00,  aU ' 
the  erening. 

As  I  remember,  it  was  dmost  midnight  when  we  took  our 
leaTO.  We  had  had  some  biscuit  and  dried  fish  for  sapper, 
and  Steerforth  had  produced  from  bis  pocket  a  full  flask  of 
Hollands,  which  we  men  (I  may  say  we  men,  now,  without 
a  blush)  had  em)>tied.  We  parted  merrily;  and  as  they  all 
stood  crowded  round  the  door  to  light  us  as  far  as  they  could 
upon  our  road,  I  saw  the  sweet  blue  eyes  of  little  Em*ly 
peeping  after  us,  from  behind  Ham,  and  heard  her  soft  voice 
calling  to  us  to  be  careful  how  we  went. 

^  A  most  engaging  little  Beauty ! "  said  Steerforth,  taking 
my  arm.  "Weill  It's  a  quaint  place,  and  they  are  quaint 
company,  and  it  *s  quite  a  new  sensation  to  mix  with 
them. " 

"How  fortunate  we  are,  too,'*  I  returned,  "to  have 
arrived  to  witness  their  happiness  m  that  intended  marriage  t 
I  never  saw  people  so  happy.  How  delightful  to  see  it, 
and  to  be  made  the  sharers  in  their  honest  joy,  as  we  have 
been!" 

*'  That  *s  rather  a  chuckle-headed  fellow  for  the  girl ;  isn't 
he?"  said  Steerforth.      ^ 

He  had  been  so  hearty  with  him,  and  with  them  all,  that  I 
felt  a  shock  in  this  unexpected  and  cold  reply.  But  turning 
quickly  upon  him,  and  seeing  a  laugh  in  his  eyes,  I  answered, 
much  relieved: 

'<Ah,  Steerfortht  It 's  well  for  you  to  joke^/ibout  the 
poorl  You  may  skirmish  with  Miss  Dartle,  or  try  to  hide 
your  sympathies  in  jest  from  me,  but  I  know  better.  When 
I  see  how  perfectly  you  understand  them,  how  exquisitely  you 
can  enter  into  happiness  like  this  plain  fisherman's,  or  humonT< 
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a  loye  like  my  old  nnne's,  I  know  that  there  u  not  a  joy  or 
sorrow,  not  an  emotion,  of  such  people,  that  can  be  indif- 
ferent to  yon.  And  I  admire  and  love  yon  for  it,  Steerforth, 
twenty  times  the  more  I " 

He  stopped,  and,  looking  in  my  face,  said,  ^* Daisy,  I 
belieye  you  are  in  earnest,  and  are  good.  I  wish  we  all 
wereT*  Next  moment  he  was  gaily  singing  Blr.  Peggotty^s 
song,  as  we  walked  at  a  round  pace  back  to  Yarmouth. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

Some  old  scenes,  and  some  new  people. 

Stbebfobth  and  I  stayed  for  more  than  a  fortnight  in  that 
part  of  the  country.  We  were  very  much  together,  I  need  not. 
say;  but  occasionally  we  were  asunder  for  some  hours  at  a 
time.  He  was  a  good  sailor,  and  I  was  but  an  indifferent  one ; 
and  when  he  went  out  boating  with  Mr.  Feggotty,  which  was  a 
favourite  amusement  of  his ,  I  generally  remained  ashore.  My 
occupation  of  Feggotty's  spare-room  put  a  constraint  uponme^ 
from  which  he  was  free:  for,  knowing  how  assiduously. she  at- 
tended on  Mr.  Barkis  all  day,  I  did  not  like  to  remain  out  late 
at  night ;  whereas  Steerf orth ,  lying  at  the  Inn ,  had  nothing  to 
consult  but  his  own  humour.  Thus  it  came  about,  that  I  heard 
of  hta  making  little  treats  for  the  fishermen  at  Mr.  Feggotty's 
house  of  call,"TheWillingMind,'*aflerI  was  in  bed,  and  of  his 
being  afloat,  wrapped  in  fisherman's  clothes ,  whole  moonlight 
nights ,  and  coming  back  when  the  morning  tide  was  at  flood. 
By  this  time,  however,  I  knew  that  his  restless  nature  and  bold 
spirits  delighted  to  find  a  vent  in  rough  toil  and  hard  weather, 
as  in  any  other  means  of  excitement  that  presented  itself 
freshly  to  him;  so  none  of  his  proceedings  surprised  me. 

Another  cause  of  our  being  sometimes  apart,  was,  that  I 
had  naturally  an  interest  in  going  over  to  Blunderstone,  and 
revisiting  the  old  familiar  scenes  of  my  childhood;  while 
Steerforth,  after  being  there  once,  had  naturally  no  great  in- 
terest in  going  there  again.  Hence,  on  three  or  four  days 
that  I  can  at  once  recall,  we  went  our  several  ways  after  an  early 
breakfast,  'and  met  again  at  a  late  dinner.    I  had  no  idea  how 
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he  employed  his  time  in  the  interval,  beyond  a  general  know- 
ledge that  he  was  very  popular  in  the  place,  and  had  twenty 
means  of  actively  diverting  himself  where  another  man  might 
not  have  found  one. 

For  my  own  part,  my  occupation  in  my  solitary  pilgrimages 
was  to  recall  every  yard  of  the  old  road  aa  I  went  along  it,  and 
to  haunt  the  old  spots,  of  which  I  never  tired.  I  haunted  them, 
as  my  memory  had  often  done,  and  lingered  among  them  aa 
ray  younger  thoughts  had  lingered  when  I  was  far  away.  The 
grave  beneath  the  tree,  where  both  my  parents  ky  —  os  which 
I  had  looked  out,  when  it  was  my  father's  only,  with  such 
curious  feelings  of  con^assion ,  and  by  which  I  had  atood ,  so 
desolate ,  when  it  was  opened  to  receive  my  prett^'  mo>&er  and 
her  baby  —  the  grave  which  Peggotty*s  own  faitbfbl  osre  had 
ever  since  kept  neat,  and  made  a  gsrden  of,  I  wafted  near,  by 
the  hour.  It  ky  a  little  off  the  church*ysrd  path,  in  a  quiet 
comer,  not  so  far  removed  but  I  could  read  the  names  upon 
the  stone  as  I  walked  to  and  fro ,  startied  by  the  sound  of  the 
church-bell  when  it  struck  the  hour ,  for  it  was  like  a  departed 
voice  to  me.  My  reflections  at  these  times  were  always  asso- 
ciated with  the  figure  I  was  to  make  in  life,  and  the  dis- 
tinguished things  I  was  to  do.  My  echoing  footsteps  went 
to  no  other  tune ,  but  were  as  constant  to  that  as  if  I  had  come 
home  to  build  my  castles  in  the  air  at  a  fiving  mo1iter*s  aide. 

There  were  great  changes  in  my  old  home.  The  ragged 
nests,  so  long  deserted  by  the  rooks,  were  gone ;  and  tbe  trees 
were  k>pped  and  topped  out  of  their  remembered  shapes. 
The  garden  had  run  wild,  and  half  the  windows  of  the  house 
were  shut  up.  It  was  occupied,  but  only  by  a  poor  lunetie 
gentleman,  and  the  people  who  took  care  of  him.  He  was 
always  sitting  at  my  Kttlc  window,  looking  out  into  the  churdi- 
yard;  and  I  wondered  whether  his  rambling  tfaonghts  ever 
went  upon  any  of  the  fancies  that  used  to  oooupy  miBe,  on  the 
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roay  mornings  when  I  peeped  out  of  that  same  little  window  in 
mj  night-clothes,  and  saw  the  sheep  quietij  feeding  in  the  light 
of  the  rising  snn. 

Our  old  neighbours,  Mr,  and  Mrs.  Grayper,  were  gone  to 
Sontli  America,  and  the  rain  had  made  ite  way  through  the 
roof  of  their  empty  hoase,  and  stained  the  outer  walls.  Mr. 
Chillip  was  married  again  to  a  tall,  raw-boned,  high-nosed  wife; 
and  they  had  a  weazen  little  baby,  with  a  heavy  head  that  it 
cooldn  't  hold  up,  and  two  weak  staring  eyes,  with  which  it 
seemed  to  be  always  wondering  why  it  had  erer  been  born. 

It  was  with  a  singular  jumble  of  sadness  and  pleasure  that 
I  used  to  linger  about  my  native  place ,  until  the  reddening 
winter  sun  admonished  me  that  it  was  time  to  start  on  my 
retoming  walk.  But,  when  the  place  was  left  behind ,  and 
especially  when  Steerforth  and  I  were  hazily  seated  over  our 
dinner  by  a  blazing  fire,  it  was  delicious  to  think  of  having 
been  there.  So  it  was,  though  in  a  softened  degree,  when  I 
went  to  my  neat  room  at  night ;  and,  turning  over  the  leaves  of 
the  croeodtle-book  (which  was  always  there,  upon  a  little 
table) ,  remembered  with  a  grateful  heart  how  blest  I  was  in 
having  such  a  friend  as  Steerforth ,  such  a  friend  as  Peggotty, 
and  such  a  substitute  for  what  I  had  lost  as  my  excellent  and 
generous  aunt. 

My  nearest  way  to  Yarmouth,  in  coming  back  from  these 
long  walks,  was  by  a  ferry.  It  landed  me  on  the  flat  between 
tJie  town  and  the  sea,  which  I  could  make  straight  across,  and 
so  save  myself  a  considerable  circuit  by  the  high  road.  Mr. 
Peggotty*s  house  being  on  that  waste-place,  and  not  a  hundred 
jarda  out  of  my  track ,  I  always  looked  in  as  I  went  by.  Steer- 
forth was  pretty  sure  to  be  there  expecting  me,  and  we  wont 
on  together  through  the  frosty  air  and  gathering  fog  towards 
the  twinkling  lights  of  the  town. 

One  dark  evening,  when  I  was  later  than  usual  —  for  I  had. 
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that  day,  been  making  my  parting  visit  to  Blunderstone,  as  we 
were  now  about  to  retam  home  —  I  found  him  alone  in  Mr. 
Peggotty*8  house,  sitting  thoughtfully  before  the  fire.  He  was 
sa  intent  upon  his  own  reflections  that  he  was  quite  uncon- 
scious of  my  approach.  This,  indeed,  he  might  easily  have 
been  if  he  had  been  less  absorbed,  for  footsteps  fell  noiselessly 
on  the  sandy  ground  outside ;  but  even  my  entrance  failed  to 
rouse  him.  I  was  standing  close  to  him ,  looking  at  him ;  and 
still,  with  a  heavy  brow,  he  was  lost  in  his  meditations. 

He  gave  such  a  start  when  1  put  my  hand  upon  his  shoulder, 
that  he  made  me  start  too. 

"You  come  upon  me,  **  he  said,  almost  angrily,  "like  a  re- 
proachful ghost  1 " 

"I  was  obliged  to  announce  myself  somehow,"  I  replied. 
"  Have  I  called  you  down  from  the  stars  ?  " 

"No,"  he  answered.    "No." 

"Up  from  an3rwhere,  then?"  said  I,  taking  my  seat  near 
him. 

"  I  was  looking  at  the  pictures  in  the  fire ,"  he  returned. 

"But  you  are  spoiling  them  for  me,"  said  I,  as  he  stirred  it 
"quickly  with  a  piece  of  burning  wood,  striking  out  of  it  a 
train  of  red-hot  sparks  that  went  careering  up  the  little  chim- 
ney, and  roaring  out  into  the  air. 

*'  You  would  not  have  seen  them ,"  he  returned.  "I  detest 
this  mongrel  time,  neither  day  nor  night.  How  late  you  are! 
Where  have  you  been?" 

"I  have  been  taking  leave  of  my  usual  walk,"  said  I. 

"And  I  have  been  sitting  here,"  said  Steerforth,  glancing 
round  the  room ,  "  thinking  that  all  the  people  we  found  80 
glad  on  the  night  of  Qur  coming  down,  might  —  to  judge  firom 
the  present  wasted  air  of  the  place  —  be  dispersed,  or  dead, 
or  come  to  I  don't  know  what  harm.  David ,  I  wish  to  God  I 
had  had  a  judicious  father  these  last  twenty  years! 
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*'My  dear  Steerforth;  wbat  is  the  matter?" 

''I  wish  with  all  my  soul  I  had  been  better  guided! **  he 
exclaimed.  "I  wish  with  all  my  soul  I  could  guide  myself 
better!" 

There  was  a  passionate  dejection  in  his  manner  that  quite 
amazed  me.  He  was  more  unlike  himself  than  I  could  have 
supposed  possible. 

"It  would  be  better  to  be  this  poor  Peggotty ,  or  his  lout  of 
a  nephew,"  he  said,  getting  up  and  leaning  moodily  against 
the  chimney-piece,  with  his  face  towards  the  fire,  ^*thantobe 
myself,  twenty  times  richer  and  twenty  times  wiser,  and  be 
the  torment  '.o  myself  that  I  have  been,  in  this  Devil*s  bark  of 
a  boat,  within  the  last  half-hour  1 " 

I  was  so  confounded  by  the  alteration  in  him ,  that  at  first 
I  could  only  observe  him  in  silence,  as  he  Stood  leaning  his 
head  upon  his  hand,  and  looking  gloomily  down  at  the  fire. 
At  length  I  begged  him,  with  all  the  earnestess  I  felt,  to 
tell  me  what  had  occurred  to  cross  him  so  unusually,  and  to 
let  me  sympathise  with  him,  if  I  could  not  hope  to  advise  him. 
Before  I  had  well  concluded ,  he  began  to  laugh  —  fretfully  at 
first,  but  soon  with  returning  gaiety. 

*'Tut,  it's  nothing ,%  Daisy!  nothing!"  he  replied.  '^I 
told  you ,  at  the  inn  in  London ,  I  am  heavy  company;  for  my- 
self, sometimes.  I  have  been  a  nightmare  to  myself,  just  now 
—  must  have  had  one,  I  think.  At  odd  dull  times,  nursery 
tales  come  up  into  the  memory,  unrecognised  for  what  they 
are.  I  believe  I  have  been  confounding  myself  with  the  bad 
boy  who ' didn't  care,*  and  became  food  for  lions  —  a  grander 
kind  of  going  to  the  dogs,  I  suppose.  What  old  women  call 
the  horrors,  have  been  creeping  over  me  from  head  to  foot. 
I  have  been  afraid  of  myself." 

"You  are  afraid  of  nothing  else,  I  think, "  said  I. 

"Perhaps  not,  and  yet  may  have  enough  to  be  afraid  of 
David  Copperfield.  tt.  7 
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too/'  he  answered.  *'WellI  So  it  goes  by  1  I  am  not  about  to 
be  hipped  again,  David;  bat  I  tell  you,  my  good  fellow,  once 
more ,  that  it  would  have  been  well  for  me  (and  for  more  titan 
me)  if  I  had  had  a  steadfast  and  judicious  father  I  ** 

His  face  was  always  full  of  expression,  but  Inerer  s&w  it 
express  such  a  dark  kind  of  earnestness  as  whien  he  said  these 
words,  with  his  glance  bent  on  the  fire. 

"  So  much  for  that  I"  he  said ,  making  as  if  he  tossed  some- 
thmg  light  into  the  air,  with  his  hand. 

"'Why,  being  gone,  I  am  a  m^i  again,* 

like  Macbeth.  And  now  for  dinner!  If  I  have  not  (MacbeUi- 
like)  broken  up  the  feast  with  most  admired  disord^,  Daisy." 

"But  where  are  they  all,  I  wonder!**  said  I. 

*<God  knows,**  said  Steerforth.  *' After  strolling  to  the 
ferry  looking  for  you,  I  strolled  in  here  and  found  thet>lae8 
deserted.  That  set  me  thinking,  and  you  found  me  thinking." 

The  advent  of  Mrs.  Gummidgie  with  a  basket,  explained 
how  the  house  had  happened  to  be  empty.  She  had  hurried 
out  to  buy  something  that  was  needed,  agaiiist  Mr.  Pe^^tty*s 
return  with  the  tide ;  and  had  left  the  doot  open  in  the  mean- 
while, lest  Plam  and  little  £m*ly,  with  whom 'it  Iras  an  early 
night,  should  come  home  while  she  was  gone.  Steerforth, 
after  very  much  improving  Mrs.  Gummidge's  spirits  by  a 
cheerful  salutation,  and  a  jocose  Embrace »  took  my  arm »  and 
hurried  me  away. 

He  had  unproved  his  own  spirits,  no  less  than  Mrs.  Gum- 
midge's, for  they  were  again  at  their  usual  flow,  and  he  was 
full  of  vivacious  conversation  as  we  went  along. 

^^Andso,**  he  said,  gaily,  "we  abandon  this  buccaneer 
life  to-morrow,  do  we?** 

"So  we  i^eed,**  I  returned.  "And  our  places  by  the 
coach  are  taken,  you  know. 
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"Ay!  lliere*flnolie!pforit,  I  snppose,"  said  Steerforth. 
**I  have  almost  iorg&Wdn  tbM  there  is  anything  to  do  in  the 
World  but  to  go  &BLt  toflfttog  On  the  sea  here.  I  ^wish  there  was 
Hot." 

*'A8  long  as  the  novelty  ^ouldlast,"  MtidI,  laughing. 

''Like  enotigh/'  h6  returned;  Hhongh  there  *8  a  sarcastic 
meaning  in  that  observation  for  an  amiable  piece  of  innocence 
like  my  young  fribnd*  Well!  I  <!lare  say  I  am  a  capi^dous  fel- 
low, David.  I  know  I  ilte;  bat  while  the  iron  U  hot,  fcan 
strike  it  vigorously  too.  I  could  pass  a  reaironably  good  ex- 
timination  already ,  as  a  pit(H  in  the^e  waters ,  t  think." 

"Mr.  Peggotty  says  you  are  a  wonder,"  I  retiimed. 

''A  nautical  phenomenon,  eh?"  iaughed  Steerforth. 

''Indeed  he  does^  fLtvii  you  know  ho^  truly;  knowing  how 
ardent  you  are  in  any  pursuit  you  'foUoW,  and  how  easily  you 
can  master  it.  And  that  amazes  me  tAcmi  in  you,  Steerforth 
—  that  yoli  Should  be  contented  with  bueh  fitftd  «rs6s  of  your 
powers. 

"Contented?"  he  answered,  merrily.  "I  am  never  con- 
tented, except  with  your  freshness,  my  gentle  Daisy.  As  to 
fitfnlness ,  I  have  neve^  learnt  the  ait  of  ^indtttg  myself  to  any 
of  the  wheels  on  which  the  Ixions  of  these  days  are  turning 
roulid  and  round.  I  missed  it  somehow  in  a  bad  apprentice- 
ship, and  now  don't  care  about  it.  -^  Ton  know  I  have  bought 
a  boat  down  here?  *' 

"What  an  extraordinary  ifellow  you  are,  Steerforth!"  I 
exclaimed ,  stopping  —  for  this  was  the  first  t  had  heard  of  it. 
••  Wheh  you  may  never  care  to  come  near  the  place  again! " 

"I  don't  kni^w  that ,"  he  returned.  "  I  have  taken  a  fancy 
to  the  place.  At  all  events ,"  walking  me  briskly  on ,  "I  have 
bought  a  boat  that  was  for  sale  —  a  cHpper,  Mr.  Peggotty 
saya;  and  so  she  iii  —  and  Mr.  Peggotty  will  be  master  of  her 
inmytbfcenee." 
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*<Now  I  understand  you,  SteerforthI  '*  said  I,  exultingljr. 
*' Yoa  pretend  to  haye  bought  it  for  yourself,  but  you  have 
really  done  so  to  confer  a  benefit  on  him.  I  might  have  known 
as  much  at  first,  knowing  you.  My  dear  kind  Steerforth,  how 
can  I  tell  you  what  I  think  of  your  generosity?** 

"Tush I*'  he  answered,  turning  red.  "The  less  said,  the 
better."  » 

"  Didn*t  I  know  ?  '*  cried  I,  "  didn't  I  say  that  there  was  not 
a  joy,  or  sorrow,  or  any  emotion  of  such  honest  hearts  that  was 
indifierent  to  you  ?  ** 

"Aye,  aye,'*  he  answered,  "you  told  me  all  that.  There 
let  it  rest.    We  have  said  enough  I  * ' 

Afraid  of  ofiending  him  by  pursuing  the  subject  when  he 
made  so  light  of  it,  I  only  pursued  it  in  my  thoughts  as  we  went 
on  at  even  a  quicker  pace  than  before. 

"  She  must  be  newly  rigged,"  said  Steerforth,  "and  I  shall 
leave  Littimer  behind  to  see  it  done,   that  I  may  know 
she  is  quite  complete.    Did  I  tell  yon  Littimer  had  come 
down?" 
*    "No." 

"Oh,  yesl  came  down  this  morning,  with  a  letter  from  my 
mother." 

As  our  looks  met,  I  observed  that  he  was  pale  even  to  his 
lips,  though  he  looked  very  steadily  at  me.  I  feared  that  some 
difference  between  him  and  his  mother  teight  have  led  to  his 
being  in  the  frame  of  mind  in  which  I  had  found  him  at  the  so- 
litary fireside.    I  hinted  so . 

"Oh  nol  *'  he  said,  shaking  his  head,  and  giving  a  slight 
laugh.  "Nothing  of  the  sort !  Yes.  He  is  come  down,  that 
man  of  mine.'* 

"  The  same  as  ever?  "  said  L 

"  The  same  as  ever,'*  said  Steerforth.  "  Distant  and  quiet 
as  the  Norlb  Pole.  He  shall  see  to  the  boat  being  fresh  named. 
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She's  the  Stormy  Petrel  now.  What  does  Mr.  Feggotty  care 
for  Stormy  Petrels  I    I  '11  have  her  christened  again." 

'*  By  what  name  ?  "    I  asked. 

"The  Little  Em'ly." 

As  he  had  continued  to  look  steadily  at  me,  I  took  it  as  a 
reminder  that  he  objected  to  being  extolled  for  his  considera- 
tion. I  coald  not  help  showing  in  my  face  how  much  it  pleased 
me,  but  I  said  little,  and  he  resumed  his  usual  smile,  and  seem- 
ed relieved. 

'*But  see  here,"  he  said,  looking  before  us,  "inhere  the  ori- 
ginal little  £m*ly  comes  I  And  that  fellow  with  her,  eh?  Upon 
my  soul,  he 's  a  true  knight.    He  never  leaves  her  I ' ' 

Ham  was  a  boat-builder  in  these  days,  having  improved  a 
natural  ingenuity  in  that  handicraft;,  until  he  had  become  a 
skilled  workman.  He  was  in  his  working-dress,  and  looked 
rogged  enough,  but  manly  withal,  and  a  very  fit  protector  for 
the  blooming  little  creature  at  his  side.  Indeed,  there  was  a 
frankness  in  his  face,  an  honesty,  and  an  undisguised  show  of 
his  pride  in  her,  and  his  love  for  her,  which  were,  to  me,  the 
beet  of  good  looks.  I  thought,  as  they  came  towards  us,  that 
they  were  well  matched  even  in  that  particular. 

She  withdrew  her  hand  timidly  from  his  arm  as  we  stopped 
to  speak  to  them,  and  blushed  as  she  gave  it  to  Steeirforth  and 
to  me.  When  they  passed  on,  after  we  had  exchanged  a  few 
words,  she  did  not  like  to  replace  that  hand,  but,  still  appear- 
ing timid  and  constrained,  walked  by  herself.  I  thought  all 
this  very  pretty  and  engaging,  and  Steerforth  seemed  to  think 
BO  too,  as  we  looked  after  them  fading  away  in  the  light  of  a 
yoong  moon. 

Suddenly  there  passed  us  —  evidently  following  them  —  a 
joung  woman  whose  approach  we  had  not  observed,  but  whose 
face  I  saw  as  she  went  by,  and  thought  I  had  a  faint  remem- 
brance of.    She  was  lightly  dressed;  looked  bold,  and  hag- 
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gard,  and  flAanttng,  and  poor;  but  seemed,  for  the  time,  to 
have  given  all  that  to  the  wind  which  was  blowing,  and  to  have 
nothing  in  her  mind  but  going  after  them.  As  the  dark  distant 
level,  absorbing  their  figures  into  itself,  left  but  itself  visible 
betweeYi  us  and  the  sea  and  clouds,  her  figure  disappeared  in 
like  manner,  still  no  nearer  to  them  than  before. 

*'7hat  is  a  black  shadow  to  be  following  the  girl,^'  said 
Steerforth,  standing  still;  "what  does  it  mean?  *' 

He  spoke  in  a  low  voice  that  sounded  almost  strange  to  me. 

"She  must  have  it  in  her  mind  to  beg  of  them,  I  think/' 
said  I. 

"A  beggsr  would  be  no  novelty,*'  said  Steerforth,  "buth 
is  a  strange  thing  that  the  beggar  should  take  that  shape  to- 
night." 

"Why?"    I  asked  him. 

"For  no  better  reason,  truly,  than  because  I  was  thinkiDg," 
he  said,  after  a  pause,  "of  something  like  it,  when  it  CBme  by. 
Where  the  Devil  did  it  come  from,  I  wonder  1 " 

"From  the  shadow  of  this  wall,  I  think,*'  said  I,  as  we 
emerged  upon  a  road  on  which  a  wall  abutted. 

"It  *s  gone!'*  he  returned,  looking  over  his  shoulder. 
"  And  all  ill  go  w^th  it.    Now  for  our  dinner  1 " 

But,  he  looked  again  over  his  shoulder  towards  the  sea-Une 
glimmering  afar  off;  and  yet  again.  And  he  wondered  about 
it,  in  some  broken  expressions,  several  times,  in  the  short  re- 
mainder of  our  walk;  and  only  seemed  to  forget  it  when  the 
light  of  fire  and  candle  shone  upon  us,  seated  warm  and  many, 
at  table.  * 

Littimer  was  there,  and  had  his  usual  effeot  upon  me. 
When  I  said  to  him  that  I  hoped  Mrs.  Steerforth  and  Miss 
Dartle  were  well,  he  answered  respectfUly  (and  of  eomte  re- 
spectably), that  they  were  tolerably  well,  he  thanked  me,  and 
bad  sent  their  compliments.    This  was  all,  and  yet  he  eeemed 
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to  me  to  say  a$  plainly  a»  a  man  could  say:  "You  are  veiy 
yoojQg,  Sir;  you  are  exoeedingly  you^g/' 

We  had  almost  finished  dinner,  when  taking  a  step  or  two 
towards  the  tahle,  from  the  corner  where  fie  kept  watch  qpon 
usy  or  raiher  upon  me,  aa  I  felt,  he  said  to  his  master : 

'^I  beg  your  pardon.  Sir.    Miss  Mo^cher  is  down  here.'* 

^  Who  ?  * '  cried  Steerforth,  much  astonished. 

"Miss  Mowcher,  Sir.*' 

"  Why,  what  on  earth  does  #Aa  do  here?  "  said  Steerforth. 

"It  appears  to  be  her  native  part  of  the  country,  Sir.  She 
infonna  me  that  she  makes  one  of  her  professional  visits  here, 
every  year.  Sir.  I  met  her  in  the  street  this  ailemoon,  and 
she  wished  to  know  if  she  might  have  the  honour  of  waiting  on 
you  after  dinner.  Sir.*' 

"Do  you  know  the  Giantess  in  question,  Daisy?  "  inquired 
Steerforth. 

I  was  obliged  to  confess  —  I  felt  ashamed,  even  of  being  at 
this  disadvantage  before  littimer  —r  that  Miss  Mowcher  and  I 
were  wholly  unacquainted. 

"Then  you  shall  know  her,"  Add  Steerforth,  "for  she  is 
one  of  the  seveii  wonders  of  the  world.  When  Miss  Mowcher 
comes,  show  her  in." 

I  felt  some  curiosity  and  excitement  about  this  lady,  espe- 
cially as  Steerforth  burst  into  a  fit  of  laughing  when  I  referred 
to  her,  and  positively  refused  to  answer  any  question  of  which 
Ji  made  her  the  subject.  I  remained,  therefore,  in  a  state  of 
considerable  expectation  until  the  cloth  had  been  removed 
some  haif  an  hour,  and  we  were  sitting  over  our  decanter  of 
wine  befoye  the  fire,  when  the  door  opened,  and  Littimer, 
with  his  habitual  serenity  quite  undisturbed,  announced: 

"Miss  Mowcher  t" 

I  looked  at  the  doorway  and  saw  nothing.  I  was  still 
looking  at  the  doorway,  thinking  that  Miss  Mewcher  was  a 
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long  while  making  her  appearance,  when,  to  my  infinite 
astonishment,  there  came  waddling  round  a  sofa  which  stood 
between  me  and  it,  a  pursy  dwarf,  of  about  forty  or  forty-five, 
with  a  very  large  head  and  face,  a  pair  of  roguish  grey  eyes, 
and  such  extremely  little  arms,  that,  to  enable  herself  to  lay 
a  finger  archly  against  her  snub  nose,  as  she  ogled  Steerforth, 
she  was  obliged  to  meet  the  finger  half-way,  and  lay  her  nose 
against  it.  Her  chin,  which  was  what  is  called  a  double-chin, 
was  so  fat  that  it  entirely  swallowed  up  the  strings  of  her  bon- 
net, bow  and  all.  Throat  she  had  none ;  waist  she  had  none; 
legs  she  had  none,  worth  mentioning;  for  though  she  was 
more  than  full- sized  down  to  where  her  waist  would  have 
been,  if  she  had  had  any,  and  though  she  terminated,  as 
human  beings  generally  do,  in  a  pair  of  feet,  she  was  so  short 
that  she  stood  at  a  common-sized  chair  as  at  a  table,  resting 
a  bag  she  carried  on  the  seat.  This  lady;  dressed  m.  an 
off-hand,  easy  style;  bringing  her  nose  and  her  forefinger 
together,  with  the  difficulty  I  have  described ;  standing  with 
her  head  necessarily  on  one  side ,  and ,  with  one  of  her  sharp 
eyes  shut  up,  making  an  Vincommonly  knowing  face;  after 
ogling  Steerforth  for  a  iew  moments,  broke  into  a  torrent 
of  words. 

*'  What  I  My  flower  1  '*  she  pleasantly  began ,  shaking  her 
large  h^ad  at  him.  *'You  *re  there,  are  you!  Oh,  yoa 
naughty  hoy,  fie  for  shame,  what  do. you  do  so  faraway  from 
home?  Up  to  mischief,  I  '11  be  bound.  Oh,  you  're  a  downy, 
fellow,  Steerforth,  so  you  are,  and  I  'm  another,  ain't  I? 
Ha,  ha,  hal  i  You  'd  have  betted  a  hundred  pound  to  ^Ye, 
now,  that  you  wouldn't  have  seen  me  here,  wouldn't  yon? 
Bless  you,  man  alive,  I  'm  everywhere.  I  'm  here  and 
there,  and  where  not,  like  the  conjuror's  half-crown  in  the 
lady's  hankercher.  Talking  of  hankerchers  —  and  talking  of 
ladies —  what  a  comfort  you  are  to  your  blessed  mother,  ain't 
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7on,  my  dear  boj,  oyer  one  of  my  shoulders,  aad  I  don't  say 
which!" 

Miss  Mowcher  untied  her  bonnet,  at  this  passage  of  her 
discourse,  threw  back  the  strings,  and  sat  down,  panting,  on 
a  footstool  in  front  of  the  fire  —  making  a  kind  of  arbor  of 
the  dining-table,  which  spread  its  mahogany  shelter  above 
her  head. 

"Oh  my  stars  and  what 's- their- names P*  she  went  on, 
clapping  a  hand  on  each  of  her  little  knees,  sind  glancing 
shrewdly  at  me,  "I  *m  of  too  full  a  habit,  that 's  the  fact, 
Steerforth.  After  a  flight  of  stairs,  it  gives  me  as  much 
trouble  to  draw  every  breath  I  want,  as  if  it  was  a  bucket  of 
water.  Ifyou  saw  me  looking  out  of  an  upper  window,  you'd 
think  I  was  a  fine  woman ,  wouldn't  you  ? ' ' 

"I  should  think  tliat,  wherever  I  saw  you,"  replied  Steer* 
forth. 

"Go  along,  you  dog,  do  I"  cried  the  little  creatqre,  ma- 
king a  whisk  at  him  with  the  handkerchief  with  which  she  was 
wiping  her  face,  "  and  don't  be  impudent  1  But  I  give  you  my 
word  and  honour  I  was  at  Lady  Mthers's  last  week  —  there 's 
a  woman !  How  she  wears !  —  and  Mithers  himself  came  into 
the  room  where  I  was -waiting  for  her  —  thare  'i'arman  I  How 
he  wears!  and  bis  wig^too,  for  he  's  had  it  these  ten  years  — 
and  he  went  ofi  atftthjit^t^in  the  coinpl2hien^ai7  hnVl  ^at  I 
began  t^thi^k  I  should  be  Obliged  to  ring  the  %e\l,  ^tim  ha! 
)ia!    He  s  a  pleasant  wretch,  but'herwants  primdple.^ 

"Wnat  were  you  doing  for  Lady  Mithers?"  asked  Steer- 
forth. 

^That  's  tellings,  my  blessed  infant,"  she  retorted,  tapping 
her  nose  again ,  screwing  up  her  face,  and  twinkling  her  eyes 
like  an  imp  of  supernatural  intelligence.  "  Never  y<m  mind  I 
You  'd  like  to  know  whether  T  stop  her  hair  from  falling  off, 
OT  dye  it,  or  touch  up  her  complexion,  or  improve  her  eye- 
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brows,  wooldn^tyou?  And  ao  yoa  sball ,  my  darling  —  wiien 
I  tell  you  1  Do  you  know  what  my  great  grandfather*8  name 
waa?" 

'*No,*'  said  Steerforth. 

*'It  waa  Walker,  my  sweet  pet,*'  replied  Miss  Mowcber, 
**and  he  dtunQ  of  a  long  line  of  Walkers,  that  I  inherit  all  the 
Hookey  estates  from/* 

I  never  beheld  anything  approaching  to  Miss  Mowcher's 
wink,  except  ^iss  Mowcher's  self-possession.  She  had  a 
wonderful  way  too ,  when  listening  to  what  was  said  to  her, 
or  when  waiting  for  an  answer  to  what  she  had  said  herself, 
of  pausing  with  her  head  cunningly  on  one  side,  and  one  eye 
turned  up  like  a  magpie's.  Altogether  I  was  lost  in  amaze- 
ment,  and  sat  staring  at  her,  quite  oblivious ,  I  am  afraid,  of 
the  laws  of  politeness. 

She  had  by  this  time  drawn  the  chair  to  her  side,  and  waa 
busUy  engaged  in  producing  from  the  bag  (plunging  in  her 
short  arm  to  the  shoulder,  at  every  dive)  a  number  of  small 
bottles,  sponges,  combs,  brushes,  bits  of  flannel.  Utile  pairs 
of  curling  irons,  and  othe#  instruments,  whfch  she  tumbled 
in  a  heap  upon  the  chaia.  From  this  employment  she  sud- 
denly desisted,  and  said  to  Steerforth,  much  to  my  confusioii: 

"Who's  your  friend?" 

"Mr!  Copperfield,"  said  Steerforth;  '^e  wants  to  know 
you.*    * • 

"Well,  then,  he  shall!  I  thought  he  lool^ed  as  if  ha 
did  J"  returned  Miss  Mowcher,  wfiddling  up  to  me,  hag  in 
hand,  and  laughing  on  me  as  she  came.  "Face  like  a  peadi  I " 
standing  on  tiptoe  to  pinch  my  cheek  as  I  sat.  "  Quite  tempt- 
ing 1  I  'm  very  fon^  of  peaches.  Happy  to  make  your  acquain«! 
tance,  Mr.  Copperfield,  I'msur^." 

I  said  that  I  congratulated  myself  on  having  the  honour  to 
make  hers,  and  that  the  happiness  was  mutual. 
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Oh  my  goodness,  hov  poUte  we  «rei."  ^Qll^sa«d  MU^ 
Mowcher,  making  a  preposterons  attempt  to  cover  her  large 
face  with  her  morsel  of  a  hand.  ^'  What  a  world  of  gaimmon 
andspinnageitis,  though,  ain't  it l" 

This  was  addressed  eonfidentiallj  to  both  of  us,  as  the 
morsel  of  a  hand  came  away  £com  the  face ,  and  {)uried  itself, 
arm  and  all,  in  the  bag  again. 

'^  What  do  yon  mean.  Miss  Mowcher?  "  said  Steerforth. 

**  JBlal  ha  I  ha  1  What  a  refreshing  set  of  humbugs  we  are, 
to  be  sore,  ainH  we,  my  sweet  child?  **  replied  that  morsel  of 
a  woman,  feeling  in  the  bag  with  her  head  on  one  side,  and. 
her  eye  in  the  air.  **Look  here  I**  taking  aomethifig  out. 
"Scraps  of  the  Russian  Prince's  nails  I  Prince  Alphabet  turned 
topsy-torry,  /  call  him ,  for  his  name's  got  all  the  letters  in  it, 
higgledy-piggledy." 

"The  Bosstan  Prince  is  a  client  of  yours,  is  he?*'  said 
Steerforth. 

**  I  beliere  you ,  my  pet ,"  replied  Miss  Mowcher.  "  I  keep 
his  nails  in  order  for  him.   Twice  a  week !   Fingers  and  toes  I ' ' 

''  He  pays  well,  I  hope?  "  said  Steerforth. 

^Fays  aa  he  i^aks,  my  dear  child  —  through  the  nose,'* 
replied  Miss  Mowcher.  ^^None  of  your  close  ^hayers  the 
Prince  ain't.  You  'd  say  so ,  if  you  saw  his  moustechios.  Bed 
by  nature ,  black  by  art. ' ' 

'*By  your  art,  of  course,"  said  Steerforth. 

Miss  Mowcher  winked  assent.  "  Forced  to  send  for  me. 
Ck>uldn't  help  it.  The  climate  affected  hi*  dye ;  it  did  yery 
well  in  Russia,  but  it  was  no  go  here.  You  never  saw  such  a 
rusty  Prince  in  all  your  born  days  as  he  was.   Like  old  iron  1" 

**Is  that  why  you  called  him  a  humbug, *ji^t  now?"  in- 
quired Steerforth. 

"  Oh,  you  're  a  broth  of  a  boy,  ain't  you? "  returned  Miss 
Mowcher,  shaking  her  head  violently.    **  I  said,  what  a  set  of 
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hnmbugfl  we  were  in  general,  and  I  showed  yon  the  scraps  of 
the  Prince's  nails  to  prove  it.  The  Prince's  nails  do  more  for 
me,  in  priyate  families  of  the  genteel  sort,  than  all  my  talents 
put  together.  I  always  carry  'em  aboat.  They  're  the  best 
introdactton.  If  Miss  Mowcher  cnts  the  Prince's  nails,  she 
mutt  be  all  ri^t.  I  give  'em  away  to  the  yoang  ladies.  They 
put  'em  in  albums,  I  believe.  Hal  hal  ha  I  Upon  my  life, 
*  the  whole  social  system'  (as  the  men  call  it  when  they  make 
speeches  in  Parliament)  is  a  system  of  Prince's  nails  I"  said 
this  least  of  women,  trying  to  fold  her  short  arms,  and  nod- 
ding her  large  head. 

Steerforth  laughed  heartily,  and  I  laughed  too.  Miss 
Mowcher  continuing  all  the  time  to  shake  her  head  (which  was 
very  much  on  one  side),  and  to  look  into  the  air  with  one  eye, 
and  to  wink  with  the  other. 

"Well,  welll"  she  said,  smiting  her  small  knees,  and 
rising ,  "  this  is  not  business.  Come ,  Steerforth ,  let 's  explore 
the  polar  regions,  and  have  it  over." 

She  then  selected  two  or  three  of  the  little  itistrmnents,  and 
a  little  bottle ,  and  asked  (to  my  surprise)  if  the  table  would 
bear.  On  Steerforth's  replying  in  the  affirmative,  she  pushed 
a  chair  agiunst  it,  and  begging  the  assistance  of  my  hand, 
mounted  up,  pretty  nimbly,  to  the  top,  as  if  it  were  a  stage. 

"If  either  of  you  saw  my  ankles,"  she  said,  when  she 
was  safely  elevated,  "say  so,  and  I  'U  go  home  and  destroy 
myself." 

"/did  not,"  said  Steerforth. 

"/didnot,"s«dI. 

"Well  then,"  cried  Miss  Mowcher,  "I  '11  consent  to  live. 
Now,  ducky,  ducky,  ducky,  come  to  Mrs.  Bond  and  be 
killed!" 

This  was  an  invocation  to  Steerforth  to  place  himself  under 
her  hands;  who,  accordingly,  sat  himself  down,  with  his  back 


109 

to  the  table,  and  his  laughing  face  towards  me,  and  submitted 
his  head  to  her  inspection,  evidently  for  no  other  purpose  than 
our  entertainment.  To  see  Miss  Mowcher  standing  over  him, 
looking  at  his  rich  profusion  of  brown  hair  through  a  large 
round  magnifying  glass,  which  she  took  out  of  her  pocket,  was 
a  most  amazing  spectacle. 

'*  You  're  a  pretty  fellow  I  **  said  Miss  Mowcher,  after  a  brief 
inspection.  *' You  'd  be  as  bald  as  a  friar  on  the  top  of  your 
head  in  twelve  months,  but  forme.  Just  half-a^minute,  my 
young  friend,  and  we  *11  give  you  a  polishing  that  shall  keep 
your  curls  on  for  the  next  ten  years !  ** 

With  this,  she  tilted  some  of  the  contents  of  the  litUe  bottle 
on  to  one  of  the  little  bits  of  flannel,  and,  again  imparting  some 
of  the  virtues  of  that  preparation  to  one  of  the  little  brushes, 
began  rubbing  and  scraping  away  with  both  on  the  crown  of 
Steerforth's  head  in  the  busiest  manner  I  ever  witne89ed(|  talk- 
ing all  the  time. 

''There  's  Charley  Pyegrave,  the  duke*s  son,'*  she  said. 
"You  know  Charley?*'  peeping  round  into  his  face. 

'< A  little,"  said  Steerforth. 

''What  a  man  hB  is !  There  'f  a  whisker  1  As  to  Charley's 
legs,  if  they  were  only  a  pair  (which  they  ain't),  they  'd  defy 
competition.  Would  you  believe  he  tried  to  do  without  me  — 
in  the  Life-Guards ,  too  ?  " 

"Madl"  said  Steerforth. 

"It  looks  like  it.  However,  mad  or  sane,  he  tried,"  re- 
turned Miss  Mowcher.  "  What  does  he  do,  but ,  lo  and  behold 
you ,  be  goes  into  a  perfumer's  shop,  and  wants  to  buy  a  bottle 
of  the  Madagascar  Liquid." 

"Charley  does?"  said  Steerforth. 

"Charley  does.  But  they  haven't  got  any  of  the  Mada- 
gascar Liquid." 

"What  is  it?    Something  to  drink?"  asked  Steerforth. 
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"To  drink?'*  returned  Miss  Moweher,  stopping  to  slap 
bis  cheek.  "To  doctor  his  own  moustachios  with,  yon  know. 
There  Was  a  woman  in  the  shop  —  elderly  female  —  quite  a 
Griffin  —  who  had  never  even  heard  of  it  by  tiatti^.  •  Begging 
pardon,  Sirs*  said  the  Griffin  to  Charley,  *it  ^  not  -^  not  —  not 
ROUGE ,  is  it? '  'Rouge ,'  said  Charley  to  tb*  Grriffin.  *  What 
the  unmentionable  to  ears  polite ,  do  ^'^ou  ^ibk  I  want  With 
rouge  ? '  *  No  offence ,  Sir,'  said  the  Griffin ;  '  w6  have  it  asked 
for  by  fto  many  names ,  I  thonght  it  inight  be;'  Now  that,  my 
child,"  continued  Miss  MoWcher,  rubbing  aH  the  time  as 
busily  as  ever,  "is  another  insUincfd  of  Hie  reMsAiing  hnmbng 
I  wad  speaking  of.  /  do  fto^etbiifj|  fn  ibi&t  Vfeiy  myself-^  per- 
haps a  good  deal  —  perhaps  a  little  -^  thtip  ^8  the  WOiHl,  my 
dear  boy  —  never  mind ! " 

"In  what  way  do  yoti  mean?  In  the  rouge  Way?"  said 
Steerforth. 

"Put  this  and  that  together,  my  tender  pupil,"  returned 
the  wary  Moweher,  touching  h6r  nosej  »*Work  it  by  the  rdle  of 
Secrets  in  k\\  trades,  and  the  product  will  give  yofa  iht  desired 
result.    I  say  /  do  a  little  in  that  way  myself.    One  I>owager, 
she  calls  it  lip-salve.    Another,  the  calls  it  gloves;     Another, 
the  calls  it  tucker-edging.    Another ,  nhe  calls  it  a  fiin.    /  call 
it  whatever  they  call  it.    I  supply  it  for  'em,  but  we  keep  up 
the  trick  so,  to  one  another,  and  make  believe  with  such  s 
face,  that  they  'd  as  soon  think  of  laying  it  ota,  before  a  whole 
drawing-room,  as  before  me.    And  when  I  wait  upon  *em, 
they  '11  say  to  me  sometimes  —  with  it  on  •—thick,  luad  no 
mistake  —  *  How  am  I  looking,  Moweher?    Am  1  pale  ? '    Ha  I 
ha  1  ha  I  ha !    Isn't  that  refreshing,  my  young  friend  I " 

I  never  did  in  my  days  behold  anything  like  Moweher  as 
she  stood  upon  the  dining- table ,  intensely  enjoying  this  re- 
freshment, rubbing  busily  at  Steerforth's  head,  and 
at  me  over  it. 
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"Ah!*'  flhe  said.  "Snch  things  are  not  much  in  demand 
hereabouts.  That  sets  me  off  again  1  I  havn't  seen  a  pretty 
woman  since  I  've  been  here,  Jemmy.** 

«'No?**  said  Steerforth. 

^Not  the  ghost  of  one,**  rctplied  Mtss  MoWcheir. 

"We  could  show  her  the  substance  of  one,  I  think?**  said 
Steerforth,  addressing  his  eyes  to  mine.    "Eh ,  Daisy?  ** 

"Yes,  indeed,**  said  I. 

"Aha?**  eried  die  little  creature,  glancing  sharply  at  my 
&ce,  and  then  peeping  round  at  Steerforth*8.    "Umph?** 

The  first  exclamation  sounded  like  a  question  put  to  botli 
of  ns,  and  the  second  like  a  question  put  to  Steerfbrth  only. 
She  seemed  to  have  found  no  answer  to  either,  but  continued 
to  rub,  with  her  head  on  one  side  and  her  eye  turned  up ,  as  if 
she  were  looking  for  an  answer  in  the  air,  and  were  confident 
of  its  appearing  presentiy. 

"A  sister  of  y6urs,  Mr.  Copperfield?**  she  cried,  after  a 
pause,  and  still  keeping  the  same  lookout.    "Aye,  aye?** 

"No,**  said  Steerforth,  before  I  could  reply.  "Nothing 
of  the  sort.     On  the  contrary,  Mr.  Copperfidd  used  ^ 

or  I  am  much  mistaken  —  to  have  a  great  admiration  for 

I,,,.,,-  f» 
iver. 

"Why,  hasn*thenow?'*  returned  Miss  MoWoher.  "Is  he 
fickle?  o4i,  for  shaihel  Did  he  sip  every  flower,  and  change 
every  hour,  untQ  Folly  his  passion  requited?  •—  Is  her  name 
P<*y?" 

The  Elfin  suddenness  with  which  she  pounced  upon  me 
with  this  question,  and  a  searching  look,  quite  disconcerted 
me  for  a  moment. 

"No,  ]\fis8  Moweher,*'  I  replied.    "Her  name  is  Emily.** 

"Aha?**  she  cried  exactly  as  before.  "Umph?  What  a 
nittle  I  ami  Mr.  Copperfield,  ain't  I  volatile?  '* 

Her  tone  a^d  look  implied  something  that  was  not  agree- 
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able  to  me  in  connexion  with  the  subject.    So  I  said,  in  a 
graver  manner  than  any  of  us  had  yet  assumed: 

'*  She  is  as  yirtuous  as  she  is  pretty.  She  is  engaged  to  be 
married  to  a  most  worthy  and  deserving  man  in  her  own 
station  of  life.  I  esteem  her  for  her  good  sense ,  as  much  as  I 
admire  her  for  her  good  looks.*' 

"Wellsaidl"  cried Steerforth.  "Hear, hear,  hearl  Now, 
I  *11  quench  the  curiosity  of  this  little  Fatima,  my  dear  Daisy, 
by  leaving  her  nothing  to  guess  at.  She  is  at  present  appren- 
ticed, MissMowcher,  or  articled,  or  whatever  it  may  be ,  to 
Omerand  Joram,  Haberdashers,  Milliners,  and  so  forth,  in 
this  town.  Do  you  observe?  Omer  and  Joram.  The  pro- 
mise of  which  my  friend  has  spoken,  is  made  and  entered  into 
with  her  cousin ;  Christtan  name.  Ham;  surname,  Feggotty; 
occupation ,  boat-builder;  also  of  this  town.  She  lives  with  a 
relative;  Christian  name,  unknown;  suniame,  Feggotty;  oc- 
cupation ,  seafaring ;  also  of  this  town.  She  is  the  prettiest 
and  most  engaging  little  fairy  in  the  world.  I  admire  her — 
as  my  friend  does  —  exceedingly.  If  it  were  not  that  I  might 
appear  to  disparage  her  Intended,  which  I  know  my  friend 
would  not  like,  I  would  add,  that  to  me  she  seems  to  be  throw- 
ing herself  away;  that  I  am  sure  she  might  do  better;  and 
that  I  swear  she  was  l)om  to  be  a'lady.*' 

Miss  Mowcher  listened  to  these  words,  which  were  very 
slowly  and  distinctly  spoken,  with  her  head  on  one  side,  and 
her  eye  in  the  air  as  if  she  were  still  looking  for  that  answer. 
When  he  ceased,  she  became  brisk  again  in  an  instant,  and 
rattled  away  with  surprising  volubility. 

'*  Oh  I  And  that 's  all  about  it ,  is  it  ?  "  she  exclaimed ,  trim- 
ming his  whiskers  with  a  little  restless  pair  of  scissors,  that 
went  glancing  round  his  head  in  all  directions.  "Very  well: 
very  well  I  Quite  a  long  story.  Ought  to  end,  'and  they  lived 
happy  ever  afterwards;'  oughtn't  it?  Ahl  What's  that  game 
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at  forfeits  ?  I  lo?e  my  love  with  An  E ,  because  sbe  *8  enticing ; 
I  hate  her  with  an  £,  because  she  *s  engaged.  I  took  her  to 
the  sign  of  the  exquisite,  and  treated  her  with  an  elopement, 
her  name  's  Emily,  and  she  lives  in  the  east?  Hal  ha!  ha  I 
Mr.  CopperBeld,  ain't  I  volatile?  " 

Merely  looking  at  me  with  extravagant  slyness ,  and  not 
waiting  for  any  reply,  she  continued,  without  drawing  breath : 

"  There  I  If  ever  any  scapegrace  was  trimmed  and  touched 
up  to  perfection,  you  are,  Steerforth.  If  I  understand  any 
noddle  in  the  world,  I  understand  yours.  Do  you  hear  me 
when  I  tell  you  that,  my  darling?  I  understand  yours," 
peeping  down  into  his  face.  ^'Now  you  may  mizzle.  Jemmy 
(as  we  say  at  Court),  and  if  Mr.  Copperfield  will  take  the 
ehair  I  *11  operate  on  bimr" 

'^Whatdoyousay,  Daisy?"  inquired  Steerforth,  laugh- 
ing, and  resigning  his  seat.     '*  Will  you  be  improved  ?  *' 

^' Thank  you,  MissMowcher,  not  this  evening." 

**Don*t  say  no,"  returned  the  little  woman,  looking  at  me 
with  the  aspect  of  a  connoisseur;  *'a  little  bit  more  eye- 
brow?" 

"Thank  you,"  I  returned,  "some  other  time." 

"Have  it  carried  half  k  quarter  of  an  inch  towards  the 
tem^e , "  said  Miss  Mowcber.    "  We  can  do  it  in  a  fortnight.  * ' 

"No,  I  thank  you.  Not  at  present." 

"Go  in  for  a  tip,"  she  urged.  "No  ?  Let 's  get  the  scaf- 
folding up,  then,  for  a  pair  of  whiskers.    Cornel" 

I  could  not  help  blushing  as  I  declined ,  for  I  felt  we  were 
on  my  weak  point,  now.  But  Miss  Mowcber,  finding  that  I 
was  not  at  present  disposed  for  any  decoration  within  the 
range  of  her  art,  and  that  I  was,  for  the  time  being,  proof 
againat  the  blandishments  of  the  small  bottle  which  she  held 
up  before  one  eye'  to  enforce  her  persuasions,  said  we  would 
BHike  a  begimung  on  an  early  day,  and  requested  the  aid  of 
Datid  Copperfleld,  II*  ^ 
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mj  hand  to  descend  from  her  elevated  station.  Thus  assisted, 
she  skipped  do^wn  with  much  agility,  and  began  to  tie  her 
double  chin  into  her  bonnet. 

"The fee,"  said Steerforth,  "is—" 

"Five  bob ,"  replied  Miss  Mowcher ,  "  and  dirt-cheap ,  mf 
chicken.    Ain*t  I  volatile,  Mr.Copperfield?" 

I  replied  politely:  "Not  at  all.**  But  I  thought  she  was 
rather  so,  when  she  tossed  up  his  two  half-crowns  like  a 
goblin  pieman,  caught  them,  dropped  them  in  her  pocket, 
and  gave  it  a  loud  slap. 

"That's  the  Till  I"  observed  Miss  Mowcher,  standing  at 
the  chair  again,  and  replacing  in  the  bag  the  miscellaneous 
collection  of  little  objects  she  had  emptied  out  of  it.  "Have 
I  got  all  my  traps?  It  seems  so.  It  won*t  do  to  be  like  long 
Ned  Beadwood,  when  they  took  him  to  church  'to  marry  him 
to  somebody,*  as  he  says,  and  left  the  bride  behind.  Ha! 
ha!  ha  I  A  wicked  rascal,  Ned,  but  droUI  Now,  I  know 
I  'm  going  to  break  your  hearts ,  but  I  am  forced  to  leave  you. 
You  must  caU  up  all  your  fortitude ,  and  try  to  bear  it.  Good 
bye,  Mr.  Copperfieldl  Take  care  of  yourself.  Jockey  of 
Norfolk  I  How  I  have  been  rattling  on  I  It  'a  all  the  fault  of 
you  two  wretches.  /  forgive  you!  *Bob  swore!*  —  as  the 
Englishman  said  for  'Good  night,*  when  he  first  learnt  French, 
and  thought  it  so  like  English.    *  Bob  swore  ,*  my  ducks  I " 

With  the  bog  slung  over  her  arm,  and  rattling  as  she 
waddled  away,  she  waddled  to  the  door;  where  she  stopped 
to  inquire  if  she  should  leave  us  a  lock  of  her  hair.  "  Ain*t  I 
volatile?**  she  added,  as  a  commentary  on  this  offer,  and, 
with  her  finger  on  her  nose ,  departed. 

Steerforth  laughed  to  that  degree,  that  it  was  impossible 
for  me  to  help  laughing  too ;  though  I  am  not  sure  I  should 
have  done  so ,  but  for  this  inducement.  When  we  had  had 
cm  laugh  quite  out,  which  was  after  some  time,  he  told  me 
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that  Miss  Mowcher  had  quite  an  extensive  connexion,  and 
made  herself  useful  to  a  variety  of  people  in  a  variety  of  ways. 
Some  people  trilled  with  her  as  a  mere  oddity,  he  said;  but 
she  was  as  shrewdly  and  sharply  observant  as  any  one  he 
knew,  and  as  long-headed  as  she  was  short-armed.  He  told 
me  that  what  she  had  said  of  being  here,  and  there,  and 
everywhere,  was  true  enough;  for  she  made  little  darts  into 
the  provinces,  and  seemed  to  pick  up  customers  everywhere, 
and  to  know  everybody.  I  asked  him  what  her  disposition 
was :  whether  it  was  at  all  mischievous ,  and  if  her  sympathies 
were  generally  on  the  right  side  of  things:  but,  not  succeed- 
ing in  attracting  his  attention  to  these  questions  after  two  or 
three  attempts,  I  forbore  or  forgot  to  repeat  them.  He  told 
me  instead,  with  much  rapidity,  a  good  deal  about  her  skill, 
and  her  profits;  and  about  her  being  a  scientific  cupper, 
if  I  should  ever  have  occasion  for  her  services  in  that 
capacity. 

She  was  the  principal  theme  of  our  conversation  during  the 
evening:  and  when  we  parted  for  the  night  Steerforth  called 
after  me  over  the  bannisters ,  *'  Bob  swore  I "  as  I  went  down 
sturs. 

I  was  surprised,  when  I  came  to  Mr.  Barkis's  house  to  find 
Ham  walking  up  and  down  in  front  of  it,  and  still  more  sur- 
prised to  learn  from  him  that  little  Em'ly  was  inside.  I  natu- 
rally inquired  why  he  was  not  there  too ,  instead  of  pacing  the 
street  by  himself? 

^'Why,  yon  see,  Mas*r  Davy,"  he  rejoined,  in  a  hesi- 
tating manner,  ''Em^ly,  she  's  talking  to  some  'un  in  here." 

"I  should  have  thought,"  said  I,  smiling,  '* that  that  was 
a  reason  for  your  being  in  here  too ,  Ham." 

"Well,  Mas'r  Davy,  in  a  general  way,  so  't  would  be," 
he  returned;  "but  look*ee  here,  Mas'r  Davy,"  lowering  his 
voice,  and  speaking  very  gr^^ely.    "It*s  a  young  womaoi 
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Sir  —  a  young  woman,  that  Em*ly  knowed  once,  and  doen*t 
ought  to  know  no  more.'* 

When  I  beard  these  words,  a  light  began  to  fall  upon  the 
figure  I  had  seen  following  them,  some  hours  ago. 

" It  *s  a  poor  wurem ,  Mas'r  Davy  ,*'  said  Ham ,  "  as  is  trod 
under  foot  by  all  the  town.  Up  street  and  down  street.  The 
mowld  o'  the  chorohyard  don't  hold  any  that  the  folk  shrink 
away  from,  more." 

"Did  I  see  her  to-night.  Ham,  on  the  sands,  after  we  met 
you?" 

*' Keeping  us  in  sight?"  said  Ham.  ''It's  like  you  did, 
Mas'r  Dayy.  Not  that  I  know'd,  then,  she  was  theer.  Sir, 
but  along  of  her  creeping  soon  arterwards  under  Em'ly's 
little  winder,  when  she  see  the  light  come,  and  whisp'ring 
'Em'ly,  £Un'ly,  for  Christ's  sake  have  a  woman's  heart  to- 
wards me.  I  was  once  like  you  I '  Those  wa^  solemn  words, 
Mas'rDavy,  fur  to  hear!" 

"  They  were  indeed ,  Ham.    What  did  Em'Iy  do?  " 

"SaysEm'ly,  'Martha,  is  it  you?  Oh,  Martha,  can  it  he 
ypul '  —  for  they  had  sat  at  work  together,  many  a  day,  at 
Mr.  Omer's." 

"I  recollect  her  nowt "  cried  I,  recalling  one  of  the  two 
girls  I  had  seen  when  I  first  went  there.  ''I  recollect  her 
quite  well  I " 

''Martha Endell,"  said  Ham.  "Two  or  three  year  older 
thauEm'ly,  but  was  at  the  school  with  her." 

"I  never  heard  her  name,"  said  I.  "I  didn't  mean  to 
interrupt  you." 

"For  the  matter  o'  that,  Mas'r  Davy,"  repHed  Ham, 
"all 's  told  a'most  in  them  words,  'Em'ly,  Em'ly,  for  Christ's 
sake  have  a  woman's  heart  towards  me.  I  was  once  like  yon  1 ' 
She  wanted  to  speak  to  Em'ly.  Ernly  couldn't  speak  to  her 
theer,  for  her  loving  uncle  waa  oome  home,  and  he  wouldii*t 
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—  no,  MaB'rDftTy/'  said  Ham,  with  great  eamefltnesg,  **he 
couldn't,  kind-nattird,  tender-hearted  as  he  is,  see  them  two 
together,  side  by  side,  for  all  the  treasures  that  *s  wrecked  in 
the  sea." 

r felt  how  true  this  was.  I  knew  it,  on  the  instant,  quite 
as  Well  as  Ham. 

"  So  Em*ly  writes  in  pencil  on  a  bit  of  paper ,"  he  pursued, 
"and  gives  it  to  her  out  o'  winder  to  bring  here.  'Show 
that/  she  says,  Ho  my  aunt,  Mrs.  Barkis,  and  she '11  set  you 
down  by  her  fire,  for  the  love  of  me,  till  uncle  is  gone  out, 
and  I  can  come.'  By-and-by  she  tells  me  what  I  tell  you, 
Mas'r  Davy ,  and  asks  me  to  bring  her.  What  can  I  do  ?  She 
doen't  ought  to  know  any  such,  but  I  can't  deny  her,  when 
the  tears  is  on  her  face." 

He  put  his  hand  into  the  breast  of  his  shaggy  jacket,  and 
took  out  with  great  care  a  pretty  little  purse. 

''And  if  I  could  deny  her  when  the  tears  was  on  her  face, 
Mas'r  Davy,"  said  Ham,  tenderly  adjusting  it  on  the  rough 
palm  of  his  hand,  "how  could  I  deny  her  when  she  give  me 
this  to  carry  for  her  -^  knowing  what  she  brought  it  for?  Such 
a  toy  as  it  is  I"  said  Ham,  thoughtfully  looking  on  it.  "With 
such  a  little  money  in  it,  Em'iy  my  dear ! " 

I  shook  him  warmly  by  the  hand  when  he  had  put  it  away 
again  —  for  that  was  more  satisfactory  to  me  than  saying  any- 
thing —  and  we  walked  up  and  down ,  for  a  minute  or  two ,  in 
silence.  The  door  opened  then,  and  Peggotty  appeared, 
beckoning  to  Ham  to  come  in.  I  would  have  kept  away ,  but 
she  came  after  me,  entreating  me  to  come  in  too.  Even  then, 
I  would  have  avoided  the  room  where  they  all  were,  bat  for 
its  being  the  neat-tiled  kitchen  I  have  mentioned  more  than 
once.  The  door  opening  immediately  into  it,  I  found  myself 
among  them ,  before  I  considered  whither  t  was  going. 

The  girl  —'the  same  I  had  seen  upon  the  sands  —  was  near 


4 


118 


the  fire.  She  waa  sitting  on  the  ground,  with  her  head  and 
one  arm  lying  on  a  chair.  I  fancied,  froQi  the  disposition  of 
her  figure ,  that  Em^ly  had  but  newly  risen  from  the  chair,  and 
that  the  forlorn  head  might  perhaps  have  been  lying  on  her 
lap.  I  saw  but  little  of  the  girl's  face ,  over  which  her  hair  fell 
loose  and  scattered,  as  if  she  had  been  disordering  it  with  her 
own  hands ;  but  I  saw  that  she  was  young,  and  of  a  fair  com- 
plexion. Peggotty  had  been  crying.  So  had  little  £m*ly. 
Not  a  wor4  was  spoken  when  we  first  went  in ;  and  the  Dutch 
clock  by  the  dresser  seemed,  in  the  silence,  to  tick  twice  as 
loud  as  usual. 

Em'ly  spoke  first. 

''Martha  wants,"  she  said  to  Ham,  "  to  go  to  London.'* 

"Why  to  London? "  returned  Ham. 

He  stood  between  them,  looking  on  the  pirostrate  girl  with 
a  mixture  of  compassion  for  her,  and  of  jealousy  of  her  hold- 
ing any  companionship  with  her  whom  he  loved  so  well,  which 
I  have  always  remembered  distinctly.  They  both  spoke  as  if 
she  were  ill;  in  a  soft,  suppressed  tone  that  was  plainly  heard, 
although  it  hardly  rose  above  a  whisper. 

'* Better  there  than  here,"  said  a  third  voice  aloud  — 
Martha's,  though  she  did  not  move.  ''No  one  knows  me 
there.    Everybo^ly  knows  me  here." 

"What  will  she  do  there?  "  inquired  Ham. 

She  lifted  up  her  head,  and  looked  darkly  round  at  him  for 
a  moment;  then  laid  it  down  again,  and  curved  her  right  ann 
about  her  neck,  as  a  woman  in  a  fever,  or  in  an  agony  of  pain 
from  a  shot,  might  twist  herself. 

"She  wiU  try  to  do  well,"  said  litUe  Em'ly.  "You  don't 
know  what  she  has  said  to  us.    Does  he  —  do  they  —  aunt?'* 

Peggotty  shook  her  head  compassionately. 

"  I  '11  try,"  said  Martha,  "  if  you  '11  help  me  away.  I  never 
can  do  worse  than  I  have  done  here.    I  may  do  better.   Oh !  ** 
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with  a  dreadful  shiver,  *'take  me  out  of  these  streets,  where 
the  whole  town  knows  me  from  a  child  I  ** 

As  EmUy  held  out  her  hand  to  Ham,  I  saw  him  put  in  it  a 
little  canvas  bag.  She  took  it,  as  if  she  thought  it  were  her 
purse,  and  made  a  step  or  two  forward;  but  finding  her  mis- 
take, came  back  to  where  he  had  retired  near  me,  and  showed 
it  to  him. 

**  It  *s  all  youm,  Em'ly,"  I  could  hear  him  say.  "  I  haven't 
nowt  in  ail  the  wureld  that  ain't  youm,  my  dear.  It  ain't  of  no 
delight  to  me,  except  for  you ! " 

The  tears  rose  freshly  in  her  eyes,  but  she  turned  away, 
and  went  to  Martha.  What  she  gave  her,  I  don't  know.  I  saw 
her  stooping  over  her,  and  putting  money  in  her  bosom.  She 
whispered  something,  and  asked  was  that  enough?  *'More 
than  enough,"  the  other  said,  and  took  her  hand  and 
kissed  it. 

Then  Martha  arose,  and  gathering  her  shawl  about  her,  co- 
vering her  face  with  it,  and  weeping  aloud,  went  slowly  to  the 
door.  She  stopped  a  moment  before  going  out,  as  if  she 
would  have  uttered  something  or  turned  back;  but  no  word 
passed  her  lips.  Making  the  same  low,  dreary,  wretched 
moaning  in  her  shawl,  she  went  away. 

As  the  door  closed,  little  Em'ly  looked  at  us  three  in  a  hur- 
ried manner,  and  then  hid  her  face  in  her  hands,  and  fell  to 
sobbing. 

^^Doen't  EmlyT*  said  Ham,  tapping  her  gently  on  the 
shoulder.  ''Doen't,  my  dearl  Tou  doen't  ought  to  cry  so, 
pretty!" 

■••Oh,  Ham!"  she  exclaimed,  still  weeping  pitifully,  "lam 
not  as  good  a  girl  as  I  ought  to  be!  I  know  I  have  not  the 
thankful  heart;  sometimes,  I  ought  to  have ! " 

•*  Yes,  yes,  you  have,  I  'm  sure,"  said  Ham. 

*'Nol  no!  no ! "  cried  little  Em'ly,  sobbing,  and  shaking  her 
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head.  "I  am  not  as  good  a  girl  as  I  ought  to  he.  Not  near  I 
not  near!** 

And  still  she  cried,  as  if  her  heart  would  hreak. 

"I  try  your  love  too  much.  I  know  I  do  I  '*  she  sobbed. 
"I  *m  ofben  cross  to  you,  and  changeable  with  you,  when  I 
ought  to  be  far  different.  You  are  never  so  to  me.  Why  am 
I  ever  so  to  you,  when  I  should  think  of  nothing  but  how  to  be 
grateful,  and  to  make  you  happy  I  ** 

*'You  always  make  me  so,**  said*Ham,  ''my  dear!  I  am 
happy  in  the  sight  of  you.  I  am  happy,  all  day  long,  in  the 
thoughts  of  you." 

"Ah!  that *8  not  enough! **  she  cried.  ''That  is  because 
you  are  good ;  not  because  I  am !  Oh,  my  dear,  it  might  have 
been  a  better  fortune  for  you,  if  you  had  been  fond  of  some 
one  else  —  of  some  one  steadier  and  much  worthier  than  me, 
who  was  all  bound  up  in  you,  and  never  vain  and  changeable 
like  me!" 

"Poor  little  tender-heart,**  said  Ham,  in  a  low  voice. 
*'  Martha  has  overset  her,  altogether." 

"Please,  aunt,"  sobbed  Em*ly,  "come  here,  and  let  me  lay 
my  head  upon  you.  Oh,  I  am  very  miserable  to-night,  aunt! 
Oh,  I  am  not  as  good  a  girl  as  I  ought  to  be.  lam  not,  I  know  !** 

Feggotty  had  hastened  to  the  chair  before  the  fire.  Em*ly, 
with  her  arms  around  her  neck,  kneeled  by  her,  looking  up 
most  earnestly  into  her  face. 

"  Oh,  pray,  aunt,  try  to  help  me  I  Ham,  dear,  try  to  help 
me!  Mr.  David,  for  the  sake  of  old  times,  do,  please,  try  to 
help  me  I  I  want  to  be  a  better  girl  than  I  am.  I  want  to  feel 
a  hundred  times  more  thankful  than  I  do.  I  want  to  feel  more, 
what  a  blessed  thing  it  is  to  be  the  wife  of  a  good  man,  and  to 
lead  a  peaceful  life.  Oh  me,  oh  me !  Oh,  my  heart,  my  heart!  *' 

She  dropped  her  face  on  my  old  nurse's  breast,  and,  ceaaing 
this  supplication,  which  in  its  agony  and  grief  was  half  a  wo- 
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man*g,  lialf  a  child's,  as  all  her  manner  was  (being,  in  that, 
more  natural,  and  better  suited  to  her  beauty,  as  I  thought, 
than  any  other  manner  could  have  been),  wept  silently,  while 
my  old  nurse  hushed  her  like  an  infant. 

She  got  calmer  by  degrees,  and  then  we  soothed  her;  now 
talking  encouragingly,  and  now  jesting  a  little  with  her,  until 
she  began  to  raise  her  head  and  speak  to  us.  So  we  got  on, 
until  she  was  able  to  smile,  and  then  to  laugh,  and  then  to  sit 
up,  half  ashamed;  while  Peggotty  recalled  her  stray  ringlets, 
dried  her  eyes,  and  made  her  neat  again,  lest  her  uncle  should 
wonder,  when  she  got  home,  why  his  darling  had  been  crying. 

I  saw  her  do,  that  night,  what  I  had  never  seen  her  do  be- 
fore. I  saw  her  innocently  kiss  her  chosen  husband  on  the 
cheek,  and  creep  close  to  his  blufif  form  as  if  it  were  her  best 
support.  When  they  went  away  together,  in  the  waning  moon- 
light, and  I  looked  afler  them,  comparing  their  departure  in 
my  mind  with  Martha's,  I  saw  that  she  held  his  arm  with  both 
her  hands,  and  still  kept  close  to  him. 


/. 


/ 


/ 


CHAPTER  VII. 

1  corroborate  Mr.  Dick,  and  choose  a  profession. 

When  I  awoke  in  the  morning  I  thought  very  much  of  little 
£m*l}%  and  her  emotion  last  night,  after  Martha  had  left.  I  felt 
as  if  I  had  come  into  the  knowledge  of  those  domestic  weak- 
nesses and  tendernesses  in  a  sacred  confidence,  and  that  to 
disclose  them,  even  to  Steerforth,  would  be  wrong.  I  had  no 
gentler  feeling  towards  any  one  than  towards  the  pretty  crea- 
ture who  had  been  my  playmate,  and  whom  I  have  always  been 
persuaded,  and  shall  always  be  persuaded,  to  my  dying  day, 
I  then  devotedly  loved.  The  repetition  to  any  iBars  —  even  to 
Steerforth*s,  —  of  what  she  had  been  unable  to  repress  when 
her  heart  lay  open  to  me  by  an  accident,  I  felt  would  be  a 
rough  deed,  unworthy  of  myself,  unworthy  of  the  light  of  our 
pure  childhood ,  which  I  always  saw  encircling  her  head.  I 
made  a  resolution,  therefore,  to  keep  it  in  my  own  breast;  and 
there  it  gave  her  image  a  new  grace. 

While  we  were  at  breakfast,  a  letter  was  delivered  to  me 
from  my  aunt.  As  it  contained  matter  on  which  I  tiiought 
Steerforth  could  advise  me  as  well  as  any  one,  and  on  which  I 
knew  I  should  be  delighted  to  consult  him ,  I  resolved  to  make 
it  a  subject  of  discussion  on  our  journey  home.  For  the  pre- 
sent we  had  enough  to  do ,  in  taking  leave  of  all  our  friends. 
Mr.  Barkis  was  far  from  being  the  last  among  them,  in  his 
regret  at  our  departure;  and  I  believe  would  even  have 
opened  the  box  again,  and  sacrificed  another  guinea,if  it  would 
have  kept  us  eight-and- forty  hours  in  Yarmouth.  Peggotty, 
and  all  her  family ,  were  full  of  grief  at  our  going.    The  whole 
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house  of  Omer  and  Joram  turned  out  to  bid  us  good  bye ;  and 
there  were  so  many  seafaring  volunteers  in  attendance  on 
Steerforth,  when  our  portmanteaus  went  to  the  coach,  that  if 
we  had  had  the  baggage  of  a  regiment  with  us,  we  should 
hardly  have  wanted  porters  to  carry  it.  In  a  word,  we  de- 
parted to  the  regret  and  admiration  of  all  concerned,  and  left 
a  great  many  people  very  sorry  behind  us. 

«Do  you  stay  long  here,  Littimer?**  said  I,  as  he  stood 
waiting  to  see  the  coach  start. 

" No,  Sir, "  he  replied ;  "  probably  not  very  long,  Sir." 

'*He  can  hardly  say  just  now,"  observed  Steerforth ,  care- 
lessly.   '* He  knows  what  he  has  to  do,  and  he  '11  do  it." 

"  That  I  am  sure  he  will, "  said  I. 

Littimer  touched  his  hat  in  acknowledgment  of  my  good 
opinion,  and  I  felt  about  eight  years  old.  He  touched  it  once 
more,  wishing  us  a  good  journey ;  and  we  left  him  standing  on 
the  pavement,  as  respectable  a  mystery  as  any  pyramid  in 
Egypt. 

For  some  little  time  we  held  no  conversation,  Steerforth 
being  unusually  silent,  and  I  being  sufficiently  engaged  in 
wondering,  within  myself,  when  I  should  see  the  old  places 
again,  and  what  new  changes  might  happen  to  me  or  them  in 
the  meanwhile.  At  length  Steerforth,  becoming  gay  and  talka- 
tive in  a  moment,  as  he  could  become  anything  he  liked  at 
any  moment ,  pulled  me  by  the  arm : 

"Find  a  voice,  David.  What  about  the  letter  you  were 
speaking  of  at  breakfast  ?  " 

"Oh!"  said  I,  taking  it  out  of  my  pocket.  "It  *s  from  my 
aunt." 

"And  what  does  she  say,  requinng  consideration ! " 

"  Why,  she  reminds  me,  Steerforth, "  said  I,  "that  I  came 
out  on  this  expedition  to  look  about  me ,  and  to  think  a  little." 

"  Winch,  of  course,  you  have  done?  " 
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*' Indeed  I  can't  say  I  have ,  particularly.  To  t^U  you  the 
truth,  I  am  afraid  I  had  forgotten  it." 

"  Well  1  look  about  you  now,  and  make  up  for  your  negli- 
gence , "  said  Steerforth.  **Look  to  the  right,  and  you  *U  see 
a  flat  country,  with  a  good  deal  of  marsh  in  it;  look  to  the  left, 
and  you  *11  see  the  same.  Look  to  the  front,  and  you  *U  find 
no  difference;  look  to  the  rear,  and  there  it  is  still.** 

I  laughed,  and  replied  that  I  saw  no  suitable  profession  in 
the  whole  prospect ;  which  was  perhaps  to  be  attributed  to  its 
flatness. 

**  What  says  our  aunt  on  the  subject?**  inquired  Steerforth, 
glancing  at  the  letter  in  my  hand.  **Does  she  suggest  any- 
thing?'* 

''  Why ,  yes ,  **  said  I.  **  She  asks  me ,  here ,  if  I  think  I 
should  like  to  be  a  proctor?    What  do  you  think  of  it  ?  '* 

"  Well ,  I  don't  know ,  **  replied  Steerforth ,  coolly.  "  You 
may  as  well  do  that  as  anything  else,  I  suppose. " 

I  could  not  help  laughing  again ,  at  his  balancing  all  callings 
and  professions  so  equally ;  and  I  told  him  so. 

"  What  is  a  proctor,  Steerforth  ?  "  said  I. 

*'Why,  he  is  a  sort  of  monkish  attorney,**  replied  Steer- 
forth. "He  is,  to  some  faded  courts  held  in  Doctors'  Com- 
mons —  a  lazy  old  nook  near  St.  Paul's  Churchyard  —  what 
solicitors  are  to  the  courts  of  law  and  equity.  He  is  a  ftinctio- 
nary  whose  existence,  in  the  natural  course  of  things,  would 
have  terminated  about  two  hundred  years  ago.  I  can  tell  yon 
best  what  he  is,  by  telling  you  what  Doctors*  Commons  is. 
It 's  a  little  out-of-the-way  place ,  where  they  administer  what 
is  called  ecclesiastical  law,  and  play  all  kinds  of  (aricks  with  ob- 
solete old  monsters  of  acts  of  Parliament,  which  three-fourths 
of  the  world  know  nothing  about,  and  the  other  fourth  sup- 
poses to  have  been  dug  up,  in  a  fossil  state,  in  the  days  of  the 
Edwards.    It  *s  a  place  that  has  an  ancient  monopoly  in  suits 
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about  people's  wills  and  people's  marriages,  and  disputes 
among  ships  and  boats." 

"Nonsense,  Steerfbrth !"  lezdaimed.  '*  Yon  don't  mean 
to  say  that  there  is  any  affinity  between  nautical  matters  and 
eedesiaatical  matters?  " 

"I  doa't,  indeed,  my  dear  boy, "  he  returned;  '^but  I  mean 
to  say  that  they  are  managed  and  decided  by  the  same  set  of 
people,  down  in  that  same  Doctors'  Commons.  You  shall  go 
there  one  day,  and  find  them  blundering  through  half  the  nau- 
tical terms  in  Young's  Dictionary,  apropos  of  the  'Nancy' 
haying  run  down  the  *  Sarah  Jane,'  or  Mr.  Feggotty  and  the 
Yarmovib  boatmen  having  put  off  in  a  gale  of  wind  with  an 
aodior  and  nMe  to  the  'Nelson'  Indiaman  in  distress;  and 
yov  sliaU  go  there  another  day ,  and  find  them  deep  in  the  evi- 
deace,  pro  and  oon,  respecting  a  clergyman  who  has  misbe- 
hared  hiniself ;  and  you  shall  find  the  judge  in  the  nautical 
ease,  the  advocate  in  the  clergyman  case,  or  contrariwise. 
They  are  like  actors :  now  a  man 's  a  judge,^  and  now  he  is  not 
a  judge;  now  be 's  one  thing,  now  he 's  another;  now  he 's 
something  else,  change  and  change  about;  but  it 's  always  a 
very  pleasant  profitable  little  affabr  of  private  theatricals,  pre- 
sented to  an  ancommonly  select  audience." 

"Bat  advocates  and  proctors  are  not  one  and  the  same?" 
saidI,alHtlepiueled.    "Are they?"  V — ^^..^^ 

"No,"  returned  Steerforth,  "the advocates  are  civilians — 
men  who  have  taken  a  doctor's  degree  at  college  -^  which  is 
the  first  reason  of  my  knowing  anything  about  it.  The  proc- 
tors emi^y  the  advocates.  Both  get  very  comfortable  fees, 
and  altogether  they  make  a  mighty  snug  little  party.  On  the 
whole ,  I  woold  recommend  you  to  take  to  Doctors'  Commons 
kindly,  David.  They  plume  themselves  on  their  gentility 
there,  I  can  tell  yon,  if  that 's  any  satisfaction,." 

I  made  allowance  for  Steerforth'a  light  way  of  treating  *^'^ 
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subject,  and,  considering  it  Tvith  reference  to  the  staid  air  of 
gravity  and  antiquity  which  I  associated  with  that  *'lazy  old 
nook  nearlSt.  Paulas  Churchyard,"  did  not  feel  indisposed 
towards  my  aunt's  suggestion;  which  she  left  to  my  free  de- 
cision, making  no  scruple  of  telling  me  that  it  had  occurred  to 
her,  on  her  lately  vjsiting  her  own  proctor  in  Doctors*  Com- 
mons for  the  purpose  of  settling  her  will  in  my  favour. 

*^  That  *s  a  laudable  proceeding  on  the  part  of  our  aunt,  at 
all  events,'*  said  Steerforth,  when  I  mentioned  it;  ''and  one 
deserving  of  all  encouragement.  Daisy,  my  advice  is  that 
you  take  kindly  to  Doctors*  Commons.** 

I  quite  made  up  my  mind  to  do  so.  I  then  told  Steerforth 
that  my  aunt  was  in  town  awaiting  me  (as  I  found  from  her 
letter),  and  that  she  had  taken  lodgings  for  a  week  at  a  kind 
of  private  hotel  in  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields ,  where  there  was  a 
stone  staircase,  and  a  convenient  door  in  the  roof;  my  aunt 
being  firmly  persuaded  that  every  house  in  London  was  going 
to  be  burnt  down  every  night. 

We  achieved  the  rest  of  our  journey  pleasantly,  some- 
times recurring  to  Doctors*  Commpns,  and  anticipating  the 
distant  days  when  I  should  be  a  proctor  there,  which  Steer- 
forth  pictured  in  a  variety  of  humorous  and  whimsical  lights, 
that  made  us  both  merry.  When  we  came  to  our  journey's 
end,  he  went  home,  engaging  to  call  upon  me  next  day  but 
one;  and  I  drove  to  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields,  where  I  found  my 
aunt  up,  and  waiting  supper. 

If  I  had  been  round  the  world  since  we  parted,  we  could 
hardly  have  been  better  pleased  to  meet  again.  My  aunt  cried 
outright  as  she  embraced  me ;  and  said,  pretending  to  laugh, 
that  if  my  poor  mother  had  been  alive,  that  silly  little  creature 
would  have  shed  tears,  she  had  no  doubt. 

"  So  you  have  lefl  Mr.  Dick  behind,  aunt?  "  said L    **I 
sorry  for  that.    Ah,  Janet,  how  do  you  do? 
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As  Janet  cnrtsied,  hoping  I  was  well,  I  observed  my  aant*B 
Tisage  lengthen  very  mach. 

"I  am  sorry  for  it,  too,"  said  my  aunt,  rubbing  her 
nose.  ''I  have  had  no  peace  of  mind.  Trot,  since  I  have 
been  here." 

Before  I  could  a-k  why,  she  told  me. 

''I  am  convinced,"  said  my  aunt;  laying  her  hand  with 
melancholy  fimmess  on  the  table,  ''that  Dick's  character  is  not 
a  character  to  keep  the  donkies  off.  I  am  confident  he  wants 
strength  of  purpose.  I  ought  to  have  led  Janet  at  home, 
instead,  and  then  my  mind  might  perhaps  have  been  at  ease. 
If  ever  there  was  a  donkey  trespassing  on  my  green,"  said  my 
aunt,  with  emphasis,  "there  was  one  this  afternoon  at  four 
o'clock.  A  cold  feeling  came  over  me  from  head  to  foot,  and 
I  know  it  was  a  donkey ! " 

I  tried  to  comfort  her  on  this  point,  but  she  rejected  con- 
solation. 

'*It  was  a  donkey,"  said  my  aunt;  ''and  it  was  the  one 
with  the  stumpy  tail  which  that  Murdering  sister  of  a  woman 
rode,  when  she  came  to  my  house."  This  had  been,  ever 
since,  the  only  name  my  aunt  knew  for  Miss  Murdstone.  "If 
tiiere  is  any  donkey  in  Dover,  whose  audacity  it  is  harder 
to  me  to  bear  than  another's,  that,"  said  my  aunt,  striking 
the  table,  "is  the  animal  1" 

Janet  ventured  to  suggest  that  my  aunt  might  be  dis- 
turbing herself  unnecessarily,  and  that  she  believed  the 
donkey  in  question  was  then  engaged  in  the  sand  and  gravel 
line  of  business,  and  was  not  available  for  purposes  of  tres- 
pass.   But  my  aunt  wouldn't  hear  of  it. 

Sapper  was  comfortably  served  and  hot,  though  my 
aunt's  rooms  were  very  high  up  —  whether  that  she  might 
have  more  stone  stabrs  for  her  money,  or  might  be  nearer 
to  the  door  m  the  roof,  I  don't  know  —  and  consisted  of 
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a  roast  fowl,  a  steak,  and  some  vegetables,  to  all  of  which 
I  did  ample  justice ,  and  which  were  all  excellent.  Bat  mjr 
aunt  had  her  own  ideas  concerning  London  provbion,  and  ate 
but  little. 

"I  suppose  this  unfortunate  fowl  was  bom  and  borought 
up  in  a  cellar,**  said  my  aunt,  "and  never  took  the  air  except 
on  a  hackney  coach-stand.  I  hope  the  steak  may  be  beef, 
but  I  don*t  believe  it.  Nothing's  genuine  in  the  place,  in 
my  opinion,  but  the  dirt.** 

*' Don't  you  think  the  fowl  may  have  come  out  of  the 
country,  aunt?**    I  hinted. 

"Certainly  not,'*  returned  my  aunt.  "It  would  be  no 
pleasure  to  a  London  tradesman  to  sell  anything  which  was 
what  he  pretended  it  was.** 

I  did  not  venture  to  controvert  this  opinion,  but  I  made 
a  good  supper,  which  it  greatly  satbfied  her  to  see  me  do. 
When  the  table  was  cleared,  Janet  assisted  her  to  arrange 
her  hair,  to  put  on  her  nightcap,  which  was  of  a  smarter 
construction  than  usual  ("in  case  of  fire,'*  my  aunt  said),  and 
to  fold  her  gown  back  o  'er  her  knees,  these  being  herosnal 
preparations  for  warming  herself  before  going  to  bed.  I  then 
made  her,  according  to  certain  established  regulations  from 
which  no  deviation,  however  slight,  could  ever  be  permitted, 
a  glass  of  hot  white  wine  and  water,  and  a  slice  of  toast  cat 
into  long  thin  strips.  With  these  accompaniments  we  were 
left  alone  to  finish  the  evening,  my  aunt  sitting  opposite  to  me 
drinking  her  wine  and  water;  soaking  her  strips  of  toast  in  it, 
one  by  one,  before  eating  them ;  and  looking  benignantly  on 
me,  from  among  the  borders  of  her  nightcap. 

"Well,  Trot,",  she  began,  "what  do  yon  think  of  the 
proctor  plan?  Or  have  you  not  begun  to  think  aboat  it 
yet?" 

"I  have  thought  a  good  deal  abont  it,  my  dear  aunt,  and 
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I  have  talked  a  good  deal  about  it  with  Steerforth.    I  like  it 
very  mach  indeed.    I  like  it  exceedingly. 

"  Come ! "  said  my  aunt.    "  That 's  cheering  I 

"I  have  only  one  difficulty,  aunt." 

"Say  what  it  is,  Trot,"  she  returned. 

"Why,  I  want  to  ask,  aunt,  as  this  seems,  from  what  I 
understand,  to  be  a  limited  profession,  whether  my  entrance 
into  it  would  not  be  very  expensive  ?  " 

"It  'mil  cost,"  returned  my  aunt,  "to  article  you,  just  a 
thousand  pounds." 

"Now,  my  dear  aunt,"  said  I,  drawing  my  chair  nearer, 
"  I  am  uneasy  in  my  mind  about  that.  It 's  a  large  sum  of 
money.  Yon  have  expended  a  great  deal  on  my  education, 
and  have  always  been  as  liberal  to  me  in  all  things,  as  it 
was  possible  to  be«  You  have  been  the  soul  of  generosity. 
Surely  there  are  some  ways  in  which  I  might  begin  life 
with  hardly  any  outlay,  and  yet  begin  with  a.  good  hope 
of  getting  on  by  resolution  and  exertion.  Are  you  sure 
that  it  would  not  be  better  to  try  that  course?  Are  ^  you 
certain  that  you  can  afford  to  part  with  so  much  money, 
and  that  it  is  right  it  should  be  so  expended?  I  only 
ask  you,  my  second  mother,  to  consider.  Arc  yon  cer- 
tain?" 

My  aunt  finished  eating  the  piece  of  toast  on  which  she 
was  then  engaged,  looking  me  full  in  the  face  all  the  while; 
and  then  setting  her  glass  on  the  chimney-piece,  and  folding 
her  hands  upon  her  folded  skirts,  replied  as  follows : 

"Trot,  my  child,  if  I  have  any  object  in  life,  it  is  to  pro- 
vide for  your  being  a  good,  a  sensible,  and  a  happy  man. 
I  am  bent  upon  it  —  so  is  Dick.  I  should  like  some  people 
that  I  know  to  hear  Dick's  conversation  on  the  subject.  Its 
aagadty  is  wonderfnl.  But  no  one  knows  the  resources  of 
that  man's  intellect,  except  myself! " 
Dttvld  (hpperfield.  II  m  9 
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She  stopped  for  a  moment  to  take  my  hand  between  hen, 
and  vent  on: 

"It 's  in  vain,  Trot,  to  recall  the  past,  unless  it  works 
some  influence  upon  the  present.  Perhaps  I  might  haye  been 
better  friends  with  your  poor  father.  Perhaps  t  might  have 
been  better  friends  with  that  poor  child  your  mother »  even 
after  your  sister  Betsey  Trotwood  disappointed  me.  When 
you  came  to  me,  a  little  runaway  boy,  all  dusty  and  way- 
worn, perhaps  I  tiiought  so.  From  that  time  until  now.  Trot, 
you  have  ever  been  a  credit  to  me  and  a  pride  and  pleasure. 
I  have  no  other  claim  upon  my  means;  at  least"  —  here  to 
my  surprise  she  hesitated,  and  was  confused  —  "no,  I  have 
no  other  claim  upon  my  means  —  and  you  are  ^y  adopted 
child.  Only  be  a  loving  child  to  me  in  my  age,  and  bear 
with  my  whims  and  fancies;  and  you  will  do  more  for  an 
old  woman  whose  prime  of  life  was  not  so  happy  or  con- 
dliating  as  it  might  have  been,  than  ever  that  old  woman  did 
for  you.*' 

It  was  the  first  time  I  had  heard  my  aunt  reiter  to  her  past 
history.  There  was  a  magnanimity  in  h^  quiet  way  of  doing 
so,' and  of  dismissing  it,  which  would  have  exalted  her  in  my 
respect  and  affection,  if  any  thing  could. 

"All  is  agreed  and  understood  between  us  now.  Trot," 
said  my  aunt,  "and 'we  need  talk  of  this  no  more.  Give 
me  a  kiss,  and  we  '11  go  to  tJie  Commons  after  breakfast  to- 
morrow." 

We  had  a  long  chat  by  the  fire  before  we  went  to  bed.  I 
slept  in  a  room  on  the  same  floor  with  my  aunt's,  and  was  a 
little  disturbed  in  the  course  of  the  night  by  her  knocking  at 
my  door,  as  often  as  she  was  agitated  by  a  distant  sound  of 
hackney-coaches  or  market-carts,  and  inquiring  "if  I  heard 
the  engines?"  But  towards  morning  she  slept  better,  and 
8ufi*ered  me  to  do  so  too. 
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At  about  mid-day,  ve  set  out  for  the  offices  of  Messrs. 
Spenlov  and  Jorkins  in  Doctors*  Commons.  Mj  aunt,  who 
had  this  other  general  opinion  in  reference  to  London,  that 
every  man  she  saw  was  A  pickpocket,  gave  me  her  purse 
to  carry  for  her,  which  had  ten  guineas  in  it  and  some 
silver. 

We  made  a  pause  at  the  toy-shop  in  Fleet-street,  to  see 
the  giants  of  Saint  Dunstan's  strike  upon  the  bells  —  we 
had  timed  our  going,  so  as  to  catch  them  at  it,  at  twelve 
o*clook  --^  and  then  went  on  towards  Ludgate  Hill ,  and  St. 
Paurs  Churchyard.  We  were  crossing  to  the  former  place, 
when  I  fbund  that  my  aunt  greatly  accelerated  her  speed,  and 
looked  frightened.  -I  observed,  at  the  same  Ume,  that  a 
lowering  ill-dressed  man  who  had  stopped  and  stared  at  us  in 
passing,  a  little  before,  was  coming  so  close  after  us,  as  to 
brush  against  her. 

"Trot!  My  dear  Trot!"  cried  my  aunt,  in  a  terrified 
whisper,  and  pressing  my  arm,  ''I  don't  know  what  I  am 
to  do." 

'* Don't  be  alarmed,"  said  I.  "There's  nothing  to  be 
afraid  of.  Step  into  a  shop,  and  I  '11  soon  get  rid  of  tfafs 
fallow." 

"No,  no,  child!"  she  returned.  "Don't  speak  to  him 
ictr  the  world.    I  entreat,  I  order  you !  " 

"Good  Heaven,  aunt!"  said  I.  "He  is  nothing  but  a 
sturdy  beggar." 

"You  don't  know  what  he  is!"  replied  my  aunt.  "Yon 
don't  know  who  he  is !    Yon  don't  know  what  you  say  I " 

We  had  stopped  in  an  empty  doorway,  while  Uiis  was 
pasnng,  and  he  had  stopped  too. 

"Don't  look  at  liiml "  said  my  aunt,  as  I  turned  my  head 
indignantly,  "but  get  me  a  coach,  my  dear,  and  wait  forme 
in  St.  P«ul'8  Cfanrchyard." 
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"Wait  for  you?"   I  repeated. 

"Yes,"  rejoined  my  aunt,  "I  must  go  alone.  I  must  go 
with  him." 

"With  him,  aunt?   This  man?  " 

"I  am  in  my  senses,"  she  replied,  "and  I  tell  you  I  mvit. 
Get  me  a  coach  1 " 

However  much  astonished  I  might  be,  I  was  sensible  that 
I  had  no  right  to  refuse  compliance  with  such  a  peremptory 
command.  I  hurried  away  a  few  paces,  and  called  a  hackney 
chariot  which  was  passing  empty.  Almost  before  I  could  let 
down  the  steps,  my  aunt  sprang  in,  I  don*t  know  how,  and 
the  man  followed.  She  waved  her  hand  to  me  to  go  away,  so 
earnestly,  that,  all  confounded  as  I  was,  I  turned  from  them 
at  once.  In  doing  so  I  heard  her  say  to  the  coachman,  "Drive 
anywhere  I  Drive  straight  on!"  and  presently  the  chariot 
•passed  me,  going  up  the  hill. 

What  Mr.  Dick  had  told  me,  and  what  I  had  supposed  to 
be  a  delusion  of  hb ,  now  came  into  my  mind.  I  could  not 
doubt  that  this  person  was  the  person  of  whom  he  had  made 
such  mysterious  mention,  though  what  the  nature  of  his  bold 
upon  my  aunt  could  possibly  be,*  I  was  quite  unable  to 
imagine.  Afler  half  an  hour's  cooling  in  the  churchyard,  I 
saw  the  chariot  coming  back.  The  driver  stopped  beside  me, 
and  my  aunt  was  sitting  in  it  alone. 

She  had  not  yet  sufficiently  recovered  from  her  agitation 
to  be  quite  prepared  for  the  visit  we  had  to  make.  She 
desired  me  to  get  into  the  chariot,  and  to  tell  the  coachman 
to  drive  slowly  up  and  down  a  little  while.  She  said  no  more, 
except,  "My  dear  child,  never  ask  me  what  it  was,  and  don't 
refer  to  it,"  until  she  had  perfectly  regained  her  composure, 
when  she  told  me  she  was  quite  herself  now,  and  we  might 
get  out.    On  her  giving  me  her  purse,  to  pay  the  driver,  I 
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fonnd  that  all  the  guineas  were  gone,  and  only  the  loose  Bilker 
remained. 

Doctors*  Commons  was  approached  hj  a  little  low  archway. 
Before  we  had  taken  many  paces  down  the  street  beyond  it, 
the  noise  of  the  city  seemed  to  melt,  as  if  by  magic,  into  a 
softened  distance.  A  few  doll  courts,  and  narrow  ways, 
brought  us  to  the  sky-lighted  offices  of  Spenlow  and  Jorkins; 
in  the  vestibule  of  which  temple,  accessible  to  pilgrims  with- 
out the  ceremony  of  knocking,  three  or  four  clerks  were  at 
work  as  copyists.  One  of  these,  a  little  dry  man,  sitting  by 
himself,  who  wore  a  stiff  brown  wig  that  looked  as  if  it  were 
made  of  gingerbread,  rose  to  receive  my  aunt,  and  show  us 
into  Mr.  Spenlow*s  room. 

**Mr.  Spenlow  *s  in  Court,  Ma*am/-  said  the  dry  man; 
''it 's  an  Arches  day;  but  it 's  close  by,  and  I  *11  send  for  him 
dirccUy." 

As  we  were  left  to  look  about  us  while  Mr.  Spenlow  was 
feched,  I  availed  myself  of  the  opportunity.  The  furniture 
of  the  room  was  old-fashioned  and  dusty ;  and  the  green  baize 
on  the  top  of  the  writing-table  had  lost  all  its  colour,  and  was  as 
withered  and  pale  as  an  old  pauper.  There  were  a  gseat  many 
bundles  of  papers  on  it,  some  indorsed  as  Allegations,  and 
some  (to  my  surprise)  as  Libels,  and  some  as  being  in  the 
Consistory  Court,  and  some  in  the  Arches  Court,  and  some  in 
the  Prerogative  Court,  an(f  some  in  the  Admiralty  Court,  and 
some  in  the  Delegates*  Court;  giving  me  occasion  to  wonder 
much ,  how  many  Courts  there  might  be  in  the  gross,  and  how 
long  it  would  take  to  understand  them  all.  Besides  these, 
there  were  sundry  immense  manuscript  Books  of  Evidence 
taken  on  affidavit,  strongly  bound,  and  tied  together  in  mas- 
sive sets,  a  set  to  each  cause,  as  if  every  cause  were  a  history 
in  ten  or  twenty  volumes.  All  this  looked  tolerably  expensive, 
[  thought,  and  gave  me  an  agreeable  notion  of  a  proctor's 
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builinebs.  '}  was  casting  my  ey^s  with  increasing  oomplacency 
over  these  anB  many  similar  objects,  when  hasty  footsteps 
were  heard  in  the  rdbm  outside,  and  Mr.  Spenlow,  in  a  black 
gown  trimmed  with  white  fur,  came  harrying  in,  taking  off 
his  hat  as  he  came. 

He  was  a  little  light-haired  gentleman,  with  undeniable 
boots ,  and  the  stiffest  of  white  cravats  and  shirt-collars.  He 
was  buttoned  up ,  mighty  trim  and  tight,  and  must  have  taken 
a  great  deal  of  pains  with  his  whiskers ,  which  were  accurately 
curled.  His  gold  watch-chain  was  so  massive,  that  a  fancy 
came  across  me,  that  he  ought  to  have  a  sinewy  golden  arm, 
to  draw  it  out  with ,  like  those  which  are  put  up  over  the  gold- 
beaters* shops.  He  was  got  up  with  such  care,  and  was  so 
stiff,  that  he  could  hardly  bend  himself;  being  obliged,  when 
he  glanced  at  some  papers  on  his  desk,  after  sitting  down  in 
his  chair,  to  move  his  whole  body,  from  the  bottom  of  his 
spine,  like  Punch. 

I  had  previously  been  presented  by  my  aunt,  and  had  been 
courteously  received.    He  now  said : 

'*  And  so,  Mr.  Copperfield,  yon  think  of  entering  into  oar 
profession?  I  casually  mentioned  to  Miss  Trotwood ,  when  I 
had  the  pleasure  of  an  interview  with  her  the  other  day,**  — 
with  another  inclination  of  his  body  — Punch  again —  "that 
^ere  was  a  vacancy  here.  Miss  Trotwood  was  good  enough 
to  mention  that  she  had  a  nephew  who  was  her  peculiar  care, 
and  for  whom  she  was  seeking  to  provide  genteelly  in  life. 
That  nepWw,  I  believe,  I  have  now  the  pleasure  of**  — 
Punch  again. 

I  bowed  my  acknowledgments,  and  said,  my  aunt  had 
mentioned  to  me  that  there  was  that  opening,  and  that  I  be- 
lieved I  should  like  it  very  much.  That  I  was  strongly  in- 
clined to  like  it,  and  had  taken  immediately  to  l^e  proposal 
That  I  codld  not  absolutely  pledge  myself  to  fike  it,  until  I 
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knew  something  more  about  it.     That  although  it  was  HtUe 
else  than  a  matter  of  form,  I  presumed  I  should  have  an  op-        t| 
portonity  of  trying  how  I  liked  it ,  before  I  bound  myself  to  it 
irrevocably. 

"Oh  surely f  surely!"  said  Mr.  Spenlow.  "We  always, 
in  this  house,  propose  a  month — an  initiatory  month.  I  should 
be  happy,  myself,  to  propose  two  months  —  three  —  an  inde- 
finite period,  in  fkct  —  but  I  have  a  partner.    Mr.  Jorkins.*' 

"And  the  premium.  Sir,'*  I  returned,  "is  a  thousand 
pounds?" 

"And  the  premium.  Stamp  included,  is  a  thousand 
pounds,"  said  Mr.  Spenlow.  "As  I  have  mentioned  to  Miss 
Trotwood,  I  am  actuated  by  no  mercenary  considerations; 
few  men  are  less  so,  I  believe;  but  Mr.  Jorkins  has  his  opi- 
nions on  these  subjects,  and  I  am  bound  to  respect  Mr.  Jor- 
kin8*8  opinions.  Mr.  Jorkins  thinks  a  thousand  pounds  too 
little,  in  short." 

"I  suppose.  Sir,"  said  I,  still  desiring  to  spare  my  aunt, 
"that  it  is  not  the  ci^tom  here,  if  an  articled  clerk  weire par- 
ticularly usefy ,  and  %iade  himself  a  perfect  master  of  his  pro- 
fession— *'  I  could  not  help  blushing,  this  looked  so  like 
praising  myself  —  "I  suppose  it  is  not  the  custom ,  in  the  later  ^  . 
years  of  his  time,  to  allow  him  any  —  "  • 

Mr.  Spenlow,  by  a  great  effort,  just  lifted  his  head  fkr 
enough  out  of  his  cravat  to  shake  it,  and  answered,  anticipa- 
ting the  word  *  *  salary : " 

"No.  I  will  not  say  what  consideration  I  might  give  to 
that  point  myself,  Mr.  Copperfield,  if  I  were  unfettered. 
Mr.  Jorkins  is  immovable." 

I  was  quite  dismayed  by  the  idea  of  this  terrible  Jorkins. 
But  I  found  out  afterwards  that  he  was  a  mild  man ,  of  a  heavy 
temperament,  whose  place  in  the  business  was  to  keep  himself 
in  the  back-ground,  and  be  constantly  exhibited  by  name  as 
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the  most  obdurate  and  mthless  of  men.  If  a  clerk  wanted  hia 
salary  raised,  Mr.  Jorkins  wouldn't  listen  to  such  a.propo- 
sition.  If  a  client  were  slow  to  settle  his  bill  of  costs,  Mr. 
Jorkins  was  resolved  to  have  it  paid ;  and  however  painful 
these  thixigs  might  be  (and  always  were)  to  the  feelings  of 
Mr.  Spenlow,  Mr.  Jorkins  would  have  his  bond.  The  heart 
and  hand  of  the  good  angel  Spenlow  would  have  been  always 
open,  but  for  the  restraining  demon  Jorkins.  As  I  have 
grown  older,  I  think  I  have  had  experience  of  some  other 
houses  doing  business  on  the  principle  of  Spenlow  and 
Jorkins  1 

It  was  settled  that  I  should  begin  my  month's  probation  as 
soon  as  I  pleased,  and  that  my  aunt  need  neither  remain  in 
town  nor  return  at  its  expiration ,  as  the  articles  of  agreement, 
of  which  I  was  to  be  the  subject ,  could  easily  be  sent  to  her  at 
home  for  her  signature.  When  we  had  got  so  far,  Mr.  Spen- 
low offered  to  take  me  into  Court  then  and  there,  and  show 
me  what  sort  of  place  it  was.  As  I  was  willing  enough  to  know, 
we  went  out  with  this  object,  leaving  my  aunt  behind;  who 
would  trust  herself,  she  said,  in  no  su^  place,  and  who,  I  ^ 
think,  regarded  all  Courts  of  Law  as  a  sort  of  powder-mills^ 
that  might  blow  up  at  any  time.  ^ 

Mr.  Spenlow  conducted  me  through  a  piiiyed  courlyard 
formed  of  grave  brick  houses,  which  I  inferred,  from  the 
Doctors'  names  upon  the^doOrs,  to  be  the  ofBcial  abiding- 
places  of  the  learned  advocates  of  whom  Steerforth  had  told 
me;  and  into  a  large  dull  room^  not  unlike  a  chapel  to  my 
thinking ,  on  the  left  hand.  The  upper  part  of  this  room  was 
fenced  off  from  the  rest;  and  there,  on  the  two  sides  of  a 
raised  platform  of  the  horse-shoe  form,  sitting  on  easy  old- 
fashioned  dining-room  chairs,  were  sundry  gentlemen  in  red 
gowns  and  grey  wigs,  whom  I  found  to  be  the  Doctors  afor&- 
B^d.    Blinking  over  a  little  desk  like  a  pulpit-desk,  in  the 
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curve  of  the  horse-shoo,  was  an  old  gentleman,  whom,  if  I 
had  seen  him  in  an  aviary,  I  should  certainly  have  taken  for 
an  owl,  but  who  I  learned  was  the  presiding  judge.  In  the 
space  within  the  horse-shoe,  lower  than  these,  that  is  to  say, 
on  about  the  level  of  the  floor,  were  sundry  other  gentlemen, 
of  Mr.  Spenlow's  rank,  and  dressed  like  him  in  black  gowns 
with  white  fur  upon  them,  sitting  at  a  long  green  table. 
Their  cravats  were  in  general  stiff,  I  thought,  and  their  looks 
haughty;  but  in  this  last  respect  I  presently  conceived  I  had 
done  them  an  injustice,  for  when  two  or  three  of  them  had  to 
rise  and  answer  a  question  of  the  presiding  dignitary ,  I  never 
saw  anything  more  sheepish.  The  public,  represented  by  a 
boy  with  a  comforter,  and  a  shabb)^ genteel  man  secretly 
eating  crumbs  out  of  his  coat  pockets,  was  warming  itself  at 
a  stove  in  the  centre  of  the  Court.  The  languid  stillness  of 
the  place  was  only  broken  by  the  chirping  of  this  fire  and  by 
the  voice  of  one  of  the  Doctors ,  who  was  wandering  slowly 
through  a  perfect  library  of  evidence,  and  stopping  to  put  up, 
from  time  to  time,  at  little  roadside  inns  of  argument  on  the 
journey.  Altogether,  I  have  never,  on  any  occasion,  made 
one  at  such  a  cosey,  dosey,  old-fashioned,  time-forgotten, 
-sleepy-headed  little  family-party  in  all  my  life;  and  I  felt  it 
would  be  quite  a  soothing  opiate  to  belong  to  it  in  any  cha- 
racter —  except  perhaps  as  a  suitor. 

Very  well  satisfied  with  the  dreamy  nature  of  this  retreat,  I 
informed  Mr.  Spenlow  that  I  had  seen  enough  for  that  time, 
and  we  rejoined  my  aunt;  in  company  with  whom  I  presently 
departed  from  the  Commons,  feeling  very  young  when  I  went 
out  of  Spenlow  and  Jorkins's,  on  account  of  the  clerks  poking 
one  another  witii  their  pens  to  point  me  out. 

We  arrived  at  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields  without  any  now  ad- 
▼entnrcs,  excepUencountering  an  unlucky  donkey  in  a  coster- 
monger's  cart,  who  suggested  painful  associations  to  my  an* ' 
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We  had  another  long  talk  about  my  plans,  when  we  were  safe- 
ly housed;  and  as  I  knew  she  was  anxious  to  get  home,  and, 
between  6re,  food,  and  pickpockets,  could  neyer  be  consider- 
ed at  her  ease  for  half-an-hour  in  London,  I  urged  her  not  to 
be  uncomfortable  on  my  account,  but  to  leare  me  to  take  care 
of  myself. 

"I  have  not  been  here  a  week  to-morrow,  without  con- 
sidering that  too,  my  dear,**  she  returned.  **  There  is  a  fur- 
nished little  set  of  chambers  to  be  let  in  the  Adelphi,  Trot, 
which  ought  to  suit  you  to  a  marvel.** 

With  this  brief  introduction,  she  produced  from  her  pocket 
An  advertisement,  car^uUy  cut  out  of  a  newspaper,  setting 
forth  that  in  Buckingham  Street  in  the  Adelphi  there  was  to  be 
let,  furnished,  with  a  view  of  the  river,  a  singularly  desirable, 
and  compact  set  of  chambers,  forming  a  genteel  residence  for 
a  young  gentleman,  a  member  of  one  of  the  Inns  of  Court,  or 
otherwise,  with  immediate  possession.  Terms  moderate,  and 
could  be  taken  for  a  month  only  if  required. 

**  Why,  this  is  the  very  thing,  aunt!  **  sdd  I,  flushed  with  the 
possible  dignity  of  living  in  chambers. 

*'Then  come,'*  replied  my  aunt,  immediately  resuming  the 
bonnet  she  had  a  minute  before  laid  aside.  "We  *11  go  and 
look  at  *em.** 

Away  we  went.  The  advertisement  directed  us  to  apply  to 
Mrs.  Crupp  on  the  premises,  and  we  rung  the  are^bell,  which 
we  supposed  to  communicate  with  Mrs.  Crupp.  \ft  was  not 
until  we  had  rung  three  or  four  times  that  we  could  prevail  on 
*  Mrs.  Crupp  to  communicate  with  us,  but  at  last  she  appeared, 
being  a  stout  lady  with  a  flounce  of  flannel  petticoat  below  a 
nankeen  gown. 

"Let  us  see  these  chambers  of  yours,  if  yotf  please,  Ma'am, 
said  my  aunt. 
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*'For  thts  gentleman?**  said  Mrs.  Crupp,  feeling  in  her 
po<:lcet  fof  her  keys. 

"Yes,  for  mj  nephew,**  said  my  aunt. 

''And  a  sweet  set  they  is  for  sich !  **  said  Mrs.  Cmpp. 

So  we  went  up-stairs.  ^ 

They  were  on  the  top  of  the  house  —  a  great  point  with  my 
annt,  being  near  the  fire-escape  —  and  consisted  of  a  little 
half-blind  entry  where  you  could  see  hardly  anything,  a  little 
stone-blind  pantry  where  you  could  see  nothing  at  all,  a  sit- 
ting-room, and  a  bed-room.  The  furniture  was  rather  faded, 
but  quite  good  enough  for  me ;  and,  sure  enough,  the  river  was 
outside  the  windows. 

As  I  was  delighted  with  the  place,  my  aunt  and  Mrs.  Cmpp 
withdrew  into  the  pantry  to  discuss  the  terms,  while  I  remain- 
ed on  the  sitting-room  sofa,  hardly  daring  to  think  it  possible 
that  I  could  be  destined  to  live  in  such  a  noble  residence. 
After  a  single  combat  of  some  duration  they  returned,  and  I 
saw,  to  my  joy,  both'  iotMrs.  Crupp*s  countenance  and  in  my 
aunt*s,  that  the  deed  was  done. 

"  Is  it  the  last  occupant*s  furniture?**  inquired  my  aunt. 

"Yes  it  is,  Ma*am,**  said  Mrs.  Crupp. 

••  What 's  become  of  him?  **  asked  my  aunt. 

Mrs.  Crupp  was  taken  with  a  troublesome  cough,  in  the 
midst  of  which  she  articulated  with  much  difficulty.  "He  was 
took  ill  here,  Ma*am,  and  —  ugh !  ugh !  ugh !  dear  me !  —  and 
he  died.** . 

"Hey  I    What  did  he  die  of?  **  asked  my  aunt. 

"Well,  Ma'am,  he  died  of  drink,**  said  Mrs.  Crupp  in  con- 
fidence.   "And  smoke.'* 

"Smoke?    You  don*t  mean  chimneys?**  said  my  aunt. 

"No,  Ma*am,**  returned  Mrs/  Crupp.    "  Cigars  and  jJipes." 

** That's  not  catching,  Trot,  at  any  rate,*'  remarked  my 
aunt,  turning  to  me. 
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"No,  indeed,"  said  I. 

In  short,  my  aunt,  seeing  how  enraptured  I  vas  with  the 
premises,  took  them  for  a  month,  with  leave  to  remain  for 
twelve  months  when  that  time  was  out.  Mrs.  Crupp  was  to 
find  linen,  and  to  cook;  every  other  necessary  was  already 
provided ;  and  Mrs.  Crupp  expressly  intimated  that  she  should 
always  yearn  towards  me  as  a  son.  I  was  to  take  possession 
the  day  after  to-morrow,  and  Mrs.  Crupp  said  thank  Heaven 
she  had  now  found  summun  she  could  care  for ! 

On  our  way  back,  my  aunt  informed  me  how  she  confidently 
trusted  that  the  life  I  was  now  to  lead  would  make  me  firm  and 
self-reliant,  which  was  all  I  wanted.  She  repeated  this  several 
times  next  day,  in  the  intervals  of  our  arranging  for  the  trans- 
mission of  my  clothes  and  books  from  Mr.  Wickfield^s;  relative 
to  which,  and  to  all  my  late  holiday,  I  wrote  a  long  letter  to 
Agnes,  of  which  my  aunt  took  charge,  as  she  was  to  leave  on 
the  succeeding  day.  Not  to  lengthen  these  particulars,  I  need 
only  add,  that  she  made  a  handsome  provision  for  all  my  pos- 
sible wants  during  my  month  of  trial ;  that  Steerforth ,  to  my 
great  disappointment  and  hers  too ,  did  not  make  his  ap- 
pearance before  she  went  away ;  that  I  saw  her  safely  seated  in 
the  Dover  coach,  exulting  in  the  coming  discomfiture  of  the 
vagrant  donkeys,  with  Janet  at  her  side;  and  that  when  the 
coach  was  gone,  I  turned  my  face  to  the  Adelphi,  pondering 
on  the  old  days  when  I  used  to  roam  about  its  subterranean 
arches,  and  on  the  happy  changes  which  had  brought  me  to  the 
surface. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

My  first  dissipalion. 

It  was  a  wonderfally  fine  thing  16  have  that  lofty  castle  to 
myself,  and  to  feel,  when  I  shut  my  outer  door,  like  Robinson 
Crusoe,  when  he  had  got  into  bis  fortification,  and  pulled  his 
ladder  up  after  him.  It  was  a  wonderfully  fine  thing  to  walk 
about  town  with  the  key  of  my  house  in  my  pocket,  and  to 
know  that  I  could  ask  any  fellow  to  come  home,  and  make 
quite  sure  of  its  being  inconyenient  to  nobody,  if  it  were  not. 
80  to  me.  It  was  a  wonderfully  fine  thing  to  let  myself  in  and 
out,  and  to  come  and  go  without  a  word  to  any  one,  and  to 
ring  Mrs.  Crupp  up,  gasping,  from  the  depths  of  the  earth, 
when  I  wanted  her  —  and  when  she  was  disposed  to  come. 
All  this,  I  say,  was  wonderfully  fine;  but  I  must  say,  tDo, 
that  there  were  times  when  it  was  very  dreary. 

It  was  fine  in  the  morning,  particularly  in  the  fine  morn- 
ings. It  looked  a  very  fresh,  free  life,  by  daylight:  still 
fresher,  and  more  free,  by  sunlight.  But  as  the  day  declined, 
the  life  seemed  to  go  down  too.  I  don*t  know  how  it  was;  it 
seldom  looked  well  by  candle-light.  I  wanted  somebody  to 
talk  to,  then.  I  missed  Agnes.  I  found  a  tremendous  blank, 
in  the  place  of  that  smiling  repository  of  my  confidence. 
Mrs.  Crupp  appeared  to  be  a  long  way  off.  I  thought  about 
my  predecessor,  who  had  died  of  drink  and  smoke;  and  I 
could  have  wished  he  had  been  so  good  as  to  live,  and  not 
bother  me  with  his  decease. 

After  two  days  and  nights ,  I  felt  as  if  I  had4ived  there  for 
a  year,  and  yet  I  was  not  an  hour  older,  but  was  quite  as  much 
tormented  by  my  own  yonthfulness  as  ever. 
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Steerforth  not  yet  appearing,  which  induced  me  to  appre- 
hend that  he  must  be  iU,  I  left  the  Commons  early  on  the 
third  day,  and  walked  out  to  Highgate.  Mrs.  Steerforth  was 
very  glad  to  see  me ,  and  siud  that  he  had  gone  away  with  one 
of  his  Oxford  friends  to  see  another  who  lived  near  St.  Albans, 
but  that  she  expected  him  to  return  to-morrow.  I  was  so 
fond  of  him,  that  I  felt  quite  jealous  of  his  Oxford  friends. 

•As  she  pressed  me  to  stay  to  dinner,  I  remained,  and  I 
believe  we  talked  about  nothing  but  him  all  day.  I  told  her 
how  much  the  people  liked  him  at  Yarmouth,  and  what  a 
delightful  companion  he  had  beep.  Miss  Dartle  was  full  of 
hints  and  mysterious  questions,  but  took  a  great  interest  in 
all  our  proceedings  there,  and  said,  ''Was  it  really,  though?  *' 
and  so  forth,  so  often,  that  she  got  everything  out  of  me  she 
wanted  to  know.  Her  appearance  was  exactly  what  I  have 
described  it,  when  I  first  jsaw  her;  but  the  society  of  the  two 
ladies  was  so  agreeable,  and  came  so  natural  to  me,  that  I 
felt  myself  falling  a  little  in  love  with  her.  I  could  not  help 
thinking,  several  times  in  the  course  of  the  evening,  and  par^ 
ticularly  when  I  walked  home  at  night,  what  delightful  com- 
pany she  would  be  in  Buckingham  Street. 

I  was  taking  my  coffee  and  roll  in  the  morning,  before 
going  to  the  Commons  —  and  I  may  observe  in  this  place  that 
it  is  surprising  how  much  coffee  Mrs.  Crupp  used,  and  how 
weak  it  was,  considering  —  when  Steerforth  himself  walked 
in,  to  my  unbounded  joy. 

*'My  dear  Steerforth,"  cried  I,  <<I  began  to  think  I  should 
never  see  you  again !  '* 

"I  was  carried  off,  by.  force  of  arms,*'  said  Steerforth, 
"  the  very  next  morning  after  I  got  home.  Why,  Daisy,  what 
a  rare  old  bachelor  you  are  here  I  '* 

I  showed  him  over  the  establisment,  not  omitting  the 
pantry,  with  no  little,  pride,  and  he  commended  it  hi^ily. 
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''I  tell  yoa  what,  old  boy/*  he  added,  **I  shall  make  quite 
a  town -house  of  this  place,  unless  yeir  give  me  notice  to 
quit-  --.^       ^ 

This  was  a  delightful  hearings  I  told  him  if  he  waited  for 
that,  he  would  have  to  wait  till  doomsday. 

^'But  you  shall  hare  some  breakfast!"  said  I,  with  my 
hand  on  the  bell-rope,  "and  Mrs.  Crupp  shall  make  you  some 
fresh  coffee,  and  I  *11  toast  you  some  bacon  in  a  bachelor*s 
Dutch-oven  that  I  have  got  here.** 

"No,  no!'*  said  Steerforth.  "Don't  ring!  I  can't!  I 
am  going  to  breakfast  with  one  of  these  fellows  who  is  at  the 
Piazza  Hotel,  in  Covent  Garden.** 

"But  you  *U  come  back  to  dinner?  '*  siud  I. 

"I  can*t,  upon  my  life.  There  *s  nothing  I  should  like 
better,  but  I  must  remain  with  these  two  fellows.  We  are  all 
three  off  together  to-morrow  morning.  *  * 

"  Then  bring  them  here  to  dinner,'*  I  returned.  " Do  you 
think  they  would  come  ? '  *  / 

"Oh!  they  would  come  fast  enough,**  said  Steerforth; 
"but  we  should  inconvenience  you.  You  h^^^better  ccme 
and  dine  with  us  somewhere.** 

I  would  not  by  any  means  consent  to  this,  for  it  occurred 
to  me  that  I  really  ought  to  have  a  little  house  warming ,  and 
that  there  never  could  be  a  better  opportunity.  I  had  a  new 
pride  in  my  rooms  after  bis  approval  of  them,  and  burned 
witb  a  desire  to  develop  their  utmost  resources.  I  therefore 
made  him  promise  positively  in  the  names  of  his  two  friends, 
and  we  appointed  six  o'clock  as  the  dinner-hour. 

When  he  was  gone,  I  rang  for  Mrs.  Crupp,  and  acquainted 
her  with  my  desperate  design.  Mrs.  Crupp  said,  in  the  ^rst 
place,  of  course  it  was  well  known  she  couldn't  be  expected 
to  wait,  but  she  knew  a  handy  young  man,  who  she  thought 
could  be  prevafled  upon  to  do  it,  and  whose  terms  would  be 
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five  shillings ,  and  irhat  I  pleased.  I  said,  certainly  we  would 
have  him.  Next,  Mrs.  Crupp  said  it  was  clear  she  couldn*t 
be  in  two  places  at  once  (which  I  felt  to  be  reasonable),  and 
that  "a  young  gal*'  stationed  in  the  pantry  with  a  bed-room 
candle,  there  never  to  desist  from  washing  plates ,  would  be 
indispensable.  I  said,  what  would  be  the  expense  of  this 
young  female,  and  Mrs.  Crupp  said  she  supposed  eighteen- 
pence  would  neither  make  me  nor  break  me.  I  said  I  sup- 
posed not;  and  that  was  settled.  Then  Mrs.  Crupp  said. 
Now  about  the  dinner. 

It  was  a  remarkable  instance  of  want  of  forethought  on  the 
part  of  the  ironmonger  who  had  made  Mrs.  Crupp's  kitchen 
fire-place,  Uiat  it  was  capable  of  cooking  nothing  but  chops 
and  mashed  potatoes.  As  to  a  fish-kittle,  Mrs.  Crupp  said, 
well!  would  I  otily  come  and  look  at  the  range.  She  couIdn*t 
say  fairer  than  that.  Would  I  come  and  look  at  it?  As  I 
should  not  have  been'much  the  wiser  if  I  had  looked  at  it,  I 
declined,  and  said,  "Never  mind  fish."  But  Mrs.  Crupp 
said.  Don't  say  that;  oysters  was  in,  and  why  not  them?  So 
that  was  settled.  Mrs.  Crupp  then  said  what  she  would  recom- 
mend would  be  this.  A  pair  of  hot  roast  fowls  —  froni  the 
pastry-cook's ;  a  dish  of  stewed  beef,  with  vegetables  —  from 
the  pastry-cook's ;  two  little  comer  things,  as  a  raised  pie  and 
a  dish  of  kidneys  —  from  the  pastry-cook's ;  a  tart,  and  (if  I 
liked)  a  shape  of  jelly  ^  from  the  pastry-cook's.  This,  Mrs. 
Crupp  said,  would  leave  her  at  full  liberty  to  coneontrate  her 
mind  on  the  potatoes,  and  to  serve  up  the  cheese  and  celery 
as  she  could  wish  to  see  it  done. 

I  acted  on  Mrs.  Crupp's  opinion,  and  gave  the  order  at  the 
pastry-cook's  myself.  Walking  along  the  Strand,  afterwards, 
and  observing  a  hard  mottled  substance  in  the  window  of  a 
ham  and  beef  shop,  which  resembled  marble,  but  was  labelled 
''Mock  Turtle,"  I  went  in  and  bought  a  slab  of  it,  which  I  have 
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since  seen  reason  to  believe  would  have  sufficed  for  fifteen 
people.  This  preparation,  Mrs.  Grupp,  after  some  difficulty, 
consented  to  warm  up ;  and  it  shrunk  so  much  in  a  liquid  state, 
that  we  found  it  what  Steerforth  called  "rather  a  tight  fit*'  for 
four. 

These  preparations  hs^pily  completed,  I  bought  a  little 
dessert  in  Covent  Garden  Market,  and  gave  a  rather  extensive 
order  at  a  retail  wine-merchant*s  in  that  vicinity.  When  I 
came  home  in  the  afternoon,  and  saw  the  bottles  drawn  up  in 
a  square  on  the  pantry-fioor,  they  looked  so  numerous  (though 
there  were  two  missing,  which  made  Mrs.  Crupp  very  uncom- 
fortable), that  I  was  absolutely  frightened  at  them. 

One  of.  Steerforth 's  friends  was  named  Grainger,  and  the 
other  Markham.  They  were  both  very  gay  and  lively  fellows ; 
Grainger, something olderthan Steerforth;  Markham,  youth- 
fol-looking,  andl  should  say  not  more  than  twenty.  I  observed 
that  the  latter  always  spoke  of  himself  indefinitely,  as  "a 
mans"  and  seldom  or  never  in  the  first  person  singular. 

^  A  man  might  get  on  very  well  here»  Mr.  Copperfield,'* 
said  Markham  -^  meaning  himself. 

**It's  not  a  bad  situation,"  said  I,  "and  the  rooms  are 
really  commodious." 

"I  hope  yott  have  both  brought  appetites  with  you?"  said 
Sfteerfovth. 

**UpoD  my  honour,"  returned  Markham,  "town  seems  to 
riiarpen  a  man's  appetite,  A  man  is  hungry  all  day  long.  A 
man  is  perpetuidly  eating." 

Being  a  little  embarrassed  at  first,  and  feeUng  much  too 
young  to  preside,  I  made  Steerforth  take  the  head  of  the  table 
when  dinner  was  announced,  and  seated  myself  opposite  to 
binft.  Everything  was  very  good;  we  did  not  spare  the  wine; 
and  be  exerted  himself  so  brilliantly  to  make  the  thing  pass  off 
well,  that  there  was  no  pause  in  our  festivity.  I  was  not  quite 
^David  Copper  field.  JI,  10 
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such  good  compAny  during  dinner,  as  I  could  have  wished  to 
be,  for  my  chair  was  opposite  the  door,  and  my  attention  was 
distracted  by  observing  that  the  hand)'  young  man  went  out  of 
the  room  very  oilen,  and  that  his  shadow  always  presented 
itself,  immediately  afterwards,  on  the  wall  of  the  entry,  with  a 
bottle  at  its  mouth.  The  '* young  gal"  likewise  occasioned 
me  some  uneasiness :  not  so  much  by  neglecting  to  wash  the 
plates,  as  by  breaking  them.  For  being  of  an  inquisitive  dis- 
position, and  unable  to  confine  herself  (as  her  positive  instruc- 
tions were)  to  the  pantry,  she  was  constantly  peering  in  at  us, 
and  constantly  imagining  herself  detected;  in  which  belief,  she 
several  times  retired  upon  the  plates  (with  which  she  had  care- 
fully paved  the  floor),  and  did  a  great  deal  of  destruction. 

These,  however,  were  small  drawbacks,  and  easily  for- 
gotten when  the  cloth  was  cleared,  and  the  dessert  put  on  the 
table ;  at  which  period  of  the  entertainment  the  handy  young 
man  was  discovered  to  be  speechless.  Giving  him  private  di- 
rections to  seek  the  society  of  Mrs.  Crupp,  and  to  remove  the 
''young  gal*'  to  the  basement  also,  I  abandoned  myself  to 
enjoyment. 

I  began,  by  being  singularly  cheerful  and  light-hearted; 
all  sorts  of  half- forgotten  things  to  talk  about,  came  rushing 
into  my  mind,  and  made  me  hold  forth  in  a  most  unwonted 
manner.  I  laughed  heartily  at  my  own  jokes,  and  everybody 
else^s;  called  Steerforth  to  order  for  not  passing  the  wine; 
made  several  CQgagements  to  go  to  Oxford;  announced  that  I 
meant  to  have  a  dinner  party  exactly  like  that,  once  a  Week 
until  further  notice;  and  madly  took  so  much  snuff  out  of 
6rainger*s  box,  that  I  was  obliged  to  go  into  the  pantry,  and 
have  a  private  fit  of  sneezing  ten  minutes  long. 

I  went  on,  by  passing  the  wine  faster  and  faster  yet,  and 
continually  starting  up  with  a  corkscrew  to  open  more  wine, 
long  before  any  was  needed.    I  proposed  Steerfortb*8  health. 
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I  said  he  was  my  dearest  friend,  tli©  protector  of  my  boyhood, 
and  the  companion  of  my  prime.  I  said  I  was  delighted  to  pro- 
pose his  health.  I  said  I  owed  him  more  obligations  than  I 
could  ever  repay,  and  held  him  in  a  higher  admiration  than  I 
conld  ever  express.  I  finished  by  saying,  "I  '11  give  you 
SteerforthI  God  bless  him!  Hurrah!**  We  gave  him  three 
times  three,  and  another,  and  a  good  one  to  finish  with.  I 
broke  my  glass  in  going  round  the  table  to  shake  ha'nds  with 
him,  and  I  said  (in  two  words)  **Steerforthyou*rethegui" 
dingstarofmyexist  ence.'* 

I  went  on,  by  finding  suddenly  that  somebody  was  in  the 
middle  of  a  song.  Markham  was  the  singer,  and  he  sang 
"When  the  heart  of  a  man  is  depressed  with  care."  He  said, 
when  he  had  sung  it,  he  would  give  us  '^ Woman!*'  I  took 
objection  to  that,  and  I  couldn*t  allow  it.  I  sflid  it  was  not  a 
respectful  way  of  proposing  the  toast,  andlwould  never  permit 
that  toast  to  be  drunk  in  my  house  otherwise  than  as  *'The 
Ladies  1 "  I  was  very  high  with  him,  mainly  I  think  because  I 
saw  Steerforth  and  Grainger  laughing  at  me  —  or  at  him  — 
or  at  both  of  us.  He  said  a  man  was  not  to  be  dictated  to.  I 
said  a  man  was.  He  said  a  man  was  not  to  be  insulted,  then. 
I  said  he  was  right  there  —  never  under  my  rOof,  where  the 
Lares  were  sacred,  and  the  laws  of  hospitality  paramount.  He 
said  it  was  no  derogation  from  a  man*s  dignity  to  confess  that 
I  was  a  devilish  good  fellow.    I  instantly  proposed  his  health. 

Somebody  was  smoking.  We  were  all  smoking.  /  was 
smoking,  and  trying  to  suppress  a  rising  tendency  to  shudder. 
Steerforth  had  made  a  speech  about  me,  in  the  course  of  which 
I  had  been  affected  almost  to  tears.  I  returned  thanks,  and 
hoped  the  present  company  would  dine  with  me  to-morrow, 
and  the  day  after  —  each  day  at  five  o*clock,  that  we  might 
enjoy  the  pleasures  of  conversation  and  society  through  along 
evening.    I  felt  called  apon  to  propose  an  individual.  I  would 
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give  thorn  my  aunt.    Miss  Betsey  Trotwood,  the  best  of 
her  sex! 

Somebody  was  leaning  out  of  my  bed-room  window,  re- 
freshing his  forehead  against  the  cool  stone  of  the  parapet,  and 
feeling  the  air  upon  his  face.  It  was  myself.  I  was  addressing 
myself  as  "Copperfield,"  and  saying,  "Why  did  you  try  to 
smoke?  You  might  have  known  you  couldit't  do  it."  Now, 
somebody  was  unsteadily  contemplating  his  features  in  the 
looking-glass.  That  was  I  too.  I  was  very  pale  in  die  looking- 
glass  ;  my  eyes  had  a  vacant  appearance ;  and  my  hair  —  only 
my  hair,  nothing  else  —  looked  drunk. 

Somebody  said  to  me,  ''Let  us  go  to  the  theatre,  Coppjor^ 
field  1"  There  was  no  bed-room  before  me,  hut  .agiun  the 
jingling  t«J>le. covered  with  glasses;  the  lamp;  Grainger  on 
my  right  hand,  Markham  on  my  left,  and  Steerforth  opposite 
—  all  sitting  in  a  mist ,  and  a  long  way  off.  The  thea.tre ?  To 
be  sure.  The  very  thing.  Gome  along  1  But  they  must 
excuse  me  if  I  saw  everybody  out  first,  and  turned  the  lamp  off 
•*-  in  case  of  fire. 

Owing  to  some  confusion  in  the  dark,  the  door  was  gone. 
J  was  feeling  for  it  in  the  window-curtainfl,  wben  Steerforth, 
laughing,  took  me  by  the  arm  and  led  me  out.  We  went 
down-stairs,,  one  behind  another.  Near  the  bottom,  some- 
body fell,  and  rolled  down.  Somebody  else  said  it  was  CofH 
perfield.  I  was  angry  at  that  false  report,  until,  finding  my- 
self on  my  back  in  the  passage,  I  be^an  to  think  thece  might  be 
some  foundation  for  it. 

A  veiy  foggy  night,  with  great  rings  round  the  lampa  id  the 
streets  I  There  was  an  indistinct  taUc  of  its  being  wet.  /  con- 
sidered it  froety.  Steerforth  dusted  ane  under  a  kunp-^post, 
and  put  my  hat  into  shape,  which  somebody  produced  fron 
somewhere  in  amost  extraordinary  manner,  for  I  hadn'l  had  it 
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611  b«foro.  Steerfbrth'tiieiv said,  "  ¥oa  aire  ali  righi^  Copper* 
field,  are  you  not?  "  and  I  told  him,  "Nererbenrer." 

A  man,  sitting  in  a  pigeon^faolei^lace',  kioked  out  of  tke 
fog,  and  toolc  money  fW)m  somebody,  inqoiiring  if  I  was  one  of 
the  gendemen  paid  for,  and>  aippeaning  ratfier  doubtful  (as  I 
remember  in  the  glimpse  I  had  of  him)  whether  to  take  the 
money  for  me  or  not.  Shortly  afterwards,,  wewere  vevy  high 
up  in  a  very  hot  theatre,  looking  down  into  a  large  pit,  that 
seemed  to  me  to  smoke;  tlie  people  with  whom  it  was  csam- 
med  were  so  indistinet.  There  was  a  greait  stsige,  too,  looking 
-very  clean  and  smooth  after  the  streets ;  and  theve  were  people 
upon  it,  talking  al)ont  something  or  other.,  but  not  af  all  intel- 
ligibly. There  was  an  abundance  of  brigh*  Hghts,  amd  there 
was  music,  and  there  were  ladie»  dowiv  in^  the  boses,^  and  I 
don't  know  what  more.  The  whole  buBding  looked  to  me ,  as 
if  it  were  leamiiig  to  swim ;  it  conducted  its^f  in  sucfa  an  unac- 
countable matiner,  when  I  tried  to  steady  it.. 

On  somebody's  motion,-  we  resolved  to  go  do«i»-statn  to 
the  cfapes»«boxes,  where  tiber  ladlies  were.  A  genfclemaa  lounging, 
fnH  dressed,  on  a  sofa,  with  anopera-^ass  iahis  hand,  passed 
before  my  view,  and  also  my  own  figure  at  futt  length  m  a  glass. 
Then  I  was  being  ushered  into  one  of  these!  boxes,  and  found 
myself  saying  something  as  I  saft  down',  and  people  about  me 
crying  '* Silence!  "  ta  somebody,  and  Eadies-Gaetiag  indignant 
glances  at  me ,  and  -^  what  I  yes  I  --^  Agnea,  sitting  on  the  seat 
before  me ,  in  the  smne  box ,  with  a  hidy  and  gentleman  beside 
her,  whom  I  didn't  know.  I  see  her  face  now,  better  than  I 
did  then  I  dare  say  ^  with  its  indetible  look  of  regret  and  won* 
der  turned  upon  me. 

*' Agnes  I"  I  said,  thickly,  ""Lcnrblcssmerl  Agnes!  2' 

*'Hn8h  1  Pray  I "  she  answered,  I  could  not  conceive  why. 
«*  You  disturb  the  company.    Look  at  the  stage ! ' ' 

I  tried,  on  her  injunction,  to  fix  it,  and  to  hear  something 
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of  what  was  going  on  there,  but  quite  in  vain.  I  looked  at  her 
again  by-and-by,  and  saw  her  shrink  into  her  comer,  and  put 
her  gloved  hand  to  her  forehead. 

**  Agnes  I "  I  said,    "  Fmafraidyou  Venorwell." 

'*Yes,  yes.  Do  not  mind  me,  Trotwood,*'  she  returned. 
**  Listen !   Are  you  going  away  soon  ?  " 

"  Amigoarawaysoo  ? ' '  I  repeated. 

"Yes." 

I  had  a  stupid  intention  of  replying  that  I  was  going  to  wait, 
to  hand  her  down-stairs.  I  suppose  I  expressed  it,  somehow ; 
for  after  she  had  looked  at  me  attentively  for  a  little  while,  she 
appeared  to  understand,  and  replied  in  a  low  tone : 

"I  know  you  will  do  as  I  ask  you,  if  I  tell  you  I  am  very 
earnest  in  it.  Go  away  now,  Trotwood,  for  my  sake,  and  ask 
your  friends  to  take  you  home." 

She  had  so  far  improved  me,  for  the  time,  that  though  I 
was  angry  with  her,  I  felt  ashamed,  and  with  a  short " Groori  1" 
(which  I  intended  for  "Good  night  1  **)  got  up  and  went  away. 
They  followed,  and  I  stepped  at  once  out  of  the  box-door  into 
my  bed-room,  where  only  Steerforth  was  with  me,  helping  me 
to  undress,  and  where  I  was  by  turns  telling  him  that  Agnes 
was  my  sister,  and  adjuring  him  to  bring  the  corkscrew,  that  I 
might  open  another  bottle  of  wine. 

How  somebody,  lying  in  my  bed,  lay  saying  and  doing  all 
this  over  again,  at  cross  purposes,  in  a  feverish  dream  all  night 
—  the  bed  a  rocking  sea  that  was  never  still!  How,  as  that 
somebody  slowly  settled  down  into  myself,  did  I  begin  to 
parch ,  and  feel  as  if  my  outer  covering  of  skin  were  a  hard 
board;  my  tongue  the  bottom  of  an  empty  kettle,  furred  with 
long  service,  and  burning  up  over  a  slow  fire ;  the  palms  of  my 
hands,  hot  plates  of  metal  which  no  ice  could  cool! 

But  the  agony  of  mind,  the  remorse,  and  shame  I  felt,  when 
I  became  conscious  next  day  I    My  horror  of  having  commit- 
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ted  a  thousand  offences  I  had  forgotten,  and  which  nothing 
could  ever  expiate  —  my  recollection  of  that  indelible  Took 
which  Agnes  had  given  me  —  the  torturing  impossibility  of 
communicating  with  her,  not  knowing,  Beast  that  I  was,  how 
she  came  to  be  in  London,  or  where  she  stayed —  my  disgust 
of  the  very  sight  of  the  room  where  the  revel  had  been  held  — 
my  racking  head  —  the  smell  of  smoke,  the  sight  of  glasses, 
the  impossibility  of  going  out,  or  even  getting  up  I  Oh ,  what 
a  day  it  was! 

Oh,  what  an  evening,  when  I  sat  down  by  my  fir^  to  a  basin 
of  mutton  broth ,  dimpled  all  over  with  fat,  and  thought  I  was 
going  the  way  of  my  predecessor,  and  should  succeed  to  his 
dismal  st6ry  as  well  as  to  his  chambers ,  and  had  half  a  mind  to 
rush  express  to  Dover  and  reveal  all !  What  an  evening,  when 
Mrs.  Crupp,  coming  in  to  take  away  the  broth-basin,  produced 
one  kidney  on  a  cheese-plate  as  the  entire  remains  of  yester- 
day *s  feast,  and  I  was  really  inclined  to  fall  upon  her  nankeen 
breast,  and  say,  in  heartfelt  penitence,  **0h,  Mrs.  Crupp,  Mrs. 
Crapp,  never  mind  the  broken  meats !  I  am  very  miserable !  '* 
—  only  that  I  doubted,  even  at  that  pass,  if  Mrs.  Crupp  were 
quite  the  sort  of  woman  to  confide  in ! 


CHAPTER  IX. 

Good  and  bad  angels. 

I  WAS  going  out  at  my  door  on  the  morning  after  tihat 
deplorableday  of  headache,  sickness,  and  repentance,  with 
an  odd  confusion  in  my  mind  relative  to  the  date  of  my  dinner- 
party, as  if  a  body  of  Titans  had  taken  an  enormous  lever  and 
pushed  the  day  before  yesterday  some  months  back,  when 
I  saw  a  ticket-porter  coming  np-stairs,  with  a  letter  in  his 
hand.  He  was  taking  his  time  about  his  errand,  then;  but 
when  he  saw  me  on  the  top  of  the  staircase,  looking  at  him 
over  the  bannisters,  he  swung  into  a  trot,  and  came  up 
panting  as  if  he  had  run  himself  into  a  state  of  exhaustion. 

'*T.  Copperfield,  Esquire,*'  sdd  the  ticket-poiter,  toach- 
ing  his  hat  with  his  little  cane. 

I  could  scarcely  lay  claim  to  the  name :  I  was  so  disturbed 
by  the  conviction  that  the  letter  came  from  Agnes.  However, 
I  told  him  I  was  T.  Copperfield,  Esquire,  and  he  believed  it, 
and  gave  me  the  letter,  which  he  said  required  an  answer. 
I  shut  him  out  on  the  landing  to  wait  for  the  anewer,  and  went 
into  my  chambers  again ,  in  such  a  nervous  state  that  I  was  fain 
to  lay  the  letter  down  on  my  breakfast-table,  and  familiarise 
myself  with  the  outside  of  it  a  little,  before  I  could  resolve  to 
break  the  seal. 

I  found,  when  I  did  open  it,  that  it  was  a  very  kind  note, 
containing  no  reference  to  my  condidon  at  the  theatre.  All 
it  said,  was,  ''My  dear  Trotwood.  I  am  staying  at  the  house 
of  papa*8  agent,  Mr.  Waterbrook,  in  Ely-place,  Hoibom. 
Will  you  come  and  see  me  to-day,  at  any  time  yon  like  to 
appoint?    Ever  yours  affectionately,  Aonvb." 
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It  took  me  such  a  long  time  to  write  an  answer  at  all  to  my 
satisfaction ,  that  I  don't  Imow  what  the  ticket-porter  can  have 
thought,  unless  he  thought  I  was  learning  to  write.  I  must 
have  written  half  a  dozen  answers  at  least.  I  began  one, 
*'How  can  I  ever  hope,  my  dear  Agnes,  to  efface  from  yoar 
remembrance  the  disgusting  impression'*  —  there  I  didn't  like 
it,  and  then  I  tore  it  up.  I  began  another,  *'Shakspeare  has 
observed,  mj  dear  Agnes,  how  strange  it  is  that  a  man  should 
put  an  enemy  into  his  month"  —  that  reminded  me  of  Mark- 
ham,  and  it  got  no  farther.  I  even  tried  poetry.  I  began 
one  note,  in  a  six-syllable  line,  "Oh  do  not  remember"  — 
but  that  associated  itself  with  the  fifth  of  November,  and 
became  an  absurdity.  After  many  attempts,  I  wrote,  "My 
dear  Agnes.  Your  letter  is  like  you ,  and  what  could  I  say  of 
it  that  would  be  higher  praise  than  that?  I  will  come  at  four 
o'clock.  Affectionately  and  sorrowfully,  T.  C."  With  this 
missive  (which  I  was  in  twenty  minds  at  once  about  recalling, 
as  soon  as  it  was  out  of  my  hands),  the  ticket-porter  at  last 
departed. 

If  the  day  were  half  as  tremendous  to  any  other  profes- 
sional gentleman  in  Doctors'  Commons  as  it  was  to  me,  I  sin- 
cerely believe  he  made  some  expiation  for  his  share  in  that 
rotten  oM  ecclesiastical  cheese*  Although  I  left  the  office  at 
half-past  three  I  and  was  prowling  about  the  place  of  appoint-, 
ment  within  a  few  minutes  afterwards,  the  appointed  time  was 
exceeded  by  a  full  quarter  of  an  hour,  according  to  the  clock 
of  St.  Andrew's,  Holbom,  before  I  could  muster  up  sufficient 
desperation  to  pull  the  private  bell-handle  let  into  the  left- 
hand  door-post  of  Mr.  Waterbrook's  house. 

The  professional  business  of  Mr.  Waterbrook's  establish- 
ment was  done  on  the  ground-floor,  and  the  genteel  business 
(of  which  there  was  a  good  deal)  In  the  upper  part  of  the 
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building.  I  was  shown  into  a  pretty  but  rather  close  drawing- 
room,  and  there  sat  Agnes ,  netting  a  purse. 

She  looked  so  quiet  and  good,  and  reminded  me  so 
strongly  of  my  airy  fresh  school  days  at  Canterbury,  and  the 
sodden,  smoky,  stupid  wretch  I  had  been  the  other  night, 
that,  nobody  being  by,  I  yielded  to  my  self-reproach  and 
shame ,  and  —  in  short,  made  a  fool  of  myself.  I  cannot  deny 
that  I  shed  tears.  To  this  hour  I  am  undecided  whether  it  was 
upon  the  whole  the  wisest  thing  I  could  have  done,  or  the 
most  ridiculous. 

"If  it  had  been  any  one  but  you,  Agnes,*'  said  I,  taming 
away  ray  head,  "I  should  not  have  minded  it  half  so  much. 
But  that  it  should  have  been  you  who  saw  me !  I  ahnost  wish 
I  had  been  dead,  first.'* 

She  put  her  hand  —  its  touch  was  like  no  other  hand  — 
upon  my  arm  for  a  moment;  and  I  felt  so  befriended  and  com- 
forted, that  I  could  not  help  moving  it  to  my  lips ,  and  grate- 
fully kissiujg  it. 

"Sit  down,'*  said  Agnes,  cheerfully.  "Don't  be  unhappy, 
Trotwood.  If  you  cannot  confidently  trust  me,  whom  will 
you  trust?" 

"  Ah ,  Agnes  I  "  I  returned.    "  You  are  my  good  Angel  I " 

She  smiled  rather  sadly,  I  thought,  and  shook  her  head. 

"Yes,  Agnes,  my  good  Angel!  Always  my  good'AngelT* 

"If  I  were,  indeed,  Trotwood,"  she  returned,  "there  is 
one  thing  that  I  should  set  my  heart  on  very  much." 

I  looked  at  her  inquiringly ;  but  already  with  a  foreknow- 
ledge of  her  meaning. 

"On  warning  you,"  said  Agnes,  with  a  steady  glance, 
"against  your  bad  Angel." 

"  My  dear  Agnes ,"  I  began ,  "  if  you  mean  Steerforth  —  '* 

"I  do,  Trotwood,"  she  returned. 

"Then,  Agnes,  you  wrong  him  very  much.    He  my  bad 
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Angel,  or  anyone's  I  He,  anything  bat  a  guide,  a  sapport, 
and  a  friend  to  me  1  My  dear  Agnes !  Now,  is  it  not  unjust, 
and  unlike  you,  to  judge  him  from  what  you  saw  of  me  the 
other  night?  *' 

''I  do  not  judge  him  from  what  I  saw  of  you  the  other 
night,"  she  quietly  replied. 

"From what,  then?" 

"From  many  things — trifles  in  themselves,  but  they  do  not 
seem  to  me  to  be  so,  when  they  are  put  together.  I  judge 
him,  partly  from  your  account  of  him,  Trotwood,  and  your 
character,  and  the  influence  he  has  over  you." 

There  was  always  something  in  her  modest  voice  that 
seemed  to  touch  a  chord  within  me,  answering  to  that  sound 
alone.  It  was  always  earnest;  but  when  it  was  very  earnest, 
as  it  was  now,  there  was  a  thrill  in  it  that  quite  subdued  me. 
I  sat  looking  at  her  as  she  cast  her  eyes  down  on  her  work ; 
I  sat  seeming  still  to  listen  to  her;  and  Steerforth ,  in  spite  of 
all  my  attachment  to  him,  darkened  in  that  tone. 

"It  is  very  bold  in  me,"  said  Agnes,  looking  up  again, 
"who  have  lived  in  such  seclusion,  and  can  know  so  little  of 
the  world,  to  give  you  my  advice  so  confidently,  or  even  to 
have  this  strong  opinion.  But  I  know  in  what  it  is  engendered, 
Trotwood,  —  in  how  true  a  remembrance  of  our  having  grown 
up  together,  and  in  how  true  an  interest  in  all  relating  to  you. 
It  is  that  which  makes  me  bold.  I  am  certain  that  what  I  say 
is  right.  I  am  quite  sure  it  is.  I  feel  as  if  it  were  some  one 
else  speaking  to  you,  and  not  I,  when  I  caution  you  that  you 
have  made  a  dangerous  friend." 

Again  I  looked  at  her,  again  I  listened  to  her  after  she  was 
silent,  and  again  his  image,  though  it  was  still  fixed  in  my 
heart,  darkened. 

"I  am  not  so  unreasonable  as  to  expect,"  said  Agnes, 
resuming  her  usual 'tone,  after  a  little  while,  "that  you  will. 
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or  that  yovL  can,  at  onee,  ebatig^  toy  ientfaue&t  that  has 
become  a  conriction  to  yoo;  least  of  all  &  sentiaaeitt  that 
is  rooted  in  jour  trusting  disposition.  Ton  ooght  not  hastily 
to  do  that.  I  only  ask  you,  Trotwood,  if  you  eirev  think 
of  me  — '  I  mean*'  with  a  quiet  smile,  for  I  was  going  to 
interrupt  her,  and  she  knew  why  ''as  often  as  you  tIJnk  of 
me  —  to  think  of  what  I  have  said.  Do  you  foYgm  me  for 
all  this?" 

"I  will  forgive  you,  Agnes,*'  I  replied,  **wh€ta  you 
come  to  do  Steerforth  justice,  and  to  Kke  faun  at  well  aa 
I  do." 

'* Not  until  then?"  said  Agnes. 

I  saw  a  passing  shadow  on  her  face  when  I  Made  this 
mention  of  him,  but  she  returned  my  smile,  and  we  were 
again  as  unreserved  in  our  mutual  confidence  as  of  old. 

''And  when,  Agnes,"  said  I,  "will  you  fbigiVe  me  the 
other  night?" 

(*  When  I  recall  it,"  said  Agnes. 

She  would  have  dismissed  the  subject  so,  but  I  was 
too  full  of  it  to  allow  that,  and  insisted  on  teiling  her 
how  it  happened  that  I  had  disgraced  myself,  and  what 
chain  of  accidental  circumstances  had  had  the  theatre  fbr 
its  final  link.  It  was  a  great  relief  to  me  to  do  this,  uad 
to  enlarge  on  the  obligation  that  I  owed  to  Steerforth  for 
his  care  of  me  when  I  was  unable  to  take  care  of  myself. 

"You  must  not  forget,"  said  Agnes,  calmly  changing 
the  conversation  as  soon  as  I  had  concluded,  ^thai  you  are 
always  to  tell  me,  not  only  when  you  fall  inte  tro>uible,  b«rt 
when  you  fall  in  love.  Who  has  succeeded  to  MSsf  Laridna, 
Trotwood?" 

"No  one,  Agnes." 

"Some  one,  Trotwood,"  said  Agnes,  kaglwag,  and 
holding  up  her  finger. 
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^'No,  Agnes,  updh  mj  'word!  There  U  a  lady,  cer* 
tainlj,  At  Mrs.  Steerfartiii*js  house,  who  is  verj  clever,  and 
whom  I  JSke  to  talk  to  '-^  Miss  Portle  -<*  hut  I  don't  adore 
her." 

Agnes  Uughed  again  at  her  own  penetration,  and  told 
me  that  if  I  were  foithAiI  to  her  in  my  confidence  she  thought 
she  ehoold  keep  a  Uttle  register  of  my  violent  attadiments, 
with  tibe  date,  duration,  and  termination  of  each,  like  the 
table  of  the  reigns  of  the  kings  and  queens,  in  the  History 
of  England.    Then  she  asked  me  if  I  had  seen  Uriah. 

''OriabHeop?*'  saidl.    '<No.    Is  he  in  London?" 

''fi^  tcomes  to  the  olSce  dewn^stairs,  every  day,"  re- 
iumeA  Agnes.  **  He  was  in  London  a  week  before  me.  I  am 
afcaid  on  disagreeable  business,  Trotwood." 

^Onsome  business  that  makes  you  uneasy.  Agues,  I  see," 
said  L    "AVhat  can  that  be  ?  " 

Agnes  laid  aside  her  work,  and  replied,  fielding  her  hands 
upon  one  eaother,  and  looking  pensively  at  me  out  of  those 
beautiful  soft  eyes  of  hers : 

"I  believe  he  is  going  to  enter  into  partnership  with 
papa." 

^'Wbai?  Uriah?  Tbat  mean,  fawning  fellow,  worm  him- 
self into  such  promotion?"  I  cried,  indignantly*  "Have 
yon  made  no  remonsiarance  about  it,  Agnes?  Consider  what 
a  eosnesion  it  is  likely  to  be.  You  must  speak  out.  You 
must  not  allow  your  father  to  take  such  a  mad  step.  You 
mnat  prevent  it,  Agnes,  while  there  *s  time.". 

S^  looking  at  me,  Agnes  shook  her  head  while  I  was 
speaking,  with  a  faint  smile  at  my  warmth:  and  then  re- 
plied: 

**Yon  remember  our  last  conversation  about  papa?  It 
was  not  long  after  timt  —  not  more  than  two  or  three 
days  —  whien  he  gave  me  the  first  intimation  of  what  I 
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tell  you.  It  was  sad  to  see  liim  struggling  between  his  desire 
to  represent  it  to  me  as  a  matter  of  choice  on  his  part,  and 
his  inability  to  conceal  that  It  was  forced  upon  him.  I  felt 
very  sorry." 

"  Forced  upon  him,  Agnes !   Wh  o  forces  it  upon  him  ?  " 

'* Uriah,"  she  replied,  after  a  moment's  hesitation,  '^has 
made  himself  indispensable  to  papa.  He  is  subtle  and  watch- 
ful. He  has  mastered  papa's  weaknesses,  fostered  them,  and 
taken  advantage  of  them,  until  —  to  say  all  that  I  mean  in  a 
word,  Trotwood,  until  papa  is  afraid  of  him." 

There  was  more  that  she  might  have  said ;  more  that  she 
knew,  or  that  she  suspected ;  I  clearly  saw.  I  could  not  give 
her  pain  by  asking  what  it  was,  for  I  knew  that  she  withheld  it 
from  me,  to  spare  her  father.  It  had  long  been  going  on  to 
this,  I  was  sensible:  yes,  I  could  not  but  feel,  on  the  least 
rellection,  that  it  had  been  going  on  to  this  for  a  long  time. 
I  remained  silent. 

"His  ascendancy  over  papa,"  said  Agnes,  "is  very  great. 
He  professes  humility  and  gratitude  —  with  truth,  perhaps: 
I  hope  so  —  but  his  position  is  really  one  of  power,  and  I  fear 
he  makes  a  hard  use  of  his  power." 

I  said  he  was  a  hound,  which,  at  the  moment,  was  a  great 
satisfaction  to  me. 

"At  the  time  I  speak  of,  as  the  time  when  papa  spoke  to 
me,"  pursued  Agnes,  "he  had  told  papa  that  he  was  going 
away;  that  he  was  very  sorry,  and  unwilling  to  leave,  but 
that  he  had  better  prospects.  Papa  was  very  much  depressed 
then,  and  more  bowed  down  by  care  than  ever  you  or  I  have 
seen  him;  but  he  seemed  relieved  by  this  expedient  of  the 
partnership,  though  at  the  same  time  he  seemed  hurt  by  it  and 
ashamed  of  it." 

"And  how  did  you  receive  it,  Agnes?  " 

"I  did,  Trotwood,"  she  replied,  "whatlhopewasri^ht* 
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Feeling  enre  that  it  was  necessary  for  papa's  peace  that  the 
sacrifice  should  be  made,  I  entreated  him  to  make  it.  I  said 
it  would  lighten  the  load  of  his  life  —  I  hope  it  will  I  —  and  that 
it  would  give  me  increased  opportunities  of  being  his  com- 
panion. Oh,  -Trotwood!"  cried  Agnes,  putting  her  hands 
before  her  face,  as  her  tears  started  on  it,  "I  almost  feel  as 
if  I  had  been  papa's  enemy,  instead  of  his  loving  child.  For 
I  know  how  he  has  altered ,  in  his  devotion  to  me.  I  know 
how  he  has  narrowed  the  circle  of  his  sympathies  and  duties, 
in  the  concentration  of  his  whole  mind  upon  me.  I  know  what 
a  maltitude  of  things  he  has  shut  out  for  my^e,  and  how  his 
anxious  thoughts  of  me  have  shadowed  his  lire,  and  weakened 
his  strength  and  energy,  by  turning 'them  always  upon  one 
idea.  If  I  could  ever  set  this  right  I  If  I  could  ever  work 
oat  his  restoration,  as  I  have  so  innocently  been  the  cause  of 
his  decline  r* 

I  had  never  before  seen  Agnes  cry.  I  had  seen  tears  in 
her  eyes  when  I  had  brought  new  honours  home  from  school, 
and  I  had  seen  them  there  when  we  last  spoke  about  her 
father,  and  I  had  seen  her  turn  her  gentle  head  aside  when 
we  tooit leave  of  one  another;  but  I  had  never  seen  her  grieve 
like  this.  It  made  me  so  sorry  that  I  could  only  say,  in  a 
foolish,  helpless  manner,  "Fray,  Agnes,  don't  f  Don't,  my 
dear  sister!'* 

But  Agues  was  too  superior  to  me  in  character  and  pur- 
pose, as  I  ktiow  well  now,  whatever  I  might  know  or  not  know 
then,  to  be  long  in  need  of  my  entreaties.  The  beautiful,  calm 
manner,  which  makes  her  so  different  in  my  remembrance 
from  everybody  else,  came  back  again,  as  if  a  cloud  had 
passed  from  a  serene  sky. 

**Wc  are  not  likely  to  remain  alone  much  longer,"  said 
Agnes,  "and  while  I  have  an  opportunity,  let  me  earnestly 
en^eat  ybii,   Trotwood,   to  be  friendly  to  Uriah.     Don't 
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repel  htm.  Ddn't  resent  (as  I  think  yoo  haye  a  general  dis* 
position  to  do)  what  may  be  uncongenial  to  you  in  him.  He 
may  not  deserve  it,  for  we  know  no  certaip  ill  of  him.  In  any 
case,  think  first  of  papa  and  me  1 " 

Agnes  had  no  time  to  say  more,  for  the  room-door  opened, 
and  Mrs.  Waterbrook,  who  was  a  large  lady  —  or  who  wore  a 
large  dress:  I  don't  exactly  know  which,  for  I  don*t  know 
which  was  dress  and  which  was  lady  —  came  sailing  in.  I  had 
a  dim  recollection  of  haying  seen  her  at  the  theatre,  as  if  I 
had  seen  her  in  a  pale  magic  lantern;  but  she  appeared  to  re- 
member me  perfectly,  and  still  to  suspect  me  of  being  in  a 
state  of  intoxication. 

Finding  by  degrees,  however,  that  I  was  sober,  and 
(I  hope)  that  I  was  a  modest  young  gentleman,  Mrs.  Water- 
brook  softened  towards  me  considerably,  and  inquired, 
firstly,  if  I  went  much  into  the  parks,  and  secondly,  if  I 
went  much  into  society.  On  my  replying  to  both  these 
questions  in  the  negative,  it  occurred  to  me  that  I  fell 
again  in  her  good  opinion ;  but  she  concealed  the  fact  grace- 
fully, and  invited  me  to  dinner  next  day.  X  accepted  the 
invitation,  and  took  my  leave;  making  a  call  on  Uriah  in  the 
office  as  I  went  out,  and  leaving  a  card  for  him  Ih  his  ab- 
sence. 

When  I  went  to  dinner  next  day,  and,  on  the  street-door 
being  opened,  plunged  in  a  vapour-bath  of  haunch  of  mutton, 
I  divined  that  I  was  not  the  only  guest;  for  I  immediately 
identified  the  ticket-porter  in  disguise,  assisting  the  iamily 
servant,  and  waiting  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs  to  carry  up  my 
name.  He  looked,  to  the  best  of  his  ability,  when  he  aske<l. 
me  for  it  confidentially,  as  if  he  had  never  seen  me  befoir^  - 
but  well  did  I  know  him,  and  well  did  he  know  mft.  Con- 
science  made  cowards  of  us  both. 

I  found  Mr.  Waterbrook  to  be  a  middle  aged  gentleioaxi^ 
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with  a  short  throat,  and  a  good  deal  of  shirt-collar,  who  onlj 
wanted  a  black  nose  to  be  the  portrait  of  a  pug-dog.  He  told 
me  he  was  happy  to  have  the  honour  of  making  my  acquain- 
tance; and  when  I  had  paid  my  homage  to  Mrs.  Waterbrook, 
presented  me,  with  much  ceremony,  to  a  very  awful  lady 
in  a  black  velyet  dress,  and  a  great  black  velvet  hat,  whom  I 
remember  as  looking  like  a  near  relation  of  Hamlet's  —  say 
his  aunt.  *"' 

Mrs.  Henry  Spiker  was  this  lady's  name;  and  her  hus- 
band was  there  too;  so  cold  a  man,  that  his  head,  instead 
of  being  grey,  seemed  to  be  sprinkled  with  hoar-frost. 
Immense  deference  was  shown  to  the  Henry  Spikers,  male 
and  female;  which  Agnes  told  me  was  on  account  of  Mr. 
Henry  Spiker  being  solicitor  to  something  or  to  somebody, 
I  foi^et  what  or  which,  remotely  connected  with  the  Trea- 
sury. 

I  found  Uriah  Heep  among  the  company,  in  a  suit  of  black, 
and  in  deep  humility.  He  told  me,  when  I  shook  hands  with 
himy  that  he  was  proud  to  be  noticed  by  me,  and  that  he 
really  felt  obliged  to  me  for  my  condescension.  I  could 
have  wished  he  had  been  less  obliged  to  me,  for  he  hovered 
about  me  in  his  gratitude  all  the  rest  of  the  evening;  and 
whenever  I  said  a  word  to  Agnes,  was  sure,  with  his  shadow- 
less eyes  and  cadaverous  face,  to  be  looking  gauntly  down 
ttpon  ns  from  behind. 

There  were  other  guests  —  all  iced  for  the  occasion,  as  it 
strack  me,  like  the  wine.  But,  thbre^was  one  who  attracted 
my  attention  before  he  came  in ,  on  account  of  my  hearing 
hxBO.  announced  as  Mr.  TraddlesI  My  mind  flew  back  to 
Salem  House;  and  could  it  be  Tommy,  I  thought,  who  used 
to  draw  the  skeletons ! 

I  looked  for  Mr.  Traddles  with  unusual  interest.    He  was. 
a  sober,  steady-looking  young  man  of  retiring  manners,  i^ith 
David  Cepperftdd  U,  11 
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a  comic  head  of  hair,  and  eyes  that  were  rather  wide  qpen; 
and  he  got  into  an  obscure  comer  so  soon,  that  I  had  aome 
difficulty  in  making  him  out.  At  length  I  had  a  good  view  of 
him,  and  either  my  vision  deceived  me,  or  it  was  the  old  un- 
fortunate Tommy. 

I  made  my  way  to  Mr.  Waterbrook,  and  said »  thai  I 
believed  I  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing  an  old  school-fellow 
there. 

'* Indeed?**  said  Mr.  Waterbrook,  surprised.  ''You  are 
too  young  to  have  been  at  school  with  Mr.  Henry  Spiker?  '* 

"Oh,  I  don*t  mean  him!**  I  returned.  ''I  mean  the  gen- 
tleman named  Traddles.** 

"Oh!  Aye,  age!  Indeed!**  said  my  host,  with  mmch 
diminished  interest.    "Possibly.** 

"If  it  *s  really  the  same  person,**  said  I,  glancing  towards 
him,  "it  was  at  a  place  called  Salem  House  where  we  were 
together,  and  he  was  an  excellent  fMlow.** 

"Oh  yes.  Traddles  is  a  good  fellow,**  returned  my  host* 
nodding  his  head  with  an  air  of  toleration;  "  Traddles  is  quite 
a  good  fellow.** 

"It 's  a  curious  coincidence,"  said  I. 

"It  is  really,**  returned  my  host,  "quite  a  coincidence, 
that  Traddles  should  be  here  at  all:  as  Traddles  was  obIj 
invited  this  morning,  when  the  place  at  table,  intended  to  be 
occupied  by  Mrs.  Henry  Spiker*s  brother,  became  vaeaiit»  in 
consequence  of  his  indisposition.  A  very  gentlemanly  nan, 
Mrs.  Henry  Spiker*s  brother,  Mr.  Copperfield.** 

I  murmured  an  assent,  which  was  full  of  feeling »  cim- 
sidering  that  I  knew  nothing  at  all  abonfe'him;  and  I  inquired 
what  Mr.  Traddles  was  by  profession. 

"  Traddles ,"  returned  Mr.  Waterbrook ,  "is  a  young  man 
reading  for  the  bar.  Yes.  He  is  quite  a  good  Mow  «^  no- 
body's enemy  bnt  his  own." 
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'^Ishehifl  own  enemy?"  said  I,  sorry  to  hear  this. 
"Well,"  returned  Mr.  Waterbrook,  pursing  up  his  mouth, 
and  pla3ring  with  his  watch-chain,  in  a  comfortable,  pro- 
sperous sort  of  way.  "I  should  say  he  was  one  of  those  men 
who  stand  in  their  own  lisht.  Yes,  I  should  say  he  would 
never,  for  example,  be  worth  five  hundred  pound.  Traddles 
was  recommended  to  me,  by  a  professional  friend.  Oh  yes. 
Yes.  He  has  a  kind  of  talent,  for  drawing  briefs ,  and  stating 
a  case  in  writing,  plainly.  I  am  able  to  throw  something  in 
Traddles's  way,  in  the  covrse  of  the  year;  something — for 
him  —  considerable.    Oh  yea*    Yes." 

I  was  much  impressed  by  the  extremely  comfortable  and 
satisfied  manner,  in  which  Mr.  Waterbrook  delivered  himself 
of  this  little  word  "Yes,"  every  now  and  then.  There  was 
wonderful  expression  in  it.  It  completely  conveyed  the  idea 
of  a  man  who  had  been  bom ,  tft>t  to  say  with  a  silver  spoon,, 
but  with  a  scaling-ladder,  and  had  gone  on  mounting  all  the 
heights  of  life  one  after  another,  until  now  he  looked,  from 
the  top  of  the  fortifications ,  with  the  eye  of  a  phUosopher  and 
a  patron,  on  the  people  down  in  the  trenches. 

My  reflections  on  thb  theme  were  still  in  progress  when 
dinner  was  announced.  Mr.  Waterbrook  went  down  with 
Hamlet's  aunt.  Mr.  Henry  Spiker  took  Mrs.  Waterbrook. 
Agnes,  whom  I  should  have  liked  to  take  myself,  was  given 
to  a  simpering  fellow  with  weak  legs.  Uriah ,  Traddles ,  and 
I,  aa  the  junior  part  of  the  company,  went  down  last,  how 
we  conld.  I  was  not  so  vexed  at  losing  Agnes  as  I  might  have 
been  since  it  gave  me  an  opportunity  of  making  myself  known 
to  Traddles  on  the  stairs,  who  greeted  me  with  great  fervour : 
while  Uriah  writhed  with  such  obtrusive  satisfaction  and  self- 
abasement,  that  I  could  gladly  have  pitched  him  over  the 
banmaters. 

Traddles  and  I  were  separated  at  table,  being  billeted  ' 
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two  remote  comers:  he  in  the  glare  of  a  red  velvet  lady;  I, 
in  the  gloom  of  Hamlet's  aunt.  The  dinner  was  very  long, 
and  the  conversation  was  about  the  Aristocracy  — ->  and  Blood. 
Mrs.  Waterbrook  repeatedly  told  us,  that  if  she  had  a  weak- 
ness, it  was  Blood. 

It  occurred  to  me  several  times  that  we  should  have  got  on 
better,  if  we  had  not  been  quite  so  genteel.  We  were  so  ex- 
ceedingly genteel ,  that  our  scope  was  very  limited.  A  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Gulpidge  were  of  the  party,  who  had  something  to 
do  at  second-hand  (at  least,  Mr.  Gulpidge  had)  with  the  law 
business  of  the  Bank ;  and  what  with  the  Bank,  and  what  with 
the  Treasury,  we  were  as  exclusive  as  the  Court  Circular. 
To  mend  the  matter,  Hamlet's  aunt  had  the  family  failing  of 
indulging  in  soliloquy,  and  held  forth  in  a  desultory  manner, 
by  herself,  on  every  topic  that  was  introduced.  These  were 
few  enough,  to  be  sure;  but  as  we  always  fell  back  upon 
Blood ,  she  had  as  wide  a  field  for  abstract  speculation  as  her 
nephew  himself. 

We  might  have  been  a  party  of  Ogres,  the  conversation 
assumed  such  a  sanguine  complexion. 

**I  confess  I  am  of  Mrs.  Waterbrook's  opinion,"  said  Mr. 
Waterbrook,  with  his  wine-glass  at  his  eye.  "Other  things 
are  all  very  well  in  their  way,  but  give  me  Blood ! " 

''Ohl  There  is  nothing,"  observed  Hamlet's  aunt,  **ao 
satisfactory  to  one !  There  is  nothing  that  is  so  much  one's 
beau-ideal  of  —  of  all  that  sort  of  thing,  speaking  generally. 
There  are  some  low  minds  (not  many,  I  am  happy  to  believe^ 
but  there  are  some)  that  would  prefer  to  do  what  /  should  call 
bow  down  before  idols.  Positively  Idols!  Before  servicee, 
intellect,  and  so  on.  But  these  are  intangible  points.  Blood 
is  not  so.  We  see  Blood  in  a  nose,  and  we  know  it.  We  meet 
with  jt  in  a  chin ,  and  we  say ,  '  There  it  is  t    That 's  Blood  I ' 
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It  is  an  actual  matter  of  fact.    We  point  it  oat.    It  admits  of 
no  doubt." 

The  simpering  fellow  with  the  weak  legs,  who  had  taken 
Agnes  down,  stated  the  question  more  decisively  yet,  I 
thought. 

*'0h,  you  know,  deuce  take  it,"  siud  this  gentleman, 
looking  round  the  board  with  an  imbecile  smile,  "we  can't 
forego  Blood,  you  know.  We  must  have  Blood,  you  know. 
Some  young  fellows,  you  know,  may  be  a  little  behind  their 
station,  perhaps,  in  point  of  education  and  behaviour,  and 
may  go  a  little  wrong,  you  know,  and  get  themselves  and 
other  people  into  a  variety  of  fixes  —  and  all  that  —  but  deuce 
take  it,  it 's  delightful  to  reflect  that  they  've  got  Blood  in  'em  I 
Myself,  I  'd  rather  at  any  time  be  knocked  down  by  a  man 
who  had  got  Blood  in  him,  than  I  'd  be  picked  up  by  a  man 
who  hadn't  I" 

This  sentiment,  as  compressingfthe  general  question  into 
a  nutshell,  gave  the  utmost  satisfaclaon,  and  brought  the 
gentleman  into  great  notice  until  the  ladies  retired.  After 
that,  I  observed  that  Mr.  Gulpidg^  and  Mr.  Henry  Spiker, 
who  had  hitherto  been  very  distant,  entered  into  a  defensive 
allianee  against  us,  the  common  enemy,  and  exchanged  a 
mysterious  dialogue  across  the  table  for  our  defeat  and  over- 
throw. 

*'  That  affair  of  the  first  bond  for  four  thausand  five  hun- 
dred pounds  has  not  taken  tlie  course  that  was  expected ,  Gul- 
pidge,"  said  Mr.  Henry  Spiker. 

"Do  you  mean  the  D.  of  A.'s?"  said  Mr.  Spiker. 

"TheC.ofB.'s?"  said  Mr.  Gulpidge. 

Mr.  Spiker  raised  his  eye-brows,  and  looked  much  con- 
cerned. \  ^       ^ 

"When  the  question  was  referred  to  Lord  —  I  needn't 
name  him,"  said  Mr.  Gulpidge,  checking  himself —»- ^> 
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«I  aftdapstftnd,"  g»fd  Mr.  Spiker,  "N." 

Mr.  Gulpidge  darkly  nodded  —  "  was  referred  to  him,  his 
answer  wa0,  'Money,  or  no  release.' " 

*'Lord  bless  my  soul ! "  cried  Mr.  Spiker. 

"  'Money,  or  no  release/  "  repeated  Mr.  Gulpidge  firmly* 
**  The  next  in  reversion  —  you  understand  me?  " 

*'  K. "  said  Mr.  Spiker,  with  an  ominous  look. 

**^-K.  then  positively  refused  to  sign.  He  was  attended 
at  New-market  for  that  puxpose,  and  he  point-blank  refused 
to  do  it." 

Mr.  Spiker  was  so  interested,  that  he  became  quite  stony. 

**So  the  matter  rests  at  this  hour,"  said  Mr.  Gulpidge, 
throwing  himself  back  in  his  chair.  ''Our  friend  Waterbrook 
will  excuse  me  if  I  forbear  to  explain  myself  generally,  on  ac- 
count of  the  magnitude  of  the  interests  involved." 

Mr.  Waterbrook  was  only  too  happy,  as  it  appeared  to  mo> 
to  have  such  interests,  and  such  names,  even  hinted  at,  across 
his  table.    He  assumed  an  expression  of  gloomy  intelligence 
(though  I  am  persuaded  he  knew  no  more  about  the  discuBsion 
than  I  did) ,  and  highly  approved  of  the  discretion  that  had 
been  observed.    Mr.  Spiker ,  after  the  receipt  of  such  a  confi- 
dence ,  naturally  desired  to  favour  his  friend  with  a  confidence 
of  his  own ;  therefore  the  foregoing  dialogue  was  succeeded 
by  another,   in  which  it  was  Mr.  Gulpidge's  turn  to  be  sur- 
prised ,  and  that  by  another  in  which  the  surprise  came  i^und 
to  Mr.  Spiker's  turn  again,  and  so  on,  turn  and  turn  about. 
All  this  time  we,  the  outsiders,  remained  oppressed  by  the 
tremendous  interests  involved  iu  the  conversation;  and  our 
host  regarded  us  with  pride,  as  the  victims  of  a  salutary  awe 
and  astonishment. 

I  was  "^ry  glad  indeed  to  get  up-stairs  to  Agnes,  and  to 
talk  with  her  in  a  comer,  and  to  introduce  Traddles  to  her, 
who  w|9^hy ,  but  agreeable,  and  the  same  good-natured  cr«a* 
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tore  still.  As  he  ms  obliged  to  leave  early,  on  aocoQOt  of 
going  away  next  morning  for  a  month,  I  had  not  nearly  eo 
mach  conversation  with  him  as  I  could  have  wished  {  but  we 
exchanged  addresses,  and  promised  ourselves  the  pleasure  of 
another  meeting  when  he  should  come  baek  to  town.  He  was 
greatly  interested  to  hear  that  I  knew  Steerforth,  and  spoke  of 
him  with  such  warmth  that  I  made  him  tell  Agnes  what  he 
thought  of  him.  But  Agnes  only  looked  at  me  the  while ,  and 
▼ery  slightly  shook  her  head  when  only  I  observed  her. 

As  she  was  not  among  people  with  whom  I  believed  she 
could  be  very  much  at  home,  I  was  almost  glad  to  hear  that  she 
WAS  going  away  within  a  few  days,  though  I  was  sorry  at  the 
prospect  of  parting  from  her  again  so  soon.  This  caused  me 
to  remain  until  all  the  company  were  gone.  Conversing  with 
her,  and  hearing  her  sing^  was  such  a  delightful  reminder  to 
me  of  my  happy  life  in  the  grave  old  house  she  had  made  so 
beautiful,  that  I  could  have  remained  there  half  the  Aight ;  but, 
hflvSng  no  excuse  for  staying  any  longer,  when  the  lights  of 
Mr.  Wat^brook*B  society  were  all  snuffad  out,  I  took  my  leave 
very  much  against  my  indination.  I  felt  then,  more  than  ever, 
that  she  was  my  better  Angel;  and  if  I  thought  of  her  sweet 
face  Und  placid  smile,  as  though  they  had  shone  on  mefirom 
some  removed  being,  like  an  Angel,  I  hope  I  thought  no 
harm. 

I  have  eatd  that  the  company  were  all  gone ;  but  I  ought  to 
have  excepted  Uriah,  whom  I  don*t  include  in  that  denomi- 
nation ,  and  who  had  never  ceased  to  hover  near  us.  He  was 
close  behind  me  when  I  went  down-stairs.  He  was  close 
beside  me,  when  I  walked  away  from  the  house ,  slowly  fitting 
his  long  skeleton  fingers  into  the  still  longer  fingers  of  a  great 
d-uy  Fawkes  pair  of  gloves. 

'yhrta  in  no  disposition  for  Uriah's  company,  but  in  remem- 
brance of  the  entreaty  Agnes  had  made  to  me,  that  I  asked 
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him  if  he  would  come  home  to  my  rooms,  and  have  some 
coffee. 

^^Oh,  really,  Master  Copperfield,  *'  he  rejoined,  —  '*I  beg 
your  pardon.  Mister  Copperfield,  but  the  other  comes  so 
natur^,  —  I  don't  like  that  you  should  put  a  constraint  apon 
yourself  to  ask  a  numble  person  like  me  to  your  ouse." 

*' There  is  no  constraint  in  the  case,"  said  I.  "Will  yon 
come?" 

"I  should  like  to,  very  much,"  replied  Uriah,  with  a 
writhe. 

*<  Well ,  then ,  come  along  1 "  said  I. 

I  could  not  help  being  rather  short  with  him,  but  he  ap- 
peared not  to  mind  it.  We  went  the  nearest  way,  without  con- 
versing much  upon  the  road ;  and  he  was  so  humble  in  respect 
of  those  scarecrow  gloves,  that  he  was  still  putting  them  on, 
and  seemed  to  have  made  no  advance  in  that  labour,  when  we 
got  to  my  place. 

I  led  him  up  the  dark  stairs,  to  prevent  his  knocking  his 
head  against  anything,  and  really  his  damp  cold  hand  felt  so 
like  a  frog  in  mine,  that  I  was  tempted  to  drop  it  and  ran  away. 
Agnes  and  hospitality  prevuled,  however,  and  I  condncted 
him  to  my  fireside.  W^hen  I  lighted  my  candles,  he  fell  into 
meek  transports  with  the  room  that  was  revealed  to  him ;  and 
when  I  heated  the  coffee  in  an  unassaming  block-tin  vessel,  in 
which  Mrs.  Grupp  delighted  to  prepare,  it  (chiefly,  I  believe, 
because  it  was  not  intended  for  the  purpose,  being  a  shaving- 
pot,  and  because  there  was  a  patent  ii^ntion  of  great  price 
mouldering  away  in  the  pantry),  he  professed  so  much  emotion, 
that  I  could  joyfully  have  scalded  him. 

'*  Oh,  really.  Master  Copperfield,  —  I  mean  Mister  Copper- 
field,  "  said  Uriah,  "to  see  you  waiting  upon  me  is  what  I  nev^ 
could  have  expected  1  But,  one  way  and  another,  so  many 
things  happen  to  me  which  I  never  could  have  expected,  I  vn. 
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sure,  in  my  nmble  station ,  that  it  seems  to  rain  blessings  on  my 
ed.  Yon  have  heard  something,  I  des-say,  of  a  change  in  my 
expectations,  Master  Copperfield,  —  /  should  say,  Mister 
Copperfield?" 

As  he  sat  on  my  sofa,  with  his  long  knees  drawn  up  under 
his  coffee-cup,  his  hat  and  gloves  upon  the  ground  close  to 
him,  his  spoon  going  softly  round  imd  round,  his  shadowless 
red  eyes,  which  looked  as  if  they  had  scorched  their  lashes  off, 
tamed  towards  me  without  looking  at  me,  the  disagreeable 
dints  I  have  formerly  described  in  his  nostrils  coming  and 
going  with  his  breath,  and  a  snaky  undulation  pervading  his 
frame  from  his  chin  to  his  boots ,  I  decided  in  my  own  mind 
that  I  disliked  him  intensely.  It  made  me  very  uncomfort- 
able to  have  him  for  a  guest ,  for  I  was  young  then ,  and  unused 
to  disguise  what  I  so  strongly  felt. 

"You  have  heard  something,  I  des-say,  of  a  change  in  my 
expectations.  Master  Copperfield,  —  I  should  say,  Mister  Cop- 
perfield?"  observed  Uriah. 
"Yes,"  saidi,  "something." 

"  Ah !  I  thought  Miss  Agnes  would  know  of  it ! "  he  quietly 
returned.  "I  'm  glad  to  find  Miss  Agnes  knows  of  it.  Oh, 
thank  you,  Master  —  Mister  Copperfield! " 

I  could  have  thrown  my  bootjack  at  him  (it  lay  ready  on 
the  rug),  for  having  entrapped  me  into  the  disclosure  of  any- 
thing concerning  Agnes,  however  immaterial.  But  I  oi^y 
drank  my  coffee. 

"  What  a  prophet  ypn  have  shown  yourself,  Mister  Copper- 
field!"  pursued  Uriah.  "Dearm^,  what  a  prophet  you  have 
proved  yourself  to  be!  Don 't  you  remember  saying  to  me 
once,  that  perhaps  I  should  be  a  partner  in  Mr.  Wickfield*s 
business,  and  perhaps  it  might  be  Wickfield  and  Heep!  You 
.  may  not  recollect  it;  but  when  a  person  is  umble,  Master 
Copperfield,  a  person  treasures  such  things  up ! " 
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"1  recollect  talking  about  it/'  said  I,  ** though  I  certainly 
did  not  think  it  very  likely  then." 

'*Ohl  who  would  have  thought  it  likely,  Mister  Copper- 
field  ! "  returned  Uriah ,  enthusiastically,  '* I  am  sure  1  didn't 
myself.  I  recollect  saying  with  my  own  lips  that  I  was  much 
too  umble.     So  I  considered  myself  really  and  trttly.  ** 

He  sat,  with  that  carved  grin  on  his  face,  looking  at  the 
^re ,  as  I  looked  at  him. 

"But  the  umblest  persons,  Master  Copperfield,"  he  pre- 
sently resumed ,  **  may  be  the  instruments  of  good.  I  am  glad 
to  think  I  have  been  the  instrument  of  good  to  Mr.  Wickfield, 
and  that  I  may  be  more  so.  Oh  what  a  worthy  man  he  is. 
Mister  Copperfield,  but  how  imprudent  he  has  beenl  '* 

"I  am  sorry  to  hear  it,"  said  I.  I  could  not  help  adding, 
rather  pointedly,  "on  all  accounts." 

"Decidedly  so,  Mister  Copperfield,"  replied  Uriah.  •^On 
all  accounts.  Miss  Agnes's  above  all!  You  don*t  remember 
your  own  eloquent  expressions.  Master  Copperfield;  but  /re- 
member how  you  said  one  day  that  everybody  muat  admire 
her,  and  how  I  thanked  you  for  it!  You  have  forgot  that,  I 
have  no  doubt,  Master  Copperfield?" 

"  No,"  said  I,  drily. 

"Oh  how  glad  I  am,  you  have  not! "  exclaimed  Uriah.  "  To 
think  that  you  should  be  the  first  to  kindle  the  sparks  of  am- 
bition in  my  umble  breast,  and  that  you  * ve  not  forgot  it !  Oh ! 
—  Would  you  excuse  me  asking  for  a  cup  more  coffee?  " 

Something  in  the  emphasis  he  laid  upon  the  kindling  of 
those  sparkS)  and  something  in  the  glance  he  directed  at  me  as 
he  said  it,  had  made  me  start  as  if  I  had  seen  him  illuminated 
by  a  blaze  of  light*  Kecalled  by  his  request,  preferred  in  quite 
another  tone  of  voice,  I  did  the  honours  of  the  ahaving-pot ;  but 
I  did  them  with  an  unsteadiness  of  hand,  a  sudden  sense  of 
being  no  match  for  him,  and  a  perplexed  suspicioas  aaxiefy  as 
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to  what  he  might  bo  going  to  ia,y  ne^t,  which  I  felt  could  not 
escape  his  observation. 

Ha  said  nothing  at  all.  He  stirred  his  coffee  round  and 
round,  he  sipped  it,  he  felt  his  chin  softly  with  his  grisly  hand) 
he  looked  at  the  fire,  he  looked  about  the  room^  he  gasped 
rather  than  smiled  at  me,  he  writhed  and  undulated  about,  in 
his  deferential  servility,  he  stirred  and  sipped  again,  but  he 
left  the  renewal  of  the  conversation  to  me. 

"So,  Mr.  Wickfield,"  said  I,  at  last,  "who  is  worth  five 
hnn^bred  of  you  -^  or  me; "  for  my  life,  I  think  I  could  not  have 
helped  dividing  that  part  of  the  sentence  with  an  awkward 
jerk;  "has  been  imprudent,  has  he,  Mr.  Heep?" 

"Oh  very  imprudent  indeed,  Master  Copperfield,*'  re- 
turned Uriah,  sighing  modestly.  "Oh  very  much  so!  But 
I  wish  yon  *d  call  me  Ufiah,  if  you  please.  It 's  like  old 
times.'* 

"  Well  1  Uriah,*'  said  I,  bolting  it  out  with  some  difficulty. 

"Thank  youi"  he  returned,  with  fervour.  "Thank  you, 
Master  Copperfieldt  It  *s  like  the  blowing  of  old  breezes  or 
tlie  ringing  of  old  bellses  to  hear  you  say  Uriah.  I  beg  your 
pardon.    Was  I  making  any  observation  ?  " 

''About  Mr.  Wickfield,"  I  suggested. 

**  Oh  I  Yes,  tnfly,"  said  Uriah.  "  Ah !  Qreat  imprudence, 
Master  Copperfield,  It 's  a  topic  that  I  wouldn't  touch  upon, 
to  any  soul  but  you.  Even  to  you  I  can  only  touch  upon  it, 
and  no  more.  If  any  one  else  had  been  in  my  place  during  the 
last  few  years,  by  this  time  he  would  have  had  Mr.  Wickfield 
(oh,  what  a  worthy  man  he  is,  Master  Copperfield,  too ! )  under 
his  thumb.  Un  —  der  —  his  thumb,"  said  Uriah,  very  slowly, 
as  he  stretched  out  his  cruel-looking  hand  above  my  table,  and 
pressed  his  own  thumb  down  upon  it,  until  it  shook)  and  shook 
the  room. 

If  I  had  been  obliged  to  look  at  him  with  his  spIayTott  on 
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Mr.  Wtckfield's  head,  I  think  I  coald  scarcely  haye  hated  him 
more. 
>^  *'0h  dear,  yes,  Master  Copperfield,*'  he  proceeded,  in  a 
soft  voice,  most  remarkably  contrasting  with  the  action  of  his 
thumb,  which  did  not  diminish  its  hard  pressure  in  the  least  de- 
gree, **  there 's  no  doubt  of  it.  There  would  have  been  loss, 
disgrace,  I  don't  know  what  all.  Mr.  Wickfield  knows  it.  I 
am  the  umble  instrument  of  umbly  serving  him,  and  he  puts 
me  on  an  eminence  I  hardly  could  have  hoped  to  reach.  How 
thankful  should  I  be  I"  With  his  face  turned  towards  me,  as 
he  finished,  but  without  looking  at  me,  he  took  his  crooked 
thumb  off  the  spot  where  he  had  planted  it,  and  slowly  and 
thoughtfully  scraped  his  lank  jaw  with  it,  as  if  he  were  shaving 
himself. 

I  recollect  well  how  indignantly  my  heart  beat,  as  I  saw  his 
crafty  face,  with  the  appropriately  red  light  of  the  fire  upon  it, 
preparing  for  something  else. 

'* Master  Copperfield,*'  he  began  —  ''but  am  I  keeping  you 
up?" 

''You  are  not  keeping  me  up.  I  generally  go  to  bed 
late." 

*' Thank  you.  Master  Copperfield!  I  have  risen  from  my 
umble  station  since  first  you  used  to  address  me,  it  is  true ;  but 
I  am  umble  still.  J  hope  I  never  shall  be  otherwise  than  umble. 
You  will  not  think  the  worse  of  my  umbleness,  if  I  make  a  little 
confidence  to  you,  Master  Copperfield  ?    Will  you  ?  *' 

*'  Oh,  no,*^  said  I,  with  an  efibrt. 

"  Thank  you  I "  He  took  out  his  pocket-handkerchief,  and 
began  wiping  the  palms  of  his  hands.  "Miss  Agnes,  Master 
Copperfield  —  " 

"Well,  Uriah?" 

"Oh,  how  pleasant  to  be  called  Uriah,  spontaneously!  *'  he 
cried;  land  gave  himself  «  j«rk,  like  a  convulsive  fish.    *' You 
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thought  her  looking  very  beautiful  to-night,  Master  Copper- 
field?" 

"I  thought  her  looking  as  she  always  does :  superior,  in  all 
respects,  to  every  one  around  her,"  I  returned. 

''Oh,  thank  you!  It  *s  so  true  1 "  he  cried.  "Oh,  thank 
you  very  much  for  that  I " 

''Not  at  ^,*'  I  said,  loftily.  "  There  is  no  reason  why  you 
sho uld  thank  me. " 

"Why  that.  Master  Copperfield,"  said  Uriah,  "is,  in  fact, 
the  confidence  that  I  am  going  to  take  the  liberty  of  reposing. 
Umble  as  I  am,*'  he  wiped  his  hands  harder,  and  looked  at 
them  and  at  the  fire  by  turns,  "umble  as  my  mother  is,  and 
lowly  as  our  poor  but  honest  roof  has  ever  been,  the  image  of 
Miss  Agnes  (I  don't  mind  trusting  you  with  my  secret.  Master^ 
Copperfield,  for  I  have  always  overflowed  towards  you  since 
the  first  moment  I  had  the  pleasure  of  beholding  you  in  a 
poney-shay)  has  been  in  my  breast  for  years.  Oh,.  Master 
Copperfield,  with  what  a  pure  affection  do  I  love  the  ground 
my  Agnes  walks  on ! " 

I  believe  I  had  a  delirious  idea  of  seizing  the  red-hot  poker 
out  of  the  fire,  and  running  him  through  with  it.  It  went  from 
me  with  a  shock,  like  a  ball  fired  from  a  rifle:  but  the  image  of 
Agnes,  outraged  by  so  much  as  a  thought  of  this  red-headed 
animal's,  remained  in  my  mind  when  I  looked  at  him,  sitting 
all  awry  as  if  his  mean  soul  griped  his  body,  and  made  me 
giddy.  He  seemed  to  swell  and  grow  before  my  eyes ;  the 
room  seemed  full  of  the  echoes  of  his  voice ;  and  the  strange 
feeling  (to  which,  perhaps,  no  one  is  quite  a  stranger)  that  all 
this  had  occurred  before,  at  some  indefinite  time,  and  that  I 
knew  what  he  was  going  to  say  next,  took  possession  of  me. 

A  timely  observation  of  the  sense  of  poWer  that  there  was 
in  his  face,  did  more  to  brjng  back  to  my  remembrance  the 
entreaty  of  Agnes ,  in  its  full  force%  than  any  effort  I  could 
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have  made.  I  asked  him,  with  a  better  appearance  of  com* 
posure  than  I  could  have  thought  possible  a  minute  before, 
whether  be  had  made  his  feelings  known  to  Agnes. 

"Oh,  no,  Master  Copperfield I "  he  returned;  "oh  dear, 
no !  Not  to  any  one  but  you.  You  see  I  am  only  just  emerging 
from  my  lowly  station.  I  rest  a  good  deal  of  hope  on  her 
observing  how  useful  I  am  to  her  father  (for  I  trust  to  be  very 
useful  to  him,  indeed.  Master  Copperfield),  and  how  I  smooth 
the  way  for  him,  and  keep  him  straight.  She  's  so  much 
attached  to  her  father,  Master  Goppeifield  (oh  what  a  lovely 
thing  it  is  in  a  daughter!),  that  I  think  she  may  eome,  on  his 
account,  to  be  kind  to  me.*' 

I  fathomed  the  depth  of  the  raseal's  whole  adieme,  and 
understood  why  he  laid  it  bare. 

"If  you  *ll  have  the  goodness  to  keep  my  secret.  Master 
Copperfield,*'  he  pursued,  "and  not,  in  general,  to  go  against 
me ,  I  shall  take  it  as  a  paarticular  favour.  Yon  wouldn't  wish 
to  make  nnpleasantneas.  I  know  what  a  friendly  heart  you  've 
got;  but  having  only  known  me  on  my  umble  footing  (on 
my  umblest,  I  should  say,  for  I  am  very  umble  still),  you 
might,  unbeknown,  go  against  me  rather,  with  my  Agnes. 
.1  call  her  mine,  you  see,  Master  Copperfield.  There  's  a  song 
that, says,  'I  'd  crowns  resign,  to  call  her  minel'  I  hope  to 
doit,  one  of  these  days." 

Dear  Agnes!  So  much  too  loving  and  too  good  for  any 
one  that  I  could  think  of,  was  it  possible  that  she  was  reserved 
to  be  the  wife  of  such  a  wretch  as  thb ! 

"  There  *s  no  hurry  at  present,  yon  know,  Master  Copper- 
field,*'  Uriah  proceeded ,  in  his  slimy  way,  as  I  sat  gajdng  at 
him,  with  this  thought  in  my  mind.  "My  Agnes  is  very 
young  still;  and  mother  and  me  will  have  to  work  our  way 
upards,  and  make  a  good  many  n,ew  arrangements,  before  it 
would  be  quite  eonveni^t.    So  I  shall  hare  time  gradnalljr 
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to  makelier  familiar  with  my  hopes,  as  opportunities  offer. 
Oh,  I  'm  so  much  obliged  to  you  for  this  confidence !  Oh, 
it 's  such  a  relief,  yon  can't  think,  to  know  that  you  under- 
stand our  situation,  and  are  certain  (as  you  wouldn't  wish  to 
make  unpleasantness  in  the  family)  not  to  go  against  me  T* 

He  took  the  hand  which  I  dared  not  withhold,  and  haying 
given  it  a  damp  squeeze,  referred  to  his  pale-faced  watch. 

**  Pear  me  1 "  he  said ,  "  it 's  past  one.  The  moments  slip 
away  so,  in  the  confidence  of  old  times,  Master  Copperfield, 
that  it 's  ahnost  half- past  one ! " 

I  answered  that  I  had  thought  it  was  later.  Not  that  I  had 
really  thought  so,  but  because  my  conversational  powers  were 
effectually  scattered. 

''Dear  me  I"  he  said,  considering.  '*The  ousethatlam 
stopping  at  —  a  sort  of  a  private  hotel  and  boarding  ouse. 
Master  Copperfield ,  near  the  New  Biver  ed  —  will  have  gone 
to  bed  these  two  hours." 

''I  am  sorry,'*  I  returned,  "that  there  is  only  one  bed 
here,  and  that  I  — " 

'*0h,  don't  think  of  mentioning  beds,  Master  Copper- 
field  1"  he  rejoined  ecstatically,  drawing  up  one  leg.  "But 
would  you  have  any  objections  to  my  laying  down  before 
the  fire?" 

"Ifit  comes  to  that,"  I  said,  "pray  take  my  bed,  and  I'll 
lie  down  before  the  fire." 

His  repudiation  of  this  offer  was  almost  shrill  enough,  in 
the  excess  of  its  surprise  and  humility,  to  have  penetrated  to 
the  ears  of  Mrs.  Crupp,  then  sleeping,  I  suppose,  in  a  distant 
chamber,  situated  at  about  the  level  of  low  water  mark,  * 
soothed  in  her  slumbers  by  the  ticking  of  an  incorrigible 
deck,  to  which  she  always  referred  me  when  we  had  any 
little  difference  on  the  score  of  punctuality,  and  which  was 
never  leM  than  three  quarters  of  an  hour  too  slow,  and  hac* 
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always  been  pat  right  in  the  morning  by  the  best  authorities. 
As  no  argnments  I  could  urge,  in  my  bewildered  condition, 
had  the  least  effect  upon  his  modesty  in  inducing  him  to 
accept  my  bed-room,  I  was  obliged  to  make  the  best  arrange- 
ments I  could,  for  his  repose  before  the  fire.  The  mattress 
of  the  sofa  (which  was  a  great  deal  too  short  for  his  lank 
figure),  the  sofa  pillows,  a  blanket,  the  table-coyer,  a  clean 
breakfast-cloth ,  and  a  great  coat,  made  him  a  bed  and  cover- 
ing, for  which  he  was  more  than  thankful.  Having  lent  him 
a  nightcap,  which  he  put  on  at  once ,  and  in  which  he  made 
such  an  awful  figure  that  I  have  never  worn  one  since ,  I  left 
him  to  his  rest. 

I  never  shall  forget  that  night.  I  never  shall  forget  how 
I  turned  and  tumbled ;  how  I  wearied  myself  with  thinking 
about  Agnes  and  this  creature ;  how  I  considered  what  could 
I  do ,  and  what  ought  I  to  do ;  how  I  could  come  to  no  other 
conclusion  than  that  the  best  course  for  her  peace,  was  to  do 
nothing,  and  to  keep  to  myself  what  I  had  heard.  If  I  went 
to  sleep  for  a  few  moments,  the  image  of  Agnes  with  her 
tender  eyes,  and  of  her  father  looking  fondly  on  her,  as  I  had 
so  often  seen  him  look,  arose  before  me  with  appealing  faces, 
and  filled  me  with  vague  terrors.  When  I  awoke,  the  recol- 
lection that  Uriah  was  lying  in  the  next  room  sat  hei^vy  on  me 
like  a-waking  night-mare;  and  oppressed  me  with  a  leaden 
dread ,  as  if  I  had  had  some  meaner  quality  of  devil  for  a 
lodger. 

The  poker  got  into  my  dozing  thoughts  besides,  and 
wouldn't  come  out.  I  thought,  between  sleeping  and  waking, 
'  that  it  was  still  red  hot,  and  I  had  snatched  it  out  of  the  fire, 
and  run  him  through  the  body.  I  was  so  haunted  at  last  by 
the  idea,  though  I  knew  there  was  nothing  in  it,  that  I  stole 
into  the  next  room  to  look  at  him.  There  I  saw  him,  lying  on 
his  back,  with  his  legs  extending  to  I  don't  know  where. 
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gorglingfl  taking  place  in  his  throat,  stoppages  in' his  nosey 
and  his  mouth  open  like  a  post-office.  He  was  so  much  worse 
in  reality  than  in  my  distempered  fancj,  that  afterwards  I 
was  attracted  to  him  in  very  repulsion,  and  could  not  help 
wandering  in  and  out  erery  half  hour  or  so,  and  taking  another 
look  at  him.  Still,  the  long,  long  night  seemed  heavy  and 
hopeless  as  ever,  and  no  promise  of  day  was  in  the  murky  sky. 
When  I  saw  him  going  down  stairs  early  in  the  morning 
(for,  thank  Heaven!  he  would  not  stay  to  breakfast),  it  ap- 
peared to  me  as  if  the  night  was  going  away  in  his  person. 
When  I  went  out  to  the  Commons ,  I  charged  Mrs.  Crupp  with 
particular  directions  to  leave  the  windows  open,  that  my 
sitting-room  might  be  aired ,  and  purged  of  his  presence. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

I   Tall  iQlo   captivity. 

I  aA.w  no  more  of  Uriah  Heep ,  until  the  day  when  Agnes 
left  town.  I  was  at  the  coach-office  to  take  leave  of  her  and 
see  her  go ;  and  there  was  he ,  returning  to  Canterbury  by  the 
same  conveyance.  It  was  some  small  satisfaction  to  me  to  ob- 
serve his  spare,  short-waisted ,  high-shouldered,  mulberry- 
coloured  great-coat  perched  up,  in  company  with  an  umbrella 
like  a  small  tent,  on  the  edge  of  the  back  seat  on  the  roof, 
while  Agnes  was ,  of  course,  inside;  but  what  I  underwent  in 
my  efforts  to  be  friendly  with  him,  while  Agnes  looked  on, 
perhaps  deserved  th&t  little  recompense.  At  the  coach-win- 
dow, as  at  the  dinner-party,  he  hovered  about  us  without  a 
moment's  intermission,  like  a  great  vulture:  gorging  himself 
on  every  syllable  that  I  said  to  Agnes,  or  Agnes  said  to  me. 

In  the  ^tate  of  trouble  into  which  his  disclosure  by  my  fire 
had  thrown  me,  I  had  thought  very  much  of  the  words  Agnes 
had  used  in  reference  to  the  partnership.  "  I  did  what  I  hope 
was  right.  Feeling  sure  that  it  was  necessary  for  papa*s  peace 
that  the  sacrifice  should  be  made,  I  entreated  him  to  make  it.  * 
A  miserable  foreboding  that  she  would  yield  to ,  and  sustain 
herself  by,  the  same  feeling  in  reference  to  any  sacrifice  for 
his  sake,  had  oppressed  me  ever  since.  I  knew  how  she  loved 
him.  I  knew  what  the  devotion  of  her  nature  was.  I  knew 
from  her  own  lips  that  she  regarded  herself  as  the  innocent 
cause  of  his  errors,  and  as  owing  hhn  a  great  debt  she  ardently 
desired  to  pay.  I  had  no  consolatio^n  in  seeing  how  diiSerent 
she  was  from  this  detestable  Rnfus  with  the  molbeny-coloured 
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great-coat,  for  I  felt  that  in  the  very  difference  between  them, 
in  the  self-denial  of  her  pure  soul  and  the  sordid  baseness  of 
his,  the  greatest  danger  lay.  All  this,  doubtless,  he  knew 
thoroughly,  and  had,  in  his  cunning,  considered  well. 

Yet,  I  was  so  certain  that  the  prospect  of  such  a  sacrifice 
afar  off,  must  destroy  the  happiness  of  Agnes;  and  I  was  so 
sure,  from  her  manner,  of  its  being  unseen  by  her  then,  and 
having  cast  no  shadow  on  her  yet;  that  I  could  as  soon  have 
injured  her,  as  given  her  any  warning  of  what  impended. 
Thus  it  was  that  we  parted  without  explanation:  she  waving 
her  hand  and  smiling  farewell  from  the  coach-window;  her 
evil  genius  writhing  on  the  roof,  as  if  he  had  her  in  his  clutches 
and  triumphed. 

I  could  not  get  over  this  farewell  glimpse  of  them  for  a 
long  time.  When  Agnes  wrote  to  tell  me  of  her  saf%  arrival, 
I  was  as  miserable  as  when  I  saw  her  going  away.  Whenever 
I  fell  into  a  thoughtful  state,  this  subject  was  sure  to  present 
itself,  and  all  my  uneasiness  was  sure  to  be  redoubled.  Hardly 
a  night  passed  without  my  dreaming  of  it.  It  became  a  part  of 
my  life,  and  as  inseparable  from  my  life  as  my  own  head. 

I  had  ample  leisure  to  refine  upon  my  uneasiness:  for 
Steerforth  was  at  Oxford,  as  he  wrote  to  me,  and  when  I  was 
not  at  the  Commons,  I  was  very  much  alone.  I  believe  I  had 
at  this  time  some  lurking  distrust  of  Steerforth.  I  wrote  to 
him  moh  affectionately  in  reply  to  his,  but  I  think  I  was  glad, 
upon  the  whole,  that  he  could  not  come  to  London  just  then. 
I  suspect  the  truth  to  be,  that  the  influence  of  Agnes  was  upon 
me,  undisturbed  by  the  sight  of  him ;  and  that  it  was  the  more 
powerful  with  me,  because  she  had  so  large  a  share  in  my 
thoughts  andln^rest. 

In  the  meantime,  days  and  weeks  slipped  away.  I  was 
articled  to  dpenlow  and  Jorkins.  I  had  ninety  pounds  a  year 
(exclusive  of  my  house-rent  and  sundry  collateral  matters) 
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from  my  aunt.  My  rooms  were  engaged  for  twelve  months 
certain :  and  though  I  still  found  them  dreary  of  an  evenings 
and  the  evenings  long,  I  could  settie  down  into  a  state  of 
equable  low  spirits,  and  resign  myself  to  coffee;  which  I  seem» 
on  looking  back,  to  have  tal»)n  by  die  gallon  at  about  this 
period  of  my  existence.  At  about  this  time,  too ,  I  made  three 
disooveries:  first,  that  Mrs.  Crupp  was  a  martyr  to  a  curious 
disorder  called  *'the  spazzums,"  wkteh  was  gesierally  accom- 
panied with  inflammation  of  the  nose,  and  required  to  be  con- 
stantly treated  with  peppermint;  secondly,  Uiat  something 
'  peculiar  in  l^e  temperature  of  my  pantry,  made  the  brandy- 
bottles  burst ;  thirdly  ,<  that  I  was  sdone  in  the  world,  and  mMch 
given  to  record  that  circumstance  in  fragments  of  English  ver- 
sification. 

On  the  day  wl>en  I  was  articled,  no  festivity  took  place, 
beyond  my  having  sandwiches  and  sheny  into  the  of&ee  for 
th«  clerks ,  and  going  alone  to  the  theatre  at  night.  I  went  to 
see  **The  Stranger'*  as  a  Doctors'  Commons  sort  of  play,  and 
was  so  dreadfully  cut  up,  that  I  hardly  knew  myself  in  my  own 
glass  when  I  got  home.  Mr.  Spenlow  remarked,  on  this  oc- 
casion, when  we  concluded  our  business,  that  he  should  have 
been  happy  to  have  seen  me  at  his  honse  at  Norwood  to  ede- 
brate  our  becoming  connected ,  but  for  hb  domestic  arramge- 
ments  being  in  some  disorder,  on  account  of  the  expected 
return  of  his  daughter  from  finishing  her  education  at  Paris. 
But,  he  intimated  that  when  she  came  home  he  shovld  hope  to 
have  the  pleasure  of  entertaining  me.  1  knew  that  he  was 
a  widower  with  one  daughter,  and  expressed  my  acknow- 
ledgments. 

Mr.  Spenlow  was  as  good  as  his  word.  In  a  week  or  two, 
he  ref^ed  to  this  engagement,  and  said,  that  if  I  would  do 
him  the  fkvour  to  come  down  next  Saturday,  and  stay  till  Mon- 
day, be  would  be  extremely  happy.    Of  course  I  said  I  utould 
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do  bun  OkQ  fcroiir;  and  he  was  to  drive  me  dowB  in  bii  piMM- 
ton,  and  to  bring  me  back. 

Wben  the  day  amved,  my  very  carpet-bag  was  an  objeet 
of  veneration  to  the  stipendiary  dei^,  to  whom  the  house  at 
Norwood  was  a  sacred  mystery.  One  of  them  informed  me 
that  he  had  heard  that  Mr.  Spenlow  ate  entirely  off  plato  and 
china;  and  another  hinted  at  champagne  being  constantly  on 
draaght,  after  the  nsual  custom  of  table  beer«  The  old  clerk 
with  the  wig,  whose  name  was  Mr.  TifiTey,  had  been  down  on 
business  several  times  in  the  coarse  of  his  career,  and  had  on 
each  occasion  penetrated  to  the  breakfast-parlour,  fie  de- 
scribed it  as  an  apartment  of  the  most  sumptuous  nature,  and 
said  that  he  had  drunk  brown  East  India  sherry  there,  of  a 
quality  so  precious  as  to  make  a  man  wink. 

We  bad  an  adjourned  cause  in  the  Consistory  tibat  day  — 
about  excommunicating  a  baker  i^o  had  been  objecting  in  a 
vestry  to  a  paving-rate  -—  and  as  the  evidence  was  just  twice 
the  length  of  Bobinson  Crusoe ,  according  to  a  calculation  I 
made ,  it  was  rather  lato  in  the  day  before  we  finished.  How- 
ever, we  got  him  es  communicated  for  six  weeks ,  and  sen- 
tenced in  no  end  of  costs;  and  then  the  baker's  proctor,  and 
the  Judge,  and  the  advocates  on  both  sides  (who  were  all 
nonAj  related),  went  out  of  town  together,  and  Mr.  Spenlow 
and  I  drove  away  in  the  phaeton. 

The  phaeton  was  a  very  handsome  affair;  the  horses  arched 
their  necks  and  lifted  up  their  legs  as  if  they  knew  they  belonged 
to  Doctors'  Commons.  There  was  a  good  deal  of  competition 
in  the  Commons  on  all  points  of  display,  and  it  turned  out  some 
very  choice  equipages  then ;  though  I  always  have  considered, 
and  always  shall  consider,  that  in  my  time  the  great  article  of 
competition  there  was  starch:  whichi  think  was  wotm  among  the 
proctors  to  as  great  an  extent  as  it  is  in  the  nature  of  man  to  bear.  ,  1. 1/  )7  ■ 

We  were  very  pleasant,  going  down,  and  Mr.  Spenlow  \_ 
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gave  ijfte  some  hints  in  reference  to  my  profession.  He  said  it 
was  the  genteelest  profession  in  the  world,  and  must  on  no 
account  be  confounded  with  the  profession  of  a  solicitor: 
being  quite  another  sort  of  thing,  infinitely  more  exclusive, 
less  mechanical ,  and  more  profitable.  We  took  things  much 
more  easily  in  the  Commons  than  they  could  be  taken  any- 
where else,  he  observed,  and  that  set  us,  as  a  privileged 
class,  apart.  He  said  it  was  impossible  to  conceal  the  dis- 
agreeable fact,  that  we  were  chiefly  employed  by  solicitors; 
but  he  gave  me  to  understand  that  they  were  an  inferior  race 
of  men,  universally  looked  down  upon  by  all  proctors  of  any 
pretensions. 

I  asked  Mr.  Spenlow  what  he  considered  the  best  sort  of 
professional  business?  He  replied,  that  a  good  case  of  a 
disputed  will,  where  there  was  a  neat  little  estate  of  thirty  or 
forty  thousand  pounds,  was,  perhaps,  the  best  of  all.  In 
such  a  case ,  he  said ,  not  only  were  there  very  pretty  pickings 
in  the  way  of  arguments  at  every  stage  of  the  proceedings, 
and  mountains  upon  mountains  of  evidence  on  inter- 
rogatory and  counter -interrogatory  (to  say  nothing  of 
an  appeal  lying,  first  to  the  Delegates,  and  then  to  the 
Lords);  but,  the  costs  being  pretty  sure  to  come  out  of  the 
estate  at  last,  both  sides  went  at  it  in  a  lively  and  spirited 
manner,  and  expense  was  no  consideration.  Then,  he 
launched  into  a  general  enlogium  on  the  Commons.  What  was 
to  be  particularly  admired  (he  said)  in  the  Commons,  was  its 
compactness.  It  was  the  most  conveniently  organised  place 
in  the  world.  It  was  the  complete  idea  of  snugness.  It  lay  in' 
a  nut-shell.  For  example :  You  brought  a  divorce  case ,  or  a 
restitution  case,  into  the  Consistory.  Very  good.  You  tried 
it  in  the  Consistory.  You  made  a  quiet  little  round  game  of  it, 
among  a  family  group,  and  you  played  it  out  at  leisure.  Sup- 
pose you  were  not  satisfied  with  the  Consistory,  what  did  you 
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do  then?  Why,  you  itrent  into  the  Arches.  What  was  the 
Arches?  The  same  court,  in  the  same  room,  with  the  same 
bar,  and  the  same  practitioners ,  bat  another  judge,  for  there 
the  Consistory  judge  could  plead  any  court-day  as  an  advocate. 
Well ,  you  played  your  round  game  out  again.  Still  you  were 
not  satisfied.  Very  good.  What  did  you  do  then?  Why, 
you  went  to  the  Delegates.  Who  were  the  Delegates?  Why, 
the  Ecclesiastical  Delegates  were  the  advocates  without  any 
business,  who  had  looked  on  at  the  round  game  when  it  was 
playing  in  both  courts,  and  had  seen  the  cards  shuffled,  and  cut, 
and  played,  and  had  talked  to  all  the  players  about  it,  and  now 
came  fresh,  as  judges,  to  settle  the  matter  to  the  satisfaction  of 
everybody  I  Discontented  people  might  talk  of  corruption  in 
the  Commons,  dosenesss  in  the  Commons,  and  the  necessity  of 
reforming  the  Commons,  said  Mr.  Spenlow  solemnly,  in 
conclusion ;  but  when  the  price  of  wheat  per  bushel  had  been 
highest,  the  Commons  had  been  busiest;  and  a  man  might 
lay  his  hand  upon  his  heart,  and  say  this  to  the  whole  world, 
—  ** Touch  the  Commons,  and  down  comes  the  country!" 

I  listened  to  all  this  with  attention ;  and  though,  I  must  say, 
I  had  my  doubts  whether  the  country  was  quite  as  much 
obliged  to  the  Commons  as  Mr.  Spenlow  made  out,  I  respect- 
fully deferred  to  his  opinion.  That  about  the  price  of  wheat 
per  bushel,  I  modestly  felt  was  too  much  for  my  strength, 
and  quite  settled  the  question.  I  have  never,  to  this  hour, 
got  the  better  of  that  bushel  of  wheat.  It  has  re-appeared  to 
annihilate  me,  all  through  my  life,  in  connexion  with  all 
kinds  of  subjects.  I  don't  know  now,  exactly,  what  it  has  to 
do  with  me,  or  what  right  it  has  to  crush  me,  on  an  infinite 
variety  of  occasions;  but  whenever  I  see  my  old  friend  the 
bushel  brought  in  by  the  head  and  shoulders  (as  he  always  is, 
I  observe),  I  give  up  a  subject  for  lost. 

This  is  a  digression.    /  was  not  the  man  to  touch  the  Com- 
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mons,  and  bring  down  the  camyb-y.  I  snbmiBsively  ezpreased, 
by  my  silence,  my  acqaiescenoe  in  all  I  had  heard  from  my 
superior  in  years  and  knowledge ;  and  we  talked  about  "The 
Stranger"  and  the  Drama,  and  the  pair  of  horses,  until  we 
came  to  Mr.  Spenlow*s  gate. 

There  was  a  lovley  garden  to  Mr.  Spenlow*t  house;  and 
though  that  was  not  the  best  time  of  the  year  for  seeing  a 
garden,  it  was  so  beautifully  kept,  that  I  was  quite  enehanted. 
There  was  a  charming  lawn,  there  were  clusters  of  trees,  and 
there  were  perspective  walks  that  I  could  just  distinguish  in 
the  dark,  arched  over  with  trellis- work,  on  which  shrubs  and 
flowers  grew  in  the  growing  season.  "Here  Miss  Spenlow 
walks  by  herself,"  I  thought.    "Dear  me ! " 

We  went  into  the  house,  which  was  cheerfully  lighted  up, 
and  into  a  hall  where  there  were  all  sorts  of  hats ,  caps,  great- 
coats, plaids,  gloves,  whips,  and  walking-sticks.  "Where 
is  Miss  Dora?"  said  Mr.  Spenlow  to  the  servant.  "Doral" 
I  thought.     "  What  a  beautiful  name ! " 

We  turned  into  a  room  near  at  hand  (I  think  it  was  the 
identical  breakfast^room,  made  memorable  by  the  brown  East 
Indian  Sherry),  and  I  heard  a  voice  say,  "Mr.  Copperfield, 
my  daughter  Dora,  and  my  daughter  Dora*8  confidential 
friend!"  It  was,  no  doubt,  Mr.  Spenlow*8  voice,  butldidn^t 
know  it,  and  I  didn't  care  whose  it  was.  All  was  over  in  a 
moment.  I  had  fulfilled  my  destiny.  I  was  a  captive  and  a 
slave.    I  loved  Dora  Spenlow  to  distraction! 

She  was  more  than  human  to  me.  She  was  a  Fairy,  a  Sylph, 
I  don't  know  what  she  was  —  any  thing  that  no  one  ever  saw, 
and  every  thing  that  every  body  ever  wanted.  I  was  swallowed 
up  in  an  abyss  of  love  in  an  instant.  There  was  no  pausing  on 
the  brink;  no. looking  down,  or  looking  back;  I  was  gone, 
headlong,  before  I  had  sense  to  say  a  word  to  her. 

"/,"  observed  a  well-remembered  voice,  when  I  had 
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bowed  and  mvrmufed  >oitte4(hiog»  *^  have  Been  Ikbi.  Cwpptr^id 
before.  * 

The  speaker  ivas  not  Dora^  No;  the  ocmfideirtiat  fxiciid. 
MiMMufdetonet 

I  don't  think  I  was  much  astonished.  To  the  best  of  my 
judgment,  no  capacity  of  astonishment  was  left  in  me.  IThere 
was  nothing  worth  mentioning  in  the  material  world^  bat 
Dora  Spenlow,  to  be  astonished  about.  I  said,  *'fiow  do 
you  do,  Miss  Mnrdstone?  I  hope  you  are  well,"  She  an- 
swered, "Very  well."  I  said,  "How  is  Mr.  Murdstone?" 
She  replied ,  "  My  brother  is  robust,  I  am  obliged  to  you." 

Mr.  Spenlow,  who,  I  suppose,  had  been  surprised  to  see 
us  recognise  each  other,  then  put  in  his  word. 

"lam  glad  to  find,"  he  said,  "Copperfield,  that  you  and 
Miss  Murdstone  are  already  acquainted." 

"Mr.  Copperfield  and  myself,"  said  Miss  Murdstone, 
with  severe  composure,  "are  connexions*  We  were  once 
slightly  acquainted.  It  was  in  his  childish  days.  Circnm- 
stances  hove  separated  us  since.  I  should  not  have  known 
him." 

I  replied  that  I  should  have  known  her,  any  where.  Which 
wae  true  enough. 

*' Miss  Murdstone  has  bad  the  goodness,"  said  Mr.  Spen- 
low to  me,  "to  accept  the  office  —  if  I  may  so  describe 
it  —  of  my  daughter  Dora's  confidential  friend.  My  daugh- 
ter Dora  having,  unhappily,  no  mother,  Miss  Murdstone 
is  obliging  enough  to  become  her  companion  and  pro- 
tector. " 

A  pasung  thought  occurred  to  me  that  Miss  Murdstone, 
like  the  pocket  instrument  called  a  life-preserver,  was  not 
so  much  designed  for  purposes  of  protection  as  of  assault. 
But  as  I  had  none  but  passing  thoughts  for  any  subject  save 
Dora,  I  glanced  at  her,  directly  afterwards,  and  was  thinkinc" 
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tiiat  I  BEW,  in  her  prettily  pettish  manner,  that  she  was  not 
very  mach  inclined  to  be  particularly  confidential  to  her 
companion  and  protector,  when  a  bell  rang,  which  Mr.  Spen- 
low  said  was  the  first  dinner-bell,  and  so  carried  me  off  to 
dress. 

The  idea  of  dressing  one's  self,  or  doing  any  thing  in  the 
way  of  action,  in  that  state  of  love,  was  a  little  too  ridiculous. 
I  could  only  sit  down  before  my  fire,  biting  the  key  of  my 
carpet-bag,  and  think  of  the  captivating,  girlish,  bright-eyed 
lovely  Dora.  What  a  form  she  had,  what  a  face  she  had, 
what  a  graceful,  variable,  enchanting  manner  1 

The  bell  rang  again  so  soon  that  I  made  mere  a  scramble 
of  my  dressing,  instead  of  the  careful  operation  I  could  have 
wished  under  the  circumstances,  and  went  down-stairs.  There 
was  some  company.  Dora  was  talking  to  an  old  gentleman  with 
a  grey  head.  Grey  as  he  was  —  and  a  great-grandfather 
into  the  bargain,  for  he  said  so  —  I  was  madly  jealous  of 
him. 

What  a  state  of  mind  I  was  inl    I  was  jealous  of  every-  * 
body.    I  couldn't  bear  the  idea  of  anybody  knowing  Mr.  • 
Spenlow  better  than  I  did.    It  was  torturing  to  me  to  hear , 
them  talk  of  occurrences  in  which  I  had  had  no  share.    When 
a  most  amiable  person,  with  a  highly  polished  bald  head, 
asked  me  across  the  dinner- table,  if  that  were  the  first  oc- 
casion of  my  seeing  the  grounds,  I  could  have  done  anything 
to  him  that  was  savage  and  revengefuL 

I  don't  remember  who  was  there ,  except  Dora.  I  have 
not  the  least  idea  what  we  had  for  dinner,  besides  Dora.  My 
impression  is,  that  I  dined  off  Dora,  entirely,  and  sent  away 
half-a-dozcn  plates  untouched.  I  sat  next  to  her.  I  talked 
to  her.  She  had  the  most  delightful  little  voice,  the  gayest 
little  laugh,  the  pleasantest  and  most  fascinating  little  ways, 
that  ever  led  a  lost  youth  into  hopeless  slavery.     She  was 
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rather  diminatiTe  altogether.    So  much  the  more  precious, 
I  thought. 

When  she  went  out  of  the  room  with  Miss  Murdstone 
(no  other  ladies  were  of  the  party),  I  fell  into  a  reverie,  only 
disturbed  by  the  cruel  apprehension  that  Miss  Murdstone 
would  disparage  me  to  her.  The  amiable  creature  with  the 
polished  head  told  me  a  long  story,  which  I  think  was 
about  gardening.  I  think  I  heard  him  say,  '*my  gardener,** 
several  times.  I  seemed  to  pay  the  deepest  attention  to  him, 
but  I  was  wandering  in  a  garden  of  Eden,  all  the  while,  with 
Dora. 

My  apprehensions  of  being  disparaged  to  the  object  of 
my  engrossing  affection  were  revived  when  we  went  into 
the  drawing-room,  by  the  grim  and  distant  aspect  of  Miss 
Murdstone.  But  I  was  relieved  of  them  in  an  unexpected 
manner. 

"David  Copperfield,**  said  Miss  Murdstone,  beckoning 
me  aside  into  a  window.     "  A  word.'* 
I  confronted  Miss  Murdstone  alone. 
"David  Copperiield,**  said  Miss  Murdstone,  "I  need  not 
enlarge  upon  family  circumstances.    They  are  not  a  tempting 
subject.** 

"Far  from  it,  Ma'am,*'  I  returned. 

"  Far  from  it,*'  assented  Miss  Murdstone.  *'I  do  not  wish 
to  revive  the  memory  of  past  differences,  or  of  past  outrages. 
I  have  received  outrages  from  a  person  —  a  female  I  am  sorry 
to  say,  for  the  credit  of  my  sex  ~  who  is  not  to  be  mentioned 
without  scorn  and  disgust;  and  therefore  I  would  rather  not 
mention  her.** 

I 'felt  very  fiery  on  my  aunt*s  account;  but  I  said  it  would 
certainly  be  better,  if  Miss  Murdstone  pleased,  not  to  men- 
tion her.  I  could  not  hear  her  disrespectfully  mentioned, 
I  added,  without  expressing  my  opinion  in  a  decided  tone. 
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Mits  Murdstone  shut  her  eyes,  and  diadtuiliiUy  ittdiiMd 
her  head;  then,  slowly  opening  her  eyes,  resumed: 

"David  Copperfield,  I  shall  not  attempt  to  disgoise  the 
fact,  that  I  formed  an  nnfavourable  opinion  of  yon  in  your 
childhood.  It  may  have  been  a  mistaken  one,  or  you  may 
have  ceased  to  justify  it.  That  is  not  in  question  between 
US  now.  I  belong  to  a  family  remarkable,  I  believe,  for 
some  firmness ;  and  I  am  not  the  creatare  of  circumstance  or 
change.  I  may  have  my  opinion  of  you.  You  may  have  your 
opinion  of  me." 

I  inclined  my  head,  in  my  turn. 

*'But  it  is  not  necessary,"  said  Miss  Murdstone,  ''that 
these  opinions  should  come  into  collision  here.  Under 
existing  circumstances,  it  is  as  well  on  all  accounts  that  they 
should  not.  As  the  chances  of  life  have  brought  us  together 
again,  and  may  bring  us  together  on  other  occasions,  I  would 
say  let  us  meet  here  as  distant  acquaintances.  Family  cir- 
cumstances are  a  sufBcient  reason  for  our  only  meeting  on 
that  footing,  and  it  is  quite  unnecessary  that  either  of  as 
should  make  the  other  the  subject  of  remark.  Do  you  approve 
of  this?'; 

"Miss  Murdstone,"  I  returned,  "I  think  you  and  Mr. 
Murdstone  used  me  very  cruelly,  and  treated  my  mother  with 
great  unkindn ess.  I  shall  always  think  so,  as  long  as  Ilive. 
But  I  quite  agree  in  what  you  propose." 

Miss  Murdstone  shut  her  eyes  again,  and  b€nt  her  head. 
Then,  just  touching  the  back  of  my  hand  with  the  tips  of  h«r 
cold,  sti^  fingers,  she  walked  away,  arranging  the  little 
fetters  on  het  ivrists  and  round  her  neck :  which  seemed  to  be 
the  same  set,  in  exactly  the  same  state,  as  when  I  had  seen 
her  last.  These  reminded  me ,  in  reference  to  Mias  Murd- 
stone's  nature y  of  the  fetters  over  a  jail-door;  suggesting 
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on  the  outside,  to  all  beholders,  what  was  (o  be  expected 
within. 

All  I  know  of  the  rest  of  the  eveMng  is,  that  I  heard  the 
empress  of  mj  heart  sing  enchanted. badlads  in  the  French 
langoage,  generally  to  the  effect  thi^t,  whatever  was  the 
matter,  we  ought  always  to  dance,  Ta  ra  la,  Ta  ra  lal  ac-- 
companying  herself  on  a  glorified  instmment,  resembling  a~ 
guitar.     That  I  wa^  lost  in  blissful  ddiirium.    That  I  refused- 
refrtthinent.    That  my  soul  recoiled  from  punch  particularly. . 
That  whien  Miss  Mardbtone  took  her  into  custody  and  led. 
her  aw«»y,  she  smiled  and  gave  me  her  delicious  hand.    Thai 
I  caught  a  Tiew  of  myself  in  a  mirror,  looking  perfectly 
imbecile  afad  idiotic.     That  I  retired  to   bed  in  a  most 
maudlin  state  of  mind,  and  got  up  in  a  crisis  of  feeble  in- 
fatuation. 

It  was  a  fine  morning,  and  early,  and  I  thought  I  would 
go  and  take  m  stroll  down  one  of  those  wire^arehed  walks,  and 
indulge  my  passion  by  dwelling  on  her  image.  'On  my  way 
through  the  hall,  I  encountered  her  little  dog,  who  was  called 
Jip  —  short  for  Gipsy.  I  approached  him  tenderly,  for  I 
loved  even  him;  but  he  showed  his  whole  set  of  teetii,  got 
under  a  chair  expressly  to  snari,  and  wouldn't  hear  of  the 
least  fiuniliartty. 

The  garden  was  cool  and  solitary.  I  'walked  about, 
womdenng  what  my  feelings  of  happiness  would  be,  if  I 
could  ever  become  engaged  to  this  dear  wonder.  As  to 
marriage,  and  fortune,  and  all  that,  I  believe!  was  almost 
aa  innocently  midiesigning  then,  as  when  I  loved  little  Em^ly. 
To  be  allowed  to  call  her  '*Dora,**  to  write  to  her,  to  dote 
upon  and  wordiip  her,  to  have  reason  to  iSbmk  that  when 
Bhe  was  with  other  people  she  was  yet  mindful  of  me,  seemed 
to  me  the  summit  of  human  ambition  —  I  am  sure  it  was 
the  snnunit  .of  mine.     There  is  no  doubt  whatever  that  ^ 
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WM  a  lackadaisical  young  spooney;  but  there  -was  a  purity 
of  heart  in  all  this  still,  that  prevents  my  having  quite  a  con* 
temptuous  recollection  of  it,  let  me  laugh  as  I  may. 

I  had  not  been  walking  long,  when  I  turned  a  comer, 
and  met  her.     I  tingle  again  from  head  to  foot  as  my  re- 
\  collection  turns  that  comer,   and  my   pen  shakes   in  my 
^  Nhand. 

N^    **  You  —  are  —  out  early,  Miss  Spenlow,"  said  I. 

"It's  so  stupid  at  home,"  she  replied,  "andAffissMurd- 
stone  is  so  absurd  1  She  talks  such  nonsense  about  its  being 
necessary  for  the  day  to  be  aired,  before  I  come  out. 
Aired  1**  (She  lailghed,  here,  in  the  most  melodious  man- 
ner). "On  a  Sunday  naoming,  when  I  don*t  practise,  I 
must  do  something.  So  I  told  papa  last  night  I  must  come 
out.  Besides,  it 's  the  brightest  time  of  the  whole  day. 
Don't  you  think  so?" 

I  hazarded  a  bold  flight,  and  said  (not  without  stammering) 
that  it  was  very  bright  to  me  then,  though  it  had  been  very 
dark  to  me  a  minute  before. 

"Do  you  mean  a  compliment?"  said  Dora,  "or  that  the 
weather  has  really  changed?  " 

I  stammered  worse  than  before,  in  replying  that  I  meant 
no  compliment,  but  the  plain  truth;  though  I  was  not  aware 
of  any  change  having  taken  place  in  the  weather.  It  was  in 
the  state  of  my  own  feelings,  I  added  bashfully :  to  clench  the 
explanation. 

I  never  saw  snch  curls  —  how  could  I,  for  there  never  were 
such  curls  I  —  as  those  she  shook  out  to  hide  her  blushes. 
As  to  the  straw  hat  and  blue  ribbons  which  was  on  the  top 
of  the  curls,  if  I  could  only  have  hung  it  up  in  my  room  in 
Buckingham  Street,  what  a  priceless  possession  it  would  have 
been! 

"You  havejnst  come  home  from  Paris,"  said  I. 
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"Yes,"  saidfiLe.    "Have  you  ever  been  there?" 

"No." 

"  Oh  I  I  hope  you  '11  go  soon.  You  would  like  it  so  much  I " 

Traces  of  deep-seated  anguish  appeared  in  my  coun- 
tenance. That  she  should  hope  I  would  go,  that  she  should 
think  it  possible  I  could  go,  was  insupportable.  I  depreciated 
Paris;  I  depreciated  France.  I  said  I  wouldn't  leave  Eng- 
land, under  existing  circumstances,  for  any  earthly  con- 
sideration. Nothing  should  induce  me.  In  short,  she  was 
shaking  the  curls  again,  when  the  little  dog  came  running 
along  the  walk  to  our  relief. 
'^  '  He  was  mortally  jealous  of  me,  and  persisted  in  barking 
at  me.  She  took  him  up  in  her  arms  —  oh  my  goodness !  — 
and  caressed  him,  but  he  insisted  upon  barking  still.  He 
wouldn't  let  me  touch  him,  when  I  tried;  and  then  she 
beat  him.  It  increased  my  sufferings  greatly  to  see  the 
pats  she  gave  him  for  punishment  on  the  bridge  of  his  blunt 
nose,  while  he  winked  his  eyes,  and  licked  her  hand,  and 
still  growled  within  himself  like  a  little  double-bass.  At 
length  he  was  quiet  —  well  he  might  be  with  her  dimpled 
chin  upon  his  head  I  —  and  we  walked  away  to  look  at  a 
greenhouse. 

"You  are  not  very  intimate  with  Miss  Murdstone,  are 
you?"  saidDora.  —  "Mypet!" 

(The  two  last  words  were  to  the  dog.  Oh  if  they  had 
only  been  to  me  I) 

"No,"  I  replied.    "Not  at  aU  so." 

"She  is  a  tiresome  creature,"  said  Dora  pouting.  "I 
can't  think  what  papa  can  have  been  about,  when  he  chose 
such  a  vexatious  thing  to  be  my  companion.  Who  wants  a 
protector!  I  am  sure  /  don't  want  a  protector.  Jip  can 
protect  me  a  great  deal  better  than  Miss  Murdstone,  —  can't 
you,  Jip  dear?" 
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He  only  vinked  l&zily,  when  she  Ussed  his  ball  of  a 
bead. 

''Papa  oalU  her  my  confidential  friend,  but  I  am  sure 
she  is  no  such  thing  —  is  she,  Jip?  We  are  not  going  to 
confide  in  any  such  cross  people,  Jip  and  I.  We  mean  to 
bostow  our  confidence  where  we  like,  and  to  find  out  our 
own  friends,  instead  of  having  them  found  out  for  us  —  doa^t 
we,  Jip?" 

Jip  made  a  comfortable  noise,  in  answer,  a  little  Uke  a  tea- 
kettle when  it  sings.  As  for  me,  every  word  was  a  new  heap 
of  fetters,  rivetted  above  tbe  last. 

"It  is  very  hard,  because  we  have  not  a  kind  Mama,  that 
we  are  to  have,  instead,  a  sulky,  gloomy  old  tiling  Uke  Miss 
Mnrdstone,  always  following  us  about  —  isn't  it,  Jip?  Never 
mind,  Jip.  We  won't  be  confidential ,  and  we  'U  make  our- 
selves as  happy  as  we  can  in  spite  of  her,  and  wo  '11  teaze  her, 
and  not  please  her,  —  won't  we,  Jip  ?  " 

If  it  had  lasted  any  longer,  I  think  I  must  have  gone  dowB 
on  my  knees  on  the  gravel,  with  the  probability  before  me  of 
grazing  them,  and  of  being  presently  ejected  from  tiie  pre- 
mises besides.  But,  by  good  fortune  the  greenhouse  was  not 
far  off,  and  these  words  brought  us  to  it. 

It  contained  quite  a  show  of  beautiful  geraniums.  We 
loitered  along  in  front  of  them,  and  Dora  often  stopped  to 
admire  this  one  or  that  one,  and  I  stopped  to  admire  the 
same  one,  and  Dora,  laughing,  held  the  dog  up  childishly, 
to  smell  the  flowers;  and  if  we  were  not  aU  three  in  Fairy- 
land, certainly  /  was.  The  scent  of  a  geranium  leaf,  at  this 
day,  strikes  me  with  a  half  comical  half  serious  wonder  as  to 
what  change  has  come  over  me  in  a  moment;  and  then  I  see  a 
straw  hat  and  blue  ribbons,  and  a  quantil^  of  curls i  and  a 
little  black  dog  being  held  up,  in  two  slender  arms,  egaiaat  a 
bank  of  blossoms  and  bright  leaves. 
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MiflB  Mnrdstone  had  been  looking  for  us.    She  found  as 

here ;  and  presented  her  uncongenial  cheek ,  the  little  wrinkles 

in  it  filled  with  hair-powder;  to  Dora  to  be  kissed.    Then  she 

took  Dora's  arm  in  hers,  and  marched  us  in  to  breakfast  as  if 

.it  were  a  soldier's  funeral. 

How  many  cups  of  tea  I  drank,  because  Dora  made  it,  I 
don't  know.  But,  I  perfectly  remember  that  I  sat  swilling  tea 
until  my  whole  nervous  system,  if  I  had  had  any  in  those  days, 
must  have  gone  by  the  board.  By-and-by  we  went  to  church. 
Miss  Murdstone  was  between  Dora  and  me  in  the  pew;  but  I 
heard  her  sing,  and  the  congregation  vanished.  A  sermon 
was  delivered  —  about  Dora,  of  course — and  I  am  afraid  that 
is  all  I  know  of  the  service. 

We  had  a  quiet  day.  No  company,  a  walk ,  a  family  dinner 
of  four,  and  an  evening  of  looking  over  books  and  pictures; 
Miss  Murdstone  with  a  homily  before  her,  and  her  eye  upon 
us,  keeping  guard  vigilantly.  Ah  I  little  did  Mr.  Spenlow 
imagine,  when  he  sat  opposite  to  me  after  dinner  that  day, 
with  his  pocket-handkerchief  over  his  head ,  how  fervently 
I  was  embracing  him,  in  my  fancy,  as  his  son-in-law!  Little 
did  he  think,  when  I  took  leave  of  him  at  night,  that  he  had 
just  given  his  full  consent  to  my  being  engaged  to  Dora,  and 
that  I  was  invoking  blessings  on  his  head  I 

We  departed  early  in  the  morning,  for  we  had  a  Salvage 
case  coming  on  in  the  Admiralty  Court,  requiring  a  rather  ac- 
curate knowledge  of  the  whole  science  of  navigation,  in  which 
(as  we  couldn't  be  expected  to  know  much  about  those  matters 
in  the  Commons)  the  judge  had  entreated  two  old  Trinity 
Masters,  for  charity's  sake,  to  come  and  help  him  out.  Dora 
was  at  the  breakfast- table  to  make  the  tea  again,  however; 
and  I  had  the  melancholy  pleasure  of  taking  off  my  hat  to  her 
in  the  phaeton,  as  she  stood  on  the  door-step  with  Jip  in  her 
arms.«  / 

Dand  Cojpperfidd.  If.  13 
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What  tbe  Admiralty  was  to  me  that  day ;  what  nonaense  I 
made  of  oar  case  in  my  mind,  as  I  listened  to  it;  how  I  saw 
'*Doea"  engraved  upon  the  blade  of  the  silver  oar  which  they 
lay  npon  the  table,  as  the  emblem  of  that  high  jurisdiotion; 
and  how  I  felt,  when  Mr.  Spenlow  went  home  without  me  (I 
had  had  an  insane  hope  that  he  mi^t  take  me  baek  agjain), 
M  if  I  were  a  mariner  myself,  and  the  sldp  to  which  I  belonged 
had  sailed  away  and  left  me  on  a  desert  iriand ;  I  shall  make 
no  fruitless  effort  to  describe.  If  that  sleepy  old  court  could 
rouse  itself,  and  present  in  any  visible  form  the  day  dreams  I 
have  had  in  it  about  Dora,  it  would  reveal  my  truth. 

I  don't  mean  the  dreams  that  I  dreamed  on  that  day  alone, 
but  day  after  day,  from  week  to  week,  and  term  to  term.  I 
went  there,  not  to  attend  to  what  was  going  on,  but  to  think 
about  Dora.  If  I  ever  bestowed  a  thought  upon  the  cases ,  as 
they  dragged  their  slow  length  before  me ,  it  was  only  to  won- 
der, in  the  matrimonial  cases  (remembering  Dora),  how  it 
was  that  maanied  people  could  ever  be  otherwise  than  ha^py; 
and,  in  the  Prerogative  cases,  to  consider,  if  the  money  ip 
question  had  been  left  to  me,  what  were  the  foremost  steps  I 
should  immediately  have  taken  in  regard  to  Dora.  WithiA  the 
first  week  of  my  passion,  I  bought  four  sumptuous  waistcoats 
—  not  for  myself;  /  had  no  pride  in  them;  for  Dora  —  and 
took  to  wearing  straw-coloured  kid  gloves  in  the  streets,  and 
laid  the  foundations  of  all  the  corns  I  have  ever  had.  If  the 
boots  I  wore  at  that  period  could  only  be  produced  and  com- 
pared with  the  natural  size  of  my  feet,  they  would  show  what 
the  state  of  my  heart  was,  in  a  most  affecting  manner. 

And  yet,  wretched  cripple  as  I  made  myself  by  this  act  of 
homage  to  Dora,  I  walked  miles  daily  in  Qxe  hope  of  seeing 
her.  Not  only  was  I  soon  as  well  known  on  the  Norwood 
Road  ae  the  postmen  on  that  beat,  but  I  pervaded  London 
likewise.    I  walked  about  the  streets  where  the  best  sh^^ps  for 
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ladies  w«re,  I  haanied  the  Bazaar  Uke  an  nn^lel  ^ipity  X 
fagged  through  the  Park  again  and  again,  long  after  I  ynm 
quite  knocked  up.  Sometimea^  at  long  interrals  and  on  rare 
occas^ns,  I  sarvr  her.  Perhaps  I  saw  her  gloye  waved  in  a 
carriage  window;  pethi^s  I  met  her,  walked  with  her  and 
MtssMardstOBealMewaj,  and  spoke  to  her.  Id  the  latter 
ease  I  was  always  very  miserable  afterwards,  to  thsn]^  that  I 
had  said  notiung  to  lihe  purpose;  or  that  she  had  no  idea  of  the 
extent  of  my  devoUon,  or  that  she  cared  nothing  about  me* 
I  was  alwifys  looking  out,  as  may  be  supposed,  for  another  ia^ 
▼Radon  to  Mr.  Spenlow's  hoose.  I  was  always  being  disap* 
poiniied,  forlgotnone. 

ttrs.  Cmpp  must  have  been  a  woman  of  penetratioa;  for 
when  this  attachment  was  but  a  few  weeks  old ,  and  I  had  not 
had'  the  courage  to  write  more  explioitly  even  to  Agaes,  than 
that  I  had  been  to  Mr.  Spenlow's  bouse,  '^wkose  family,"  I 
added ,  ^eennsto  of  one  daughter;  '*  •*- 1  say  Mrs.  Crupp  must 
have  been  a  woman  of  penetration,  for,  even  in  that  early 
stage,  she  fo«nd  it  out.  She  eame  up  to  me  one  evening, 
when  I  was  very  low,  to  ask  (she  being  then  afflicted  with  the 
disorder  I  have  mentioned)  if  I  could  oblige  her  witb  a  Uttle 
tinetore  of  cardamums  mixed  witih  rhubarb,  and  flavoured  with 
seven  drops  of  the  essence  of  doves ,  wiiioh  was  the  l)est  re* 
medy  for  her  complaint;  —  or ,  if  I  had  not  such  a  thing  by  me^ 
with  a  little  brandy ,  v4uch  was  the  next  best,  it  was  not,  she 
remarked,  so  palatable  to  her,  but  it  was  the  next  best.  As  I 
had  never  even  heard  of  the  first  remedy,  and  always  had  the 
second  in  the  closet,  I  gave  Mrs.  Crupp  a  glass  of  the  second, 
which  (that  I  might  have  no  suspicion  of  its  being  devoted  to 
any  improper  use)  she  began  to  take  in  my  presence. 

'* Cheer  up,  Sir,*'  said  Mrs.  Crupp,  **1  ean't  abear  to  see 
you  so,  Sir,  I 'm  a  mother  myself." 

I  jid  not  quite  perceive  the  application  of  this  fact  to  my* 
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self,  bat  I  gmiled  on  Mrs.  Crupp,  as  benignly  as  was  in  my 
power. 

**Come,  Sir/'  said  Mrs.  Crapp.  '* Excuse  me.  I  know 
what  it  is ,  Sir.    There  's  a  young  lady  in  the  case." 

"Mrs.  Crapp?"  I  returned,  reddening. 

"Oh,  bless  you!  Keep  a  good  heart,  Sirl"  said  Mrs. 
Crupp,  nodding  encouragement.  "Neyer  say  die.  Sir  I  If 
She  don't  smile  upon  you,  there 's  a  many  as  will.  You  're  a 
young  gentleman  to  bt  smiled  on,  Mr.  CopperfuU,  and  yon 
must  learn  your  walue.  Sir." 

Mrs.  Crupp  always  called  me  Mr.  CopperfuU:  firstly ,  no 
doubt,  because  it  was  not  my  name;  and  secondly,  I  am  in- 
clined to  think  y  in  some  indistinct  association  with  a  wash- 
ing-day. 

"What  makes  you  suppose  there  is  any  young  lady  in  the 
case,  Mrs.  Crupp?*'  said  I. 

"Mr.  CopperfuU,"  said  Mrs.  Crupp,  with  a  great  deal  of 
feeling,  "I  'm  a  mother  myself. " 

For  some  time  Mrs.  Crupp  could  only  lay  her  hand  upon 
her  nankeen  bosom ,  and  fortify  herself  against  returning  pain 
with  sips  of  her  medicine.    At  length  she  spoke  again. 

"When  the  present  set  were  took  for  you  by  your  dear 
aunt,  Mr.  Copperfull, "  said  Mrs.  Crupp,  "my  remark  were,  I 
had  now  found  summun  I  could  care  for.  *  Thank  Ev'in!* 
were  the  expression,  'I  haye  now  found  summun  I  can  care 
for  I '  —  You  don't  eat  enough ,  Sir,  nor  yet  drink. "  * 

"Is  that  what  yon  found  your  supposition  on, Mrs.  Crupp?" 
siudl. 

"  Sir , "  said  Mrs.  Crupp ,  in  a  tone  approaching  to  severity, 
"I 'ye  laundressed  other  young  gentlemen  besides  yourself. 
A  young  gentleman  may  be  over-careful  of  himself,  or  he  may 
be  under-careful  of  himself.  He  may  brush  his  hair  too  re- 
gular, or  too  nnregular.    He  may  wear  his  boots  mn^  too 
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large  for  him,  or  much  too  small.  That  is  according  as  the 
yoang  gentleman  has  his  original  character  formed.  Bat  let 
him  go  to  which  extreme  he  may,  Sir,  there 's  a  jonng  ladj  in 
hoth  of  'em." 

Mrs.  Cmpp  shook  her  head  in  sach  a  determined  manner, 
that  I  had  not  an  inch  of  'vantage  ground  left. 

''It  was  bat  the  gentleman  which  died  here  before  your- 
self, "  said  Mrs.  Crupp,  "that  fell  in  love  —  with  a  barmaid  — 
and  had  his  waistcoats  took  in  directly,  though  much  swelled 
by  drinking." 

'*Mrs.  Crupp, "  said  I,  "I  must  beg  you  not  to  connect  the 
young  lady  in  my  case  with  a  barmaid,  or  anything  of  that  sort, 
if  you  please." 

''Mr.  Copperfull,"  returned  Mrs.  Crupp,  "I  'm  a  mother 
myself,  and  not  likely.  I  ask  your  pardon,  Sir,  if  I  intrude.  I 
should  never  wish  to  Intrude  where  I  were  not  welcome.  But 
you  are  a  young  gentleman ,  Mr.  Copperfull,  and  my  adwice  to 
you  is,  to  cheer  up.  Sir,  to  keep  a  good  heart,  and  to  know  your 
own  walue.  If  you  was  to  take  to  something.  Sir,"  said  Mrs. 
Crupp,  "if  you  was  to  take  to  skittles,  now,  which  is  healthy, 
you  might  find  it  divert  your  mind,  and  do  you  good." 

With  these  words,  Mrs.  Crupp,  affecting  to  be  very  careful 
of  the  brandy  —  which  it  was  all  gone  —  thanked  me  with  a 
majestic  curtsey,  and  retired.  As  her  figure  disappeared  into 
the  gloom  of  the  entry,  this  counsel  certainly  presented  itself 
to  my  mind  in  the  light  of  a  slight  liberty  on  Mrs.  Crupp's 
part;  but,  at  the  same  time,  I  was  content  to  receive  it,  in 
another  point  of  view,  as  a  word  to  the  wise,  and  a  warning  in 
future  to  keep  my  secret  better. 


^  CHAPTER  XL 

Tominy  Trsddles. 

It  may  haTO  been  in  conflV^uenoe  of  Mrs.  Crupp's  advice, 
and,  perhi^s,  for  no  better  ireason  tban  because  tlierewasa 
certain  similarity  in'tbe  sound  of  the  words  skittles  and 
Traddles,  that  it  oame  into  my  head,  next  day ,  to  go  and  look 
after  Traddles.  The  time  he  had  mentioned  was  more  than 
out,  and  he  lived  in  a  little  street  near  the  Veterinary  College 
at  Camden  Town,  which  was  principally  tenanted,  as  one  of 
our  clerks  who  lived  in  that  direction  informed  me,  by  gen- 
tlemen students,  who  bought  live  donkeys,  and  made  experi- 
ments on  tkose  quadrupeds  in  their  private  apartments. 
Having  obtained  from  this  dork  a  direction  to  the  academic 
grove  in  question,  I  set-out,  the  same  afternoon,  to  visit  my 
old  school-fellow. 

I  found  that  the  street  was  not  as  desirable  a  one  as  I  could 
have  wished  it  to  be,  for  the  sake  of  Traddles.  The  inhabi- 
tants appeared  to  have  a  propensity  to  throw  any  little  trifles 
t^ey  were  not  in  want  of ,  into  the  road:  which  not  oidy  made 
it  rank  and  sloppy,  but  antidy  too ,  on  accouut  of  Uie  cabbage- 
leaves.  Tbe  refuse  was  not  whoUy  vegetable  either,  for  I 
mysetf  saw  a  shoe,  a  doubled-up  saucepan,  a  black  bonnet, 
a&4  an  umbrella,  in  various  stages  of  decomposition,  as  I  was 
looking  out  for  the  number  I  wanted. 

The  general  air  of  the  place  reminded  me  forcibly  of  the 
days  when  I  lived  with  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Micawber.  An  inde- 
scribable character  of  faded  gentility  that  attached  to  tiie 
house  I  sought,  and  made  it  unlike  all  the  other  housewi  the 
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atreet — tiiough  Ibey  were  aft  binlfc  on  one  monotonoiM  pattern, 
and  looked  like  the  early  copies  of  a  blundestngboy-wbo  wa^ 
learning  to  make  bonaes,  and  bad  not  yet  got  out  of  bis 
cramped  brick  and  mortar  pothooks  •*-  reminded  me  atill  more 
of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Micawber.  Happening  to  aniTe  at  the  door 
as  it  "was  opened  to  the  afternoon  milkman,  I  was  reminded  of 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Micawber  more  forcibly  yet. 

"Now,**  said  the  milkman  to  a  very  yoathM  servant  giri. 
**  Has  that  there  little  bill  of  mine  been  beerd  on  ?  " 

''Oh  master  says  he  '11  attend  to  it  immediate,"  was  the 
reply. 

''Because,^'  said  the  milkman,  going  on  as  if  he  bad  re- 
ceived no  answer,  and  speaking,  as  I  judged  from  his  tone, 
rather  for  the  edification  of  somebody  within  the  house,  than  of 
the  youthful  servant  —  an  impression  which  was  strengthened 
by  his  manner  of  glaring  down  the  passage  —  "Because  that 
there  little  bill  has  been  running  so  long,  that  I  begin  to  be- 
lieve it's  run  away  altogether,  and  never  won't  beheerd  of. 
Now,  I^m  not  a  going  to  stand  it,  you  know  I*'  said  the 
'milkman,  still  throwing  his  voice  into  the  house,  and  glaring 
down  the  passage. 

As  to  his  dealing  in  the  mild  article  of  milk,  by-the-by, 
there  never  was  a  greater  anomaly.  His  deportment  would 
have  heei.  fierce  in  a  butcher  or  a  brandy  merchant. 

The  voice  of  the  youthful  servant  became  faint,  but  she 
seemed  to  me,  from  the  action  of  her  lips,  again  to  murmur 
that  it  would  be  attended  to  immediate. 

"I  tell  yon  what,"  said  the  milkman,  looking  bard  at  her 
for  the  ficst  time,  and  taking  her  by  the  chin,  "are  you  fond  of 
mflk?" 

"Yes,  I  likes  it,*'  she  replied. 

"^>od«"  sidd  the  milkman.    "Then  you  won't  have  ao> 
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to-morrow.    D'ye  hear?    Not  a  fragment  of  milk  you  won't 
have  to-morrow."  ^ 

I  thought  Bhe  seemed,  upon  the  whole,  relieved,  by  the 
prospect  of  having  any  to-day.  The  milkman,  after  shaking 
his  head  at  her,  darkly,  released  her  chin,  and  with  any  thing 
rather  than  good  will  opened  his  can,  and  deposited  the  usnal 
quantity  in  the  family  jug.  This  done,  he  went  away,  mutter- 
ing, and  uttered  the  cry  of  his  trade  next  door,  in  a  vindictive 
shriek. 

'*  Does  Mr.  Traddles  live  here  ? ' '    I  then  inquired. 

A  mysterious  voice  from  the  end  of  the  passage  replied 
"  Yes."    Upon  which  the  youthful  servant  replied  "  Yes." 

**  Is  he  at  home?  "said  I. 

Again  the  mysterious  voice  replied  in  the  affirmative,  and 
again  the  servant  echoed  it.  Upon  this,  I  walked  in,  and  in 
pursuance  of  the  servant's  directions  walked  up-stairs ;  con- 
scious, aslpassed  the  back  parlour- door,  that  I  was  surveyed  by 
a  mysterious  eye,  probably  belonging  to  the  mysterious  voice. 

When  I  got  to  the  top  of  the  stairs  —  the  house  was  only  a 
story  high  above  the  ground  floor  — Traddles  was  on  the  land- 
ing to  meet  me.  He  was  delighted  to  see  me,  and  gave  me 
welcome,  with  great  heartiness,  to  his  little  room.  It  was  in 
the  front  of  the  house,  and  extremely  neat,  though  sparely 
furnished.  It  was  his  only  room,  I  saw;  for  there  was  a  sofa- 
bedstead  in  it,  and  his  blacking-brushes  and  blacking  were 
among  his  books  —  on  the  top  shelf,  behind  a  dictionary.  His 
table  was  covered  with  papers,  and  he  was  hard  at  work  in  an 
old  coat.  I  looked  at  nothing,  that  I  know  of,  but  I  saw  every- 
thing, even  to  the  prospect  of  a  church  upon  his  china  inkstand, 
as  I  sat  down  —  and  this,  too,  was  a  faculty  confirmed  in  me  in 
the  old  Micawber  times.  Various  ingenious  arrangements  he 
had  made,  for  the  disguise  of  his  chest  of  drawers,  and  the  ac- 
eommodation  of  hia  boots,  his  shaving-glass,  and  so  forthi  par- 
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ticularty  impressed  themseWes  upon  me,  as  evidences  of  the 
same  Traddles  who  used  to  make  models  of  elephant's  dens  in 
writing  paper  to  put  flies  in ;  and  to  comfort  himself,  under  ill 
usage,  with  the  memorable  works  of  art  I  have  so  often  men** 
tioned. 

In  a  comer  of  the  room  was  something  neatly  covered  up 
with  a  large  white  doth.    I  could  not  make  out  what  that  was. 

"Traddles,**  said  I,  shaking  hands  with  him  again,  after  I 
had  sat  down.    **  I  am  delighted  to  see  you . ' ' 

"  I  am  delighted  to  see  you,  Copperfield,  *  *  he  returned.  "  I 
am  very  glad  indeed  to  see  you.  It  was  because  I  was  thorough- 
ly glad  to  see  you  when  we  met  in  Ely  Place,  and  was  sure  you 
were  thoroughly  glad  to  see  me,  that  I  gave  you  this  address 
instead  of  my  address  at  chambers.*' 

"  Oh  1  Yon  have  chambers  ?  * '  said  I. 

''Why,  I  have  the  fourth  of  a  room  and  a  passage,  and  the 
fourth  of  a  clerk,"  returned  Tiaddl^s.  ''Three  others  and 
myself  unite  to  have  a  set  of  chambers—-  to  look  business-like 
—  and  we  quarter  the  clerk  too.  Half-a-crown  a  week  he 
costs  me." 

His  old  simple  character  and  good  temper,  and  something 
of  his  old  unlucky  fortune  also,  I  thought,  smiled  at  me  in  the 
smile  with  which  he  made  this  explanation. 

"It 's  not  because  I  have  the  least  pride,  Copperfield,  you 
understand,"  said  Traddles,  ''that  I  don't  usually  give  my 
address  here.  It 's  only  on  account  of  those  who  come  to  me, 
who  might  not  like  to  come  here.  For  myself,  I  am  fighting 
my  way  on  in  the  world  against  difficulties,  and  it  would  be 
ridiculous  if  I  made  a  pretence  of  doing  any  thing  else." 

"You  are  reading  for  the  bar,  Mr.  Waterbrook  informed 
me?"  said  I. 

"Why,  yes,"  said  Traddles,  rubbing  his  hands,  slowly  over 
one  another,  "I  am  reading  for  the  bar.    The  fact  is,  I  have 
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}a8t  be|^  to  Ire^m^r  terms,  after  niikher  a  loog  d^iftjr.  It  *8 
some  >timesi]icel was  artioled,  but  the  pajrmeiifrof  thathtiadred 
poaads  was  a  great  .pnU.  A  great  pull ! "  said  Traddles,  with 
a  winoe,  as  if  be  had  liad  a  tooth  out. 

''Do  you  know  what  I  can*t  help  thinking  of,  Traddles,  aa  I 
sit  here  looking  at  you  ?  "  I  asked  him. 
•     ^' No,"  said  he. 

**  That  sky-blue  suit  you  used  to  wear.** 

"  Lord,  to  be  sure ! "  cried  Traddles,  laughing.  **  Tight  in 
the  arms  and  legs,  you  know?  Dear  me !  Well !  Those  were 
happy  times,  weren't  they?" 

^*  I  think  our  schoolmaster  might  have  made  them  happier, 
without  doing  any  harm  to  any  of  us,  I  acknowledge,"  I 
returned. 

"Perhaps  he  might,"  said  Traddles.  " But  dear  me,  there 
was  a  good  deal  of  fun  going  on.  Do  you  remember  the  nights 
in  the  bed-room?  When  we  used  to  have  the  sappers?  And 
when  you  used  to  tell  the  stories  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha  I  And  do  you 
remember  when  I  got  caned  for  crying  about  Mr.  Mell?  Old 
Creakle  I    I  shoald  like  to  see  him  again,  too  I  '* 

"He  was  a  brute  to  you,  Traddles,"  said  I,  indignantly;  for 
his  good  humour  made  me  feel  as  if  I  had  seen  him  beaten  but 
yesterday. 

"Do  you  think  so?*' returned  Traddles.  "Really?  Per- 
haps he  was,  rather.  But  it  *s  all  over,  a  long  while.  Old 
Creakle!" 

"  You  were  brought  up  by  an  uncle,  then?  "  said  I. 

"  Of  course  I  was  I ' '  said  Traddles.  "  The  one  I  was  alirayi 
going  to  write  to.  And  always  didn't,  eh  I  Ha,  ha,  hal  ^Yes, 
I  had  an  uncle  then.    He  died  soon  after  I  left  school. " 

"Indeed  J" 

"Yes.    He  iras  a  retired  —  what  do  you  call  itl  —  draper 


—  doth-meiidiaiit — and  had  made  me  1»  heir.  But  he  didn't 
l&e  me  wlieii  I  grew  ap/* 

''Do  jroareaHy  mean  that?'*  said  L  'Se  ira«  to  composed, 
that  I  fancied  he  maet  have  some  otber  meaning. 

''O  dear  yes,  Copperfield  I    I  mean  it,"  replied  Traddies. 
"  It  was  an  unf ertunate  thing,  but  he  didn^t  Uke  me  at  aU.    He 
said  I  wasn't  at  all  what  he  ex|»ected,  and  so  he  maeried  his 
konsekeeper." 
*^<wAjidwfaatdtd}roudo?''    I  asked. 

"I  didn't  do  anything  in  particular,"  said  Traddles.  '^I 
lived  witli  them,  waiting  to  be  pot  ont  in  the  world,  vntil  his 
goat  uafortonately  ^w  to  his  stomach  —  and  so  he  died,  and 
eo  she  married  a  young  man,  and  bo  I  wasn't  provided  for." 

''IHd  yon  get  noOiing,  Traddles,  after  all?  " 

^Oh  dear  yes  I"  said  Traddles.  ''I  got  fifty  pounds.  1 
had  never  been  brought  up  to  any  profession,  and  at  first  I  was 
at  a  loss  what  to  do  for  myself.  However,  I  began,  with  the 
assistance  of  the  son  of  a  professional  man,  who  had  been  to 
Salem  Hoose  —  Yawler,  with  his  nose  on  one  side.  Do  you 
recoUecthim?" 

No.  He  had  not  been  there  with  me ;  all  the  noses  were 
straight,  in  my  day. 

*^Jt  dott't  matter,"  said  Traddles.  **  I  began,  by  means  of 
his  assistance ,  to  oo^  law  writings.  That  didn't  answer  very 
well;  and  then  I  began  to  state  oases  for  them,  and  make 
abstracts,  and  do  that  sort  of  work.  For  I  am  a  plodding  kind 
of  fellow,  Copperfield,  and  had  learnt  the  way  of  doing  such 
things  pithUy .  Well !  That  pot  it  in  my  head  to  enter  myself 
as  a  law  student ;  and  that  ran  away  with  all  that  was  left  of  the 
^(tf  pounds .  Tawler  recommended  me  to  one  or  two  other 
offices,  however  — *  Mr.  Waterbroek's  fbr  one  -^  and  I  got  a 
good  many  jobs.  I  was  fortunate  enough,  too^  to  become 
acquainted  with  a  person  in  the  pablishing  wagr«  who  was  get- 
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ting  Qp  an  Encyclopedia,  and  he  set  me  to  work ;  and,  indeed*' 
(glancing  at  his  table),  *'I  am  at  work  for  him  at  this  minute. 
I  am  not  a  bad  compiler,  Copperfield,"  said  Traddles,  preser- 
ving the  same  air  of  cheerful  confidence  in  all  he  said,  *'butl 
have  no  invention  at  all ;  not  a  particle.  I  suppose  there  never 
was  a  young  man  with  less  originality  than  I  have." 

As  Traddles  seemed  to  expect  that  I  should  assent  to  this 
as  a  matter  of  course,  I  nodded;  and  he  went  on,  with  the 
same  sprighUy  patience  —  I  can  find  no  better  expression  s— 
as  before. 

'*  So ,  by  little  and  little ,  and  not  living  high ,  I  managed  to 
scrape  up  the  hundred  pounds  at  last,'*  said  Traddles;  "and 
thank  Heaven  that 's  paid  —  though  it  was  —  though  it  cer- 
tainly was,"  said  Traddles,  wincing  again  as  if  he  had  had 
another  tooth  out,  "  a  pull.  I  am  living  by  the  sort  of  work  I 
have  mentioned,  still,  and  I  hope,  one  of  these  days,  to  get 
connected  with  some  newspaper:  which  would  almost  be  the 
making  of  my  fortune.  Now,  Copperfield,  you  are  so  exactly 
what  you  used  to  be,  with  that  agreeable  face,  and  it  *s  so 
pleasant  to  see  you,  thatlsha'n't  conceal  anything.  There- 
fore you  must  know  that  I  am  engaged."  * 

Engaged  I   Oh  Dora  1  « 

**She  is  a  curate's  daughter,"  said  Traddles;  "one  of  ten, 
down  in  Devonshire.  Yes  1 "  For  he  saw  me  glance,  involun- 
tarily, at  the  prospect  on  the  inkstand.  "  That 's  the  church ! 
You  come  round  here,  to  the  left,  out  of  this  gate,"  tracing 
his  finger  along  the  inkstand,  <*and  exactly  where  I  hold  this 
pen,  there  stands  the  house  —  facing,  you  understand,  towards 
the  church." 

The  delight  with  which  he  entered  into  these  particiilars, 
did  not  fully  present  itself  to  me  until  afterwards;  for  my 
selfish  thoughts  were  making  a  ground-plan  of  Mr.  Spenlow's 
house  and  garden  at  the  same  moment 


<'She  is  such  a  dear  girll"  said  Traddles;  "a  little  older 
than  me,  but  the  dearest  girl!  I  told  yoa  I  was  going  out  of 
town?  I  hare  been  down  there.  I  walked  there,  tnd  I 
walked  back ,  and  I  had  the  most  delightful  time  I  I  dare  say 
ours  is  likely  to  be  a  rather  long  engagement,  but  our  motto 
is  'Wait  and  hope  I'  We  always  say  that.  'Wait  and  hope,* 
we  always  say.  And  she  would  wait ,  Copperfield ,  till  she  was 
mxtf —  any  age  you  can  mention  —  for  me  I** 

Traddles  rose  from  his  chair,  and,  with  a  triumphant  smile, 
put  his  hand  upon  the  white  cloth  I  had  observeoT 

''However,**  he  said,  "  it  *s  not  that  we  hayen*t  made  a  be- 
ginning towards  housekeeping.  No ,  no ;  we  have  begun.  We 
must  get  on  by  degrees ,  but  we  haye  begun.  Here/'  drawing 
the  doth  off  with  great  pride  and  care,  "  are  two  pieces  of  fur- 
niture to  commence  with.  This  flower-pot  and  stand,  she 
bought  herself.  You  put  that  in  a  parlour-window,**  said 
Traddles,  falling  a  little  back  from  it  to  survey  it  with  the 
greater  admiration,  "with  a  plant  in  it,  and  —  and  there  you 
are  t  This  little  round  table  with  the  marble  top  (it  *s  two  feet 
ten  in  circumference),  /  bought.  You  want  to  lay  a  book 
down,  you  know,  or  somebody  comes  to  see  you  or  your  wife, 
and  wants  a  plac^to  stand  a  cup  of  tea  upon,  and  —  and  there 
you  are  again  I  **  said  Traddles.  "It 's  an  admirable  piece  of 
workmanship  —  firm  as  a  rock  I  ** 

I  praised  them  both,  highly,  and  Traddles  replaced  the 
covering  as  carefully  as  he  had  removed  it. 

"It  *s  not  a  great  deal  towards  the  furnishing,"  said  Trad- 
dles f "  but  it 's  something.  The  table-doths  and  pillow-cases, 
andartides  of  that  kind,  are  what  discourage  me  most,  Cop- 
perfidd.  So  does  the  iron-mongery—  candle-boxes,  and  grid- 
ironsy  and  that  sort  of  necessaries  —  because  those  things 
tell,  and  mount  up.  However,  'wait  and  hope  I '  And  I  aS' 
sure  you  she 's  the  dearest  girl  1  *' 
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^lam  quite  oertain  of  it,"  said  I. 

^^In  the  mean  time,'*  said  Traddles,  oomuig  back  to  his 
cbait^  ''-and  this  ia  the  end  of  my  prosing  about.  mj)raelf ,  I  get 
0<n aa  ^rell  as  I  can*  I  don't  make  moiieh^  but  I  don't  apend 
much,  in  geneval,  I  board  with  the  petopLa  do'l^l^stBi^a,  wlko 
are  yery  agreeable  people  indeed..  Both  Mr.  and  Mra.  MU 
cawber  haive  seen  a  good  deal  of  ltfe>  and  are  exoelleni  eon^ 
pany." 

*'  Mj  dear  Traddlea !  **  I  quickly  eadatmed.  **  WhaA  are 
yoa  talking  about!  '* 

Traddles  looked  at  me,  aa  if  he  wondered  what  /  was 
talkixKg  about. 

«'Mr.  and  Mrs.  Micawber!"  I  repeated.  "Why,  I  am 
intimately  ac<}aaanted  with  them  I  *' 

An  opportune  double  knook  at  the  door,  which  I  knew  weU 
from  old  experience  in  Windaor  Terrace,  and  whioh  nobody 
but  Kir*  Micawber  could,  ever  have  knocked  at  that  door,  re- 
sohred  any  doubt  in  my  mind  afl  to  tkmr  being  my  old  Irienda. 
I  begged  Tnuldies  to  ask  his  landlord  to  walk  up.  Thiddlea 
ae«ordingIy  did  so,  over  the  bannister;  ajid  Mr.  Micawber, 
not  a  bit  changed  —  his  tif^ts ,  his  stick,  his  shirt-coUar,  and 
his  0ye<-glas6,  all  Ae  same  as  CTer  —  came  intot  the  room  with 
a  genteel  and  youthful  air. 

*<I  beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  Traddles,'*  said  Mr.  Mteawbor, 
with  dM  old  roll  in  his  Toice,  as  he  checked  himadtf  in  hum- 
ming  a  soft  tune.  <  *•  I  wne  not  aware  that  there  waa  any  tndiyt- 
daal,  alien  to  thia  temement,  in  your  sanctam.** 

Mr.  Micawber  slightly  bowed  to  me,  and  palled  up  hia 
diirt-eollar. 

^'How  do  you  do^&&.  Micawber?*'  saidL 
«      ^  Sir,**  aaid  Mr.  Micawber,  ^' yoa  are  ezoeedxn^y  ebliguig. 
iBmmitatu  f«o»** 

"And  Mrs.  Micawber?"  I  pursued* 
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'*l^r,"  laid  Mr.  Micawber,  <'ihe  is  ilio,  Uwnk  God,  in 
statu  quo.** 

'"-Aad  the  chttdreB ,  Mr.  ^ficawbcor  ?  " 

*'Sir/'  said  Mr.  Miaawber,  "I  rejoice  to  replj  that  they 
are,  likewise,  in  theenjaymontofsalubri^." 

All  this  time,  Mr.  Micawber  had  not  known  me  in  the  least, 
thovgh  he  had  stood  face  to  face  with  me.  Bat,  now,  seeing 
me  smile,  he  examined  my  features  with  more  attention,  fell 
back,  cried,  **I8  it  possible  I  Have  I  the  pleasure  of  again 
beholding  Copperfieldl "  and  shook  me  by  both  hands  with 
the  utmost  fiervoor. 

**Grood  Heaven,  Mr.  Traddles  I "  said  Mr.  Micawber,  **to 
think  that  I  should  find  you  acquainted  with  the  friend  of  my 
youth,  the  companion  of  earlier  days!  My  dear  I"  calling 
over  the  bannisters  to  Mrs.  Micawber,  while  Traddles  looked 
(with  reason)  not  a  little  amazed  at  this  description  of  me. 
"  Here  is  a  gentleman  in  Mr.  Traddl^'s  apartment,  whom  he 
wishes  to  have  the  pleasure  of  presentmg  to  you,  my  love  I " 

Mr.  Micawber  immediately  reappeared,  and  shook  hands 
with  me  again. 

''And how  is  our  good  friend  the  Doctor,  Copperfield?" 
said  Mr.  Micawber,  **  and  all  the  circle  at  Canterbury?" 
I  have  none  but  good  accounts  of  them , "  said  I. 
'  I  am  most  delighted  to  hear  it  /'  said  Mr.  Micawber.  '* It 
was  at  Canterbury  where  we  last  met.  Within  the  shadow,  I 
may  figurattvely  say,  of  that  religious  edifice,  immortaliaed 
by  Chancer,  which  was  anciently  the  resort  of  Filgrans  from 
the  reittotest  comers  of  —  in  short, "  said  Mr.  Micawber,  **in 
the  immediate  neighbourhood  of  the  Cathedral." 

I  replied  that  it  was.  Mr.  Micawber  continued  talking  as 
Tolnblyashecould;  but  not,  I  thought,  without  showing,  by 
aome  marks  of  concern  in  his  countenance,  that  he  was 
lensible  of  sounds  in  the  next  room ,  as  of  Mrs.  MScawbef 
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washing  her  hands,    and  hurriedly  opening  and  shutting 
drawers  that  were  uneasy  in  their  action. 

"Yon  find  us,  Copperfield,"  saidMr.ACcawber,  with  one 
eye  on  Traddles,  **at  present  established,  on  what  may  be 
designated  as  a  small  and  unassuming  scale;  but,  you  are 
aware  that  I  have,  m  the  course  of  my  career,  surmounted 
difficulties,  and  conquered  obstacles.  You  are  no  stranger 
to  the  fact,  that  there  have  been  periods  of  my  life,  when  it 
has  been  requisite  that  I  should  pause,  until  certain  expected 
events  should  turn  up;  when  it  has  been  necessary  that  I 
should  fall  back ,  before  making  what  I  trust  I  shall  not  be  ac- 
cused of  presumption  in  terming  —  a  spring.  The  present  ia 
one  of  those  momentous  stages  in  the  life  of  man.  You  find 
me,  fallen  back,  Jot  a  spring;  and  I  have  every  reason  to  be- 
lieve that  a  vigorous  leap  will  shortly  be  the  result.*' 

I  was  expressing  my  satisfaction,  when  Mrs.  Micawber 
came  in;  a  little  more  slatternly  than  she  used  to  bo ,  or  so  she 
seemed  now,  to  my  unaccustomed  eyes,  but  still  with  some 
preparation  of  herself  for  company ,  and  with  a  pair  of  brown 
gloves  on. 

"My  dear,*'  said  Mr.  Micawber,  leading  her  towards  me. 
"Here  is  a  gentleman  of  the  name  of  Copperfield,  who  wishes 
to  renew  his  acquaintance  with  you." 

It  would  have  been  better,  as  it  turned  out,  to  have  led 
gently  up  to  his  announcement,  for  Mrs.  Micawber,  being  in 
a  delicate  state  of  health,  was  overcome  by  it,  and  wais  taken 
so  unwell,  that  Mr.  Micawber  was  obliged,  in  great  trepi- 
dation, to  run  down  to  the  water-butt  in  the  back  yard,  and 
draw  a  basinful  to  lave  her  brow  with.  She  presently  revived, 
however,  and  was  really  pleased  to  see  me.  We  had  half-an- 
hour's  talk,  all  together;  and  I  asked  her  about  the  twins, 
who,  she  said,  were  "grown  great  creatures;"  and  after 
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Master  and  Miss  Micawber,  whom  she  described  as  ''absolute 
giants/*  but  they  were  not  produced  on  that  occasion. 

Mr.  Micawber  was  very'  anxious  that  I  should  stay  to 
dinner.  I  should  not  have  been  averse  to  do  so,  but  that  I 
imagined  I  detected  trouble,  and  calculation  relative  to  the 
extent  of  the  cold  meat ,  in  Mrs.  Micawber*s  eye.  I  therefore 
pleaded  another  engagement;  and  observing  that  Mrs.  Mi- 
cawber's  spirits  were  immediately  lightened,  I  resisted  all 
persuasion  to  forego  it. 

But  I  told  Traddles,  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Micawber,  that 
before  I  could  think  of  leaving ,  they  must  appoint  a  day  when 
they  would  come  and  dine  with  me.  The  occupations  to  which 
Traddles  stood  pledged,  rendered  it  necessary  to  fix  a  some- 
what distant  one;  but  an  appointment  was  made  for  the  pur- 
pose, that  suited  us  all,  and  then  I  took  my  leave. 

Mr.  Micawber,  under  pretence  of  showing  me  a  nearer  way 
than  that  by  which  I  had  come,  accompanied  me  to  the  comer 
of  the  street;  being  anxious  (he  explained  to  me)  to  say  a  few 
words  to  an  old  friend ,  in  confidence. 

"My  dear  Copperfield,"  said  Mr.  Micawber,  "I  need 
hardly  tell  you  that  to  have  beneath  our  roof,  under  existing 
circumstances ,  a  mind  like  that  which  gleams  —  if  I  may  be 
allowed  the  expression  —  which  gleams  —  in  your  friend 
Traddles ,  is  an  unspeakable  comfort.  With  a  washerwoman, 
who  exposes  hard-bake  for  sale  in  her  parlour-window,  dwell- 
ing next  door,  and  a  Bow-street  officer  residing  over  the 
way,  you  may  imagine  that  his  society  is  a  source  of  conso- 
lation to  myself  and  to  Mrs.  Micawber.  I  am  at  present,  my 
dear  Copperfield,  engaged  in  the  sale  of  com  upon  commis- 
sion. It  is  not  an  avocation  of  a  remunerative  description  —  tv 
in  other  words  it  does  not  pay  —  and  some  temporary  em- 
barrassments of  a  pecuniary  nature  have  been  the  conse- 
quence. I  am ,  however,  delighted  to  add  that  I  have  now  an 
David  Coppei'field.  XL  1  i 
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immediate  prospect  of  something  turning  up  (I  am  not  at 
liberty  to  say  in  what  direction) ,  which  I  \rJiBt  will  enable  me 
to  provide ,  permanently ,  both  for  myself  and  for  your  friend 
Traddles,  in  whom  I  have  an  unaffected  interest.  Tou  may, 
perhaps ,  be  prepared  to  hear  that  Mrs.  Micawber  is  in  a  state 
of  health  which  renders  it  not  wholly  improbable  that  an  ad- 
dition may  be  ultimately  made  to  those  pledges  of  affection 
which — in  short,  to  the  infantine  group.  Mrs. Micawber *8  fa- 
mily, have  been  so  good  as  to  express  their  dissatisfaction  with 
this  state  of  things.  I  have  merely  to  observe,  that  I  am  not 
aware  it  is  any  business  of  theirs,  and  that  I  repel  that  exhibi- 
tion of  feeling  with  scorn ,  and  with  defiance  I " 

Mr.  Micawber  then  shook  hands  with  me  again,    and 
left  me. 


CSELAPTER  XIL 

Mr.  Micawber's  gaanllet 

Until  th*  day  avrined  ob  which  I  was  to  entertain  my 
BAwly-foend  old  Mends,  I  fiyed  principally  on  Dora  and 
coff«e.  In  my  lor^lom  condition,  my  appetite  languished; 
and  I  was  glad  of  it,  fo*  I  lelt  ae  thoi^h  it.woold  have  been  an 
act  of  pevfidy  towards  Dom  to  have  a  natural  roHih  for  my 
dinner.  The  <|aandty  of  walking  exercise  I  took,  was  not  in 
this  respect  attended  with  its  nsaal  coneeqoence,  as  the  dis-* 
appouitmettt  oonnteracted  the  fresh  air.  I  have  my  doubts, 
too,  founded  on  the  acute  experience  acquired  at  this  period 
of  my  life,  whether  a  sound  enjoyment  of  animal  food  can 
develop  itself  freelly  in  any  human  subject  who  is  always  in 
torment  from  tight  boots.  I  think  the  extremities  require 
to  be  at  peace  before  the  stomach  will  conduct  itself  with 
vigour. 

On  the  occasion  of  this  domestic  little  party,  I  did  not 
repeat  my  former  extensive  pr^Mradons.  I  merely  provided 
a  pair  of  soles ,  a  small  leg  of  mutton ,  and  a  pigeon-pie.  Mrs. 
Crupp  broke  out  into  rebellion  on  my  first  bashful  hint  in  re- 
ference to  the  cooking  of  the  fish  and  joint,  and  said,  with  a 
dignified  sense  of  injury,**  No  I  No,  Sir!  You  will  not  ask  me 
sioh  a  thing,  for  you  are  better  acquainted  with  me  than  to 
so^ose  me  capable  of  doing  what  I  cannot  do  with  ampial 
satisfaction  to  my  own  feelings  I  **  But,  in  the  end ,  a  compro- 
mise was  effected;  and  Mrs.  Crupp  consented  to  achieve  this 
feat,  on  condition  that  I  dined  from  home  for  a  f<Mrtiiight 
afterwards. 

14* 
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And  here  I  may  remark,  that  what  I  underwent  from  Mrs. 
Crupp,  in  consequence  of  the  tyranny  she  established  over  me^ 
was  dreadful.  I  neyer  was  so  much  afraid  of  any  one.  We 
made  a  compromise  of  everything.  If  I  hesitated ,  she  was 
taken  with  that  wonderful  disorder  which  was  always  lying  in 
ambush  in  her  system,  ready,  at  the  shortest  notice,  to  prey 
upon  her  vitals.  If  I  rang  the  bell  impatiently,  after  half-a- 
dozen  unavailing  modest  pulls,  and  she  appeared  at  last-^ 
which  was  not  by  any  means  to  be  relied  upon  —  she  would 
appear  with  a  reproachful  aspect,  sink  breathless  on  a  chair 
near  the  door,  lay  her  hand  upon  her  nankeen  bosom,  and  be- 
come so  ill,  that  I  was  glad,  at  any  sacrifice  of  brandy  or  any- 
thing else,  to  get  rid  of  her.  If  I  objected  to  having  my  bed 
made  at  five  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  —  which  I  do  still  think 
an  uncomfortable  arrangement  —  one  motion  of  her  hand  to- 
wards the  same  nankeen  region  of  wounded  sensibility  was 
enough  to  make  me  falter  an  apology.  In  short ,  I  would  have 
done  anything  in  an  honourable  way  rather  than  give  Mrs. 
Crupp  offence ;  and  she  was  the  terror  of  my  life. 

I  bought  a  second-hand  dumb-waiter  for  this  dinner-party, 
in  preference  to  re-engaging  the  handy  young  man;  against 
whom  I  had  conceived  a  prejudice,  in  consequence  of  meeting 
him  in  the  Strand,  one  Sunday  morning,  in  a  waistcoat  re- 
markably like  one  of  mine,  which  had  been  missing  since  the 
former  occasion.  The  ** young  gal'*  was  re-engaged ;  but  on 
the  stipulation  that  she  should  only  bring  in  the  dishes,  and 
then  withdraw  to  the  landing-place,  beyond  the  outer  door; 
where  a  habit  of  sniffing  she  had  contracted  would  be  lost 
upon  the  guests ,  and  where  her  retiring  on  the  plates  would 
be  a  physical  impossibility. 

Having  laid  in  the  materials  for  a  bowl  of  punch,  to  be 
compounded  by  Mr.  Micawber ;  having  provided  a  bottle  of 
lavender-water,  two  wax  candles ,  a  paper  of  mixed  pins,  and  a 
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pincushion^  to  assist  Mrs.  Micawber  in  her  toilette,  at  my 
dressing-table ;  having  also  caused  the  fire  in  my  bed-room  to 
be  lighted  for  Mrs.  Micawber*8  conyenience ;  and  haying  laid 
the  cloth  with  my  own  hands,  I  awaited  Ihe  result  with  com- 
posure. 

At  the  appointed  time,  my  three  visitors  arriyed  together. 
Mr.  Micawber  with  more  shirt-collar  than  usual,  and  a  new 
ribbon  to  his  eye-glass;  Mrs.  Micawber  with  her  cap  in  a 
whitey-brown  paper  parcel;  Traddles  carrying  the  parcel, 
and  supporting  Mrs.  Micawber  on  his  arm.  They  were  all 
delighted  with  my  resid  ence.  When  I  conducted  Mrs.  Micawber 
to  my  dressing-table,  and  she  saw  the  scale  on  which  it  was 
prepared  for  her,  she  was  in  such  raptures ,  that  she  called  Mr. 
Micawber  to  come  in  and  look. 

**My  dear  Copperfield, **  sud  Mr.  Micawber,  ''this  is 
luxurious.  This  is  a  way  of  life  which  reminds  me  of  the 
period  when  I  was  myself  in  a  state  of  celibacy,  and  Mrs. 
Micawber  had  not  yet  been  solicited  to  plight  her  faith  at  the 
Hymeneal  altar." 

''He  means,  solicited  by  him,  Mr.  Copperfield, "  said  Mrs. 
Iificawber  archly.    "  He  cannot  answer  for  others.  '* 

"My  dear,*'  returned  Mr.  Micawber  with  sudden  serious- 
ness, "I  have  no'  desire  to  answer  for  others.  I  am  too  well 
aware  that  when,  in  the  inscrutable  decrees  of  Fate,  you  were 
reserved  for  me,  it  is  possible  you  may  have  been  reserved  for 
one,  destined,  afler  a  protracted  struggle,  at  length  to  fall  a 
victim  to  pecuniary  involvements  of  a  complicated  nature.  I 
understand  your  allusion,  my  love.  I  regret  it,  but  I  can 
bear  it." 

"  Micawber !  *'  exclaimed  Mrs.  Micawber,  in  tears.  "  Have 
I  deserved  this  I  I,  who  never  have  deserted  you;  who  never 
vnll  desert  you,  Micawber ! " 

^My  love/*  said  Mr.  Micawber,  much  affected,'  "you  wiU 
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foTgiTe,  and  our  old  und  tried  friend  Copperfidd  wiU,  I  am 
sure^  ibigiTe,  the  mdmebterjr  Uieeration  of  a  wotinded  ajMrit, 
made  senaJtive  bj  a  recent  i^ollidioB  with  the  Minion  of  Power 
— in  dtb«r  words,  imih  a  ribald  Tafneook  attached  to  the 
water- works  •—  and  will  pity,  not  condemn ,  its  excesses.** 

Mri  Mioawber  then  embraced  Mrs.  Micawber,  and  pressed 
my  hand;  leaviBi;  aie  to  infer  from  this  broken  alkwiota  thitt 
his  domestic  fiupply  of  watet  had  been  cut  off  that  afternoon, 
in  cons6<|acnce  of  defatdt  in  the  payment  of  the  company* s 
rates. 

To  ditexi  hils  thoaghts  froml^is  mela&choly  subject,  I  in- 
formed Mr»  MieaWber  that  I  relied  upon  him  for  a  foowl  of 
punchy  aad  lied  him  to  the  lemons.  His  recent  despondency, 
not'to  say  despair,  was  gone  in  a  moment.  I  never  saw  a  man 
so  thorougUy  eojoy  himself  amid  the  fhtgrance  of  lemon-peel 
and  sugar,  the  odour  df  bornihg  ^um,  and  the  steam  of  boiling 
water  ^  as  Mr.  Midawber  did  that  afternoon.  It  Was  Wonderful 
to  see  his  face  shtAing  at  us  out  of  a  thin  cloud  of  these  deli- 
cate fumes ,  as  he  stirred,  and  mixed,  and  tasted,  and  looked  as 
if  he  were  fnaking,  instead  Of  puUdi,  a  foHone  for  his  ikmily 
down  to  the  latest  posterity.  As  to  Mti.  Mieawber,  I  donS 
know  irfiether  it  Was  the  effect  of  the  cap ,  ol:  the  laTettder- 
Wiator^  or  the  pins,  or  the  fire,  or  the  wax  candles,  but  ehe  came 
out  ef  my  toom,  oompai^tively  speaking,  lovely.  A^d  the 
lark  was  never  ga^er  than  that  excellent  woman. 

I  sappose  —  I  never  ventured  to  inquire,  but  I  silppose  — 
that  Mrs.  Crupp,  after  frying  the  soles,  was  taken  ill*  Because 
we  btoke  down  at  that  point.  The  leg  of  mutton  oame  up 
very  red  within,  and  very  pale  without:  besides  having  a  fo- 
reiga  rabstance  of  a  gtitty  nature  sprinkled  ovet  it,  as  if  it  had 
had  a  fall  into  the  ashes  of  that  remarkable  kitchen  fire-place. 
But  we  were  not  in  a  condition  to  judge  of  this  fact  from  the 
'ippearanee  of  the  gravyi  f(»rasmuch  as  tiie  '<yOUng  |^"  had 
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dropped  it  all  iipoti  tfce  st&irs  —  wheve  it  reitoined,  by-llie-byy 
in  n  long  train,  until  it  was  worn  out.  The  pigeon*pie  was  not 
bad,  bat  it  was  a  dekisiTe  pie :  the  cmst  being  like  a  dis- 
appointing head,  phrenologicallyspealjiing:  fall  of  lumps  and 
bumps,  with  nothing  particular  underneath.  In  short,  the 
banquet  was  such  a  failure  that  I  should  have  been  quite  un- 
happy —  about  the  failure,  I  mean,  for  I  was  always  unhappy 
about  Dora  —  if  I  had  not  been  relieved  by  the  great  good- 
humour  of  my  company,  and  by  a  bright  suggestion  from  Mr. 
Micawber. 

"My  dear  friend  Copperfield,"  said  Mr.  Micawber,  "acci- 
dents will  occur  in  the  best  regulated  families ;  and  in  families 
not  regulated  by  that  pervading  influence  which  sanctifies 
while  it  enhances  the  —  a  —  I  would  say,  in  short,  by  the  in- 
fluence of  Woman,  in  the  lofty  character  of  Wife,  they  may  be 
expected  with  confidence,  and  must  be  borne  with  philosophy. 
If  you  will  allow  me  to  take  the  liberty  of  remarking  that  there 
are  few  comestibles  better,  in  their  way,  than  a  Devil,  and  that 
I  believe,  with  a  little  division  of  labour,  we  could  accomplislr'a 
good  one  if  the  young  person  in  attendance  could  produce  a 
gridiron,  I  would  put  it  to  you,  that  this  little  misfortune  may 
be  easily  repaired." 

There  was  a  gridiron,  in  the  pantry,  on  whieh  my  morning 
rasher  of  bacon  was  copked.  We  had  it  in,  in  a  twinkHng,  and 
immediately  applied  ourselves  to  carrying  Mr.  Micawber*8 
idea  into  effect.  The  division  of  labour  to  which  he  had  re- 
ferred was  this:  —  Traddles  cut  the  mutton  into  slices;  Mr. 
Micawber  (who  could  do  anything  of  this  sort  to  perfection) 
covered  them  with  pepper,  mustard,  salt,  and  cayenne;  I  put 
them/>n  the  gridiron,  turned  them  with  a  fork,  and  took  them 
off,  under  Mr.  Micawber's  directions;  and  Mrs.  Micawber 
beated,  and  continually  stirred,  some  mushroom  ketchfip  in  a 
little  saucepan.    Wh^h  we  had  slices  enough  done  to  begin 
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upon,  wc  felMo,  with  our  sleeves  still  tucked  up  at  the  wrists, 
more  slices  sputtering  and  blazing  on  the  fire,  and  our  atten- 
tion divided  between  the  mutton  on  our  plates,  and  the  mutton 
then  preparing. 

What  with  the  novelty  of  this  cookerj,  the  excellence  of  it, 
the  bustle  of  it,  the  frequent  starting  up  to  look  after  it,  the  fre- 
quent sitting  down  to  dispose  of  it  as  the  crisp  slices  came  off 
the  gridiron  hot  and  hot,  the  being  so  busy,  so  flushed  with  the 
fire,  so  amused,  and  in  the  midst  of  such  a  tempting  noise  and 
savour,  we  reduced  the  leg  of  mutton  to  the  bone.  My  own 
appetite  came  back  miraculously.  I>  am  ashamed  to  record  it, 
but  I  really  believe  I  forgot  Dora  for  a  little  while.  I  am  sa- 
tisfied that  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Micawber  could  not  have  enjoyed  the 
feast  more  if  they  had  sold  a  bed  to  provide  it.  Traddles 
laughed  as  heartily,  almost  the  whole  time,  as  he  ate  and 
worked.  Indeed  we  all  did,  all  at  once ;  and  I  dare  say  there 
never  was  a  greater  success. 

We  were  at  the  height  of  our  enjoyment,  and  were  all  busily 
engaged,  in  our  several  departments,  endeavdliring  to  bring 
the  last  batch  of  slices  to  a  state  of  perfection  that  should 
crown  the  feast,  when  I  was  aware  of  a  strange  presence  in 
the  room ,  and  my  eyes  encountered  thosQ  of  the  staid  Litti- 
mer,  standing  hat  in  hand  before  me. 

'*  What 's  the  matter !  '*    I  involuntarily  asked. 

*'I  beg  your  pardon,  Sir,  I  was  directed  to  come  in.  Is  my 
master  not  here.  Sir?" 

"No." 

"Have  you  not  seen  him,  Sir?  " 

"No ;  don't  you  come  from  him?" 

"Not  immediately  so.  Sir." 

"Did  he  tell  you  you  would  find  him  here?" 
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"  Not  exaciiy  so,  Sir.  But  I  should  think  he  might  be  here 
to-morrow,  as  he  has  not  been  here  to-day.'* 

"Is  he  coming  up  from  Oxford?  " 

'*I  beg,  Sir,'*  he  returned  respectfully,  "that  you  will  be 
seated,  and  allow  me  to  do  this. ' '  With  which  he  took  the  fork 
from  my  unresisting  hand,  and  bent  over  the  gridiron,  as  if  his 
whole  attention  were  concentrated  on  it. 

We  should  not  have  been  much  discomposed,  I  dare  say, 
by  the  appearance  of  Steerforth  himself,  but  we  became  in  a 
moment  the  meekest  of  the  meek  before  his  respectable  ser- 
ving-man. Mr.  Micawber,  humming  a  tune,  to  show  that  he 
was  quite  at  ease,  subsided  into  his  chair,  with  the  handle  of  a 
hastily-concealed  fork  sticking  out  of  the  bosom  of  his  coat,  as 
if  he  had  stabbed  himself.  Mrs.  Micawber  put  on  her  brown 
gloves,  and  assumed  a  genteel  languor.  Traddles  ran  his 
greasy  hands  through  his  hair,  and  stood  it  bolt  upright^  and 
stared  in  confusion  at  the  table-cloth.  As  for  me,  I  was  a  mere 
infant  at  the  head  of  my  own  table;  and  hardly  ventured  to 
glance  at  the  jespectable  phenomenon,  who  had  come  from 
Heaven  knows  where,  to  put  my  establishment  to  rights. 

Meanwhile  he  took  the  mutton  off  the  gridiron,  and  gravely 
handed  it  round.  We  all  took  some,  but  our  appreciation  of 
it  was  gone,  and  we  merely  made  a  show  of  eating  it.  As  we 
severally  pushed  awi^  our  plates,  he  noiselessly  removed 
them,  and  set  on  the  cheese.  He  took  that  off,  too,  when  it 
was  done  with;  cleared  the  table;  piled  everything  on  the 
dumb-waiter;  gave  us  our  wine-glasses;  and,  of  his  own  ac- 
cord, wheeled  the  dumb-waiter  into  the  pantry.  All  this  was 
done  in  a  perfect  manner,  and  he  never  raised  his  eyes  from 
what  he  was  about.  Tet,  his  very  elbows,  when  he  had  his 
back  towards  me,  seemed  to  teem  with  the  expression  of  his 
fixed  opinion  that  I  was  extremely  young. 

**  Can  I  do  anything  more,  Sir?  " 
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I  tlxasked  him  and  said.  No ;  but  would }ie  take  mo  dinner 
himself? 

"None,  I  am  obliged  to  yon,  Sir.'* 

**l8  Mr.  Steerforth  coming  from  Oxford?  *' 

**  I  beg  your  pardon ,  Sir  ?  " 

''Is  Mr.  Steerforth  coming  from  Oxford?  '* 

*'I  should  imagine  that  he  might  be  here  to-morrow,  Sir. 
I  rather  thought  he  might  have  been  here  to-day,  Sir.  The 
mistake  is  mine,  no  doubt,  Sir." 

"Ifyon  should  see  him  first—'*  said  I. 

''If  yon  '11  excBse  me.  Sir,  I  don't  think  I  shall  see  him 
ftrst.* 

''In  case  yon  do,"  said  I,  "praysay  thatlomsorry  hewas 
not  here  to-day,  as  an  old  school-fellow  of  his  wto  here." 

"Indeed,  Sir  I"  and  he  divided  a  bow  between  me  and 
Traddles,  with  a  glance  at  the  latter. 

He  was  moring  sofUy  to  the  door,  when ,  in  a  forlorn  hope 
of  saying  something  naturally—-  whioh  I  neter  could,  to  this 
man  —  i  said : 

"Oh!  LHtimer!" 

"Sir  I" 

"  Did  yon  remain  long  ait  Yannonth ,  that  iime?  " 

"Not  particularly  so,  Sir." 

"  Yon  saw  the  boat  completed  ?  " 

"  Yes ,  Sir.  I  remained  behind  on  purpose  to  see  the  boat 
completed." 

"Ikno-vrl"  He  raised  his  eyes  to  mine  respectfolly.  "Mr. 
Steerforth  has  not  seen  it  yet,  I  suppose?  " 

"I  reaily  can't  say.  Sir.  I  think  —  but  I  rtelly  can*t  say, 
Sir.    I  wish  you  good  night,  Sir." 

He  comprehended  everybody  present >  in  the  respectful 
bow  with  which  he  followed  these  words,  and  disi^peared. 
My  visitors  seemed  to  breathe  more  freely  when  he  was  gone; 
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but  my  own  relief  wM  Terj  great,  for  besides  the  eoBertnint» 
arising  from  that  extraordinary  sense  of  being  ata  disadvan« 
tage  which  I  always  had  in  this  man's  presence^  my  cotiseience 
had  embarrassed  me  with  whispers  that  I  had  isistrasted  his 
master,  and  I  ooaid  not  repi'^s  a  yagfi«  pneaay  dread  that 
he  might  find  it  oat.  How  was  it,  hayk^  so  li^e  in  reality 
to  eonceai,  tluit  I  always  did  fo^  as  if  this  Utan  were  finding 
me  out? 

Mr.  Micawber  ronsed  me  from  this  reflection,  which  was 
blended  ^th  a  cert^n  remorsefnr  apprehension  of  seeing 
Steerforth  himself,  by  bestowikig  many  encomiums  on  the 
absent  Littiner  as  a  most  oespeeteble  fellow,  and  a  thoroughly 
admirable  servant.  Mr.  Micawber,  I  may  remark,  had  taken 
bis  foil  share  of  the  ge&eral  bow,  and  had  received  it  with 
infinite  condeseensioB. 

^Bnt  punch,  my  dear  Copperfield,"  said  Mr*  A&cawber, 
tasting  it,  "l&e  time  ahd  tide,  waits  for  no  man.  Ah  I  it  is 
at  the  present  n^ment  in  high  fiATOiur.  My  love » will  yon  give 
me  your  opinion  ?  " 

Mrs.  Micawber  pronounced  it  excellent. 

**Then  I  will  drink,",  said  Mr.  Micawber,  "if  my  firiend 
Copt>erfield  will  peiUit  me  to  take  that  social  liberty,  to  the 
days  when  my  friend  Copperfield  and  myself  were  younger, 
and  fought  ottr  way  in  the  world  side  by  side.  I  mtay  say, 
of  myself  and  Copperfield,  in  words  we  have  simg  together 
before  now,  tba^ 

We  tva*  hae  ran  about  the  braes 
•Aad  pu'd  ibe  gewans  flne 

—  in  a  figurative  point  of  view  —  on  several  occasions.  I  am 
not  exactly  aware,'*  said  Mr.  Micawber,  with  the  old  roll  in 
liis  veice^  and  the  old  indescribable  air  of  saying  something 
genteel,  ''what  gowans  may  be,  but  I  have  no  doubt  that  Cop- 
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perfield  and  myself  would  frequently  have  taken  a  poll  at 
them,  if  it  had  been  feasible.** 

Mr.  Mcawber,  at  the  then  present  moment,  took  a  pull  at 
his  punch.  So  we  aU  did:  Traddles  evidently  lost  in  wonder- 
ing at  what  distant  time  Mr.  Micawber  and  I  could  possibly 
have  been  comrades  in  the  battle  of  the  world. 

«AhemI'*  said  Mr.  Micawber,  clearing  his  throat,  and 
warming  with  the  punch  and  with  the  fire.  "  My  dear,  another 
glass?'* 

Mrs.  Micawber  said  it  must  be  yexy  little,  but  we  couldn't 
allow  that,  so  it  was  a  glassful. 

**As  we  are  quite  confidential  here,  Mr.  Copperfield,*'  said 
Mrs.  Micawber,  sipping  her  punch,  "Mr.  Traddles  being  a 
part  of  our  domesticity,  I  should  much  like  to  haye  your  opi- 
nion on  Mr.  Micawber's  prospects.  For  com,"  said  Mrs. 
Micawber  argumentatively,  ''as  I  have  repeatedly  said  to 
Mr.  Micawber,  may  be  gentlemanly,  but  it  is  not  remunera- 
tive. Commission  to  the  extent  of  two  and  ninepence  in  a 
fortnight  cannot,  however  limited  our  ideas,  be  considered 
remunerative." 

We  were  all  agreed  upon  that. 

**Then,"  said  Mrs.  Micawber,  who  prided  herself  on  taking 
a  dear  view  of  things ,  and  keeping  Mr.  Micawber  straight  by 
her  woman's  wisdom,  when  he  might  otherwise  go  a  litde 
crooked,  *f  then  I  ask  myself  this  question.  If  com  is  not  to 
be  relied  upon,  what  is?  Are  coals  to  be  relied  upon?  Not 
at  all.  We  have  turned  our  attention  to  that  experiment,  on 
the  suggestion  of  my  family,  and  we  find  it  fallacious." 

Mr.  Micawber,  leaning  back  in  his  chair  with  his  hands  in 
his  pockets,  eyed  us  aside,  and  nodded  his  head,  as  much  as 
to  day  that  the  case  was  very  clearly  put. 

''The  articles  of  com  and  coals,"  said  Mrs.  Micawber,  still 
more  argumentatively,  "being  equally  out  of  Utie  question* 
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Mr.  Copperfield,  I  naturally  look  round  the  world,  and  say, 
'What  is  there  in  which  a  person  of  Mr.  Micawber's  talent  is 
likely  to  succeed?*  And  I  exclude  the  doing  anything  on 
commission,  because  commission  is  not  a  certainty.  What  is 
best  suited  to  a  person  of  Mr.  Micawber's  peculiar  tempera* 
ment,  is,  I  am  convinced,  a  certainty.'* 

Traddles  and  I  both  expressed,  by  a  feeling  murmur,  thai 
this  great  discovery  was  no  doubt  true  of  Mr.  Micawber,  and 
that  it  did  him  much  credit. 

"I  will  not  conceal  from  you,  my  dear  Mr.  Copperfield," 
sud  Mrs.  Micawber,  "that  /  have  long  felt  the  Brewing  busi- 
ness to  be  particularly  adapted  to  Mr.  Micawber.  Look  at 
Barclay  and  Perkins!  Look  at  Truman,  Hanbury,  and  Bux- 
ton! It  is  on  that  extensive  footing  that  Mr.  Micawber,  I 
know  from  my  own  knowledge  of  him,  is  calculated  to  shine; 
and  the  profits,  I  am  told,  are  e-NOR  —  moust  But  if  Mr. 
Micawber  cannot  get  into  those  firms  —  which  decline  to 
answer  his  letters,  when  he  offers  his  services  even  in  an 
inferiour  capacity  —  what  is  the  use  of  dwelling  upon  that 
idea?  None.  I  may  have  a  conviction  that  Mr.  Micawber*s 
manners"  — 
•^    "Hem  I   Really,  my  dear,"  interposed  Mr.  Micawber. 

"My  love,  be  silent,"  said  Mrs.  Micawber,  laying  her 
brown  glove  on  his  hand.  "I  may  have  a  conviction,  Mr. 
Copperfield,  that  Mr.  Micawber*s  manners  peculiarly  qualify 
him  for  the  Banking  business.  I  may  argue  within  myself, 
that  if  /  had  a  deposit  at  a  banking-house ,  the  manners  of 
Mr.  Micawber,  as  representing  that  banking-house,  would 
inspire  confidence,  and  must  extend  the  connexion.  But  if 
the  various  banking-houses  refuse  to  avail  themselves  of 
Mr.  Micawber's  abilities,  or  receive  the  offer  of  them  with 
contumely,  what  is  the  use  of  dwelling  upon  that  idea? 
None.    As  to  originating  a  banking-business,  I  may  kp 
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&»al  thare  «re  membeet  of  my  family  who ,  if  tkey  ohose  to 
place  their  money  in  Mr.  Mioawber's  handa,  might  ibund  an 
eatabliahment  of  that  description.  Bat  if  they  do  nttt  chooae 
to  place  their  money  in  Mr.  Micawber*8  hands  —  which  Upiey 
don't  —  what  ib  the  nae  of  that  ?  Again  I  contend  that  we  are 
no  farther  advanced  than  we  were  before." 

I  shook  my  head,  and  aaid,  ''Not  a  bib."  Traddle4  also 
shook  his  head,  a&d  said,  ''Not  a  bit.** 

"  What  do  I  deduce  from  this  ?  '*  Mrs.  Micawber  went  on 
to  say,  still  with  the  same  air  of  patting  a  case  lucidly.  '^What 
is  the  conclosion,  my  dear  Mr.  Copperfield,  to  which  I  am 
irresistibly  brooght?  Am  I  wrong  in  saying,  it  is  cle^  that 
we  mast  live?*' 

I  answered;  "Not  at  all  1*'  and  Tn^ddles  aoswered,  "Not 
at  all !  *'  and  I  foond  myself  afterwards  sagely  adding,,  alone, 
that  a  person  mnst  either  live  or  die. 

"Just  so,"  returned  Mrs.  Micawber.  "It  is  precisely  that. 
And  the  fact  is,  my  dear  Mr.  Copperfield,  that  we  can  not 
live  without  something  widely  different  from  existing  circam- 
stances  shortly  turning  up.  Now  X  am  convinced,  myself, 
and  this  I  have  pointed  out  to  Mr.  Micawber  several  times 
of  late,  that  things  cannot  be  expec^d  to  turn  up  of  them- 
selves. We  must,  in  a  measure,  assist  to  turn  them  up. 
I  may  be  wrong,  but  I  have  formed  that  opinion.** 

Both  Traddles  and  I  applauded  it  highly. 

"Very  well,"  said  Mrs.  Micawber.  "Then  what  do  I 
recommend?  Here  is  Mr.  Micawber,  with  a  variety  of  quali- 
fications —  with  great  talent  — *' 

"Keally,  my  love,**  said  Mr.  Micawber. 

"Fray,  my  dear,  allow  me  to  conclude.  Here  is  Mr. 
Micawber,  with  a  variety  of  qualifications,  with  great  talent 
— /should  say,  with  genius,  but  that  may  be  the  partiality  of 
a  wife -^" 
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Tiaddies  and  I  both  mnnirared  "No." 
"And  here  is  Mr.  MiCawber  without  any  suitable  posi- 
tion or  employment.  Where  does  that  responsibility  rest? 
Clearly  on  society.  Then  I  vould  make  a  fact  so  dis- 
graceful known,  and  boldly  challenge  society  to  set  it  right. 
It  appears  to  me,  my  dear  Mr.  Copperfield,"  said  Mrs. 
Micawber,  forcibly,  '*that  what  Mr.  Micawber  has  to  do,  is 
to  throw  down  the  gauntlet  to  society,  and  say,  in  effect, 
'Show  me  who  will  take  that  up.  Let  the  par^  immediately 
step  forward.' " 

I  Tentnred  to  ask  Mrs.  Micawber  how  this  was  to  be 
done. 

*^Bj  advertising,*'  said  Mrs.  Micawber  —  *'in  ail  the 
papers.  It  appears  to  me,  that  what  Mr.  Micawber  has  to 
do,  in  justice  to  himself,  in  justice  to  his  family,  and  I  will 
even  go  so  far  aa  to  say  in  justice  to  society,  by  which  he  has 
been  hitherto  overlooked,  is  to  advertise  in  all  the  papers; 
to  desoribe  himself  plainly  as  so  and  so,  with  such  and  such 
qualifications,  and  to  put  it  thus:  ^Naw  employ  me,  on  re* 
mooerative  tenns,  and  address,  post-paid,  to  ^.  JIf.,  Post 
Office,  Gan^den  Town.' " 

'*This  idea  of  Mrs.  Micawber's,  my  dear  Copperfield," 
said  Mr.  Micawber,  making  his  shirt-collar  meet  in  front  of 
his  chin,  and  glandng  at  me  sideways,  ''is,  in  fact,  the  Leaap 
to  which  I  alluded  t  when  I  last  had  the  pleasure  of  seeing 
you. " 

''Advertising  is  rather  expensive,"  I  remarked,  du- 
biously. 

**EauLci!ty  sol"  said  Mrs.  Micawber >  preserving  the  same 
logical  air.  "Quite  true,  my  dear  Mr.  Copperfield  I  I  have 
made  the  identical  observation  to  Mr.  Micawber.  It  is  for 
that  reason  especially,  that  I  think  Mr.  Micawber  ought  (as 
I  have  already  said,  in  justice  to  himself,  in  justice  to  his 
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family,  and  in  justice  to  society)  to  raise  a  certain  sum  of 
money  —  on  a  bill." 

Mr.  Micawber,  leaning  back  in  his  chair,  trifled  with 
his  eye-glass,  and  cast  his  eyes  up  at  the  ceiling;  but  I 
thought  him  observant  of  Traddles  too,  who  was  looking  at 
the  fire. 

'*If  no  member  of  my  family,"  said  Mrs.  Micawber,  "is 
possessed  of  sufficient  natural  feeling  to  negotiate  that  bill  — 
I  believe  there  is  a  better  business'term  to  express  what  I 
mean — " 

Mr.  Micawber,*  wit^  his  eyes  still  cast  up  at  the  ceiling, 
suggested  "Discount." 

"To  discount  that  bill,"  said  Mrs.  Micawber,  "then  my 
opinion  is,  that  Mr.  Micawber  should  go  into  the  City,  should 
take  that  bill  into  the  Money  Market,  and  should  dispose 
of  it  for  what  he  can  get.  If  the  individuals  in  the  Money 
Market  oblige  Mr.  Micawber  to  sustain  a  great  sacrifice,  that 
is  between  themselves  and  their  consciences.  I  view  it, 
steadily,  as  an  investment.  I  recommend  Mr.  Micawber,  my 
dear  Mr.  Copperfield,  to  do  the  same;  to  regard  it  as  an  in- 
vestment which  is  sure  of  return,  and  to  make  up  his  mind  to 
any  sacrifice." 

I  felt,  but  I  am  sure  I  don't  know  why,  that  this  was  self- 
denying  and  devoted  in  Mrs.  Micawber,  and  I  uttered  a 
murmur  to  that  effect.  Traddles,  who  took  his  tone  from  me* 
did  likewise,  still  looking  at  the  fire. 

"I  will  not,"  said  Mrs.  Micawber,  finishing  her  punch, 
and  gathering  her  scarf  about  her  shoulders,  preparatory 
to  her  withdrawal  to  my  bed-room:  "I  will  not  protract  these 
remarks  on  the  subject  of  Mr.  Micawber's  pecuniary  affairs. 
At  your  fireside,  my  dear  Mr.  Copperfield,  and  in  the  pre- 
sence of  Mr.  Traddles,  who,  though  not  so  old  a  friend,  is 
quite  one  of  ourselves ,  I  could  not  refrain  from  making  yon 
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acqnainted  with  the  course  /  advise  Mr.  Micawber  to  take. 
I  feel  that  the  time  is  arrived  when  Mr.  Micawber  should 
exert  himself  and  —  I  will  add  —  assert  himself,  and  it 
appears  to  me  that  these  are  the  means.  I  am  aware  that 
I  am  merelj  a  female,  and  that  a  masculine  judgment  is 
nsualty  considered  more  competent  to  the  discussion  of  such 
questions;  still  I  must  not  forget  that,  when  I  lived  at  home 
with  my  papa  and  mama,  my  papa  was  in  the  habit  of  saying, 
'Emma's  form  is  fragile,  but  her  grasp  of  a  subject  is  inferior 
to  none.*  That  my  papa  was  too  partial,  I  well  know;  but 
that  he  was  an  observer  of  character  in  some  degree,  my  duty 
and  my  reason  equally  forbid  me  to  doubt.** 

With  these  words,  and  resisting  our  entreaties  that  she 
would  grace  the  remaining  circulation  of  the  punch  with  her 
presence,  Mrs.  Micawber  retired  to  my  bed-room.  And  really 
I  felt  that  she  was  a  noble  woman  —  the  sort  of  woman  who 
might  have  been  a  Roman  matron ,  and  done  aU  manner  of 
heroic  things,  in  times  of  public  trouble. 

In  the  fervour  of  this  impression,  I  congratulated  Mr. 
Micawber  on  the  treasure  he  possessed.  So  did  Traddles. 
Mr.  Micawber  extended  his  hand  to  each  of  us  in  succession, 
and  then  covered  his  face  with  his  pocket-handkerchief,  which 
I  think  had  more  snuff  upon  it  than  he  was  aware  of.  He 
then  returned  to  the  punch,  in  the  highest  state  of  exhilaration. 

He  was  full  of  eloquence.  He  gave  us  to  understand  that 
in  our  children  we  lived  again,  and  that,  under  the  pressure 
of  pecuniary  difficulties,  any  accession  to  their  number  was 
doubly  welcome.  He  said  that  Mrs.  Micawber  had  latterly 
had  her  doubts  on  this  point,  but  that  he  had  dispelled  them, 
and  reassured  her.  As  to  her  family,  they  were  totally  un- 
worthy of  her,  and  their  sentiments  were  utterly  indifferent  to 
him ,  and  they  might  —  I  quote  his  own  expression  —  go  to 
the  Devil. 
David  CopperfMd.  11.  1 S 
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Mr.  Mioawber  then  delivered  a  warm  eulogy  on  Traddles. 
He  said  Traddles's  was  a  character,  to  the  steady  virtaes  of 
which  he  (Mr.  Micawber)  could  lay  no  claim,  but  which,  he 
thanked  Heaven,  he  could  admire.  He  feelingly  alluded  to 
the  young  lady,  unknown,  whom  Traddles  had  honoured 
with  his  affection ,  and  who  had  reciprocated  that  affection 
by  honouring  and  blessing  Traddles  with  h$r  affection. 
Mr.  Micawber  pledged  her.  So  did  I.  Traddles  thanked 
us  both,  by  saying,  with  a  simplicity  and  honesty  I  had 
sense  enough  to  be  quite  charmed  with,  **I  am  very  much 
obliged  to  you  indeed.  And  I  do  assure  you,  she  's  the 
dearest  girl! — " 

Mr.  Micawber  took  an  early  opportunity,  after  that,  of 
hinting,  with  the  utmost  delicacy  and  ceremony,  at  the  state 
of  my  affections.  Nothing  but  the  serious  assurance  of  his 
friend  Copperfield  to  the  contrary,  he  observed,  could  de« 
prive  him  of  the  impression  that  his  friend  Copperfield  loved 
and  was  beloved.  After  feeling  very  hot  and  uncomfortable 
for  .some  time,  and  after  a  good  deal  of  blushing,  stammering, 
and  denying,  I  said,  having  my  glass  in  my  hand,  ^' Weill 
I  would  give  them  D. !  '*  which  so  excited  and  gratiQed  Mr. 
Micawber,  that  he  ran  with  a  glass  of  punch  into  my  bed- 
room, in  order  that  Mrs.  Micawber  might  drink  D.,  who 
drank  it  with  enthusiasm,  crying  from  within,  in  a  shrill 
voice,  "Hear,  hear  I  My  dear  Mr.  Copperfield,  I  am  de- 
lighted. Hear!"  and  tapping  at  the  wall,  by  way  of  ap* 
plause. 

Our  conversation,  afterwards,  took  a  more  worldly  torn; 
Mr.  Micawber  telling  us  that  he  found  Camden  Town  incon- 
venient, and  that  the  first  thing  he  contemplated  doing,  when 
the  advertisement  should  have  been  the  cause  of  something 
satisfactory  turning  up,  was  to  move.  He  mentioned  a 
terrace  at  the  western  end  of  Oxford  Street,  fronting  Hyde 
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Park,  on  whioh  he  hftd  always  had  his  eye,  hut  which  he  did* 
not  expect  to  attaiui  immediately,  a»  it  would  require  a  large 
establiAhmentk  There  would  probably  be  an  interval,  he  ex* 
plained,  in  whioh  he  should  content  himself  with  the  upper 
part  of  ft  house,  over  some  respectable  place  of  business,  — 
say  in. Piccadilly,  —  which  would  be  a  cheerful  situation  for 
Mrs.  Micawlier ;  and  wheite,  by  throwing  out  a  bow  window, 
or  carrying  up  the  roof  another  story,  or  maldng  some  little 
alteration  of  that  sort^  they  might  live,  comfortably  and  re- 
putably, for  a  few- years.  Whatever  was  reserved  for  him, 
he  expressly  said,  or  wherever  hb  abode  might  be,  we  might 
rely  on  this  •*-  there  would  always  be  a  room  for  Traddles, 
and  a  knife  and  fork  for  me.  We  acknowledged  his  kind- 
ness; and  he  begged  us  to  forgive  his  having  lamiched  into 
these  practical  and  business-like  details,  and  to  excuse  it 
as  natural  in  one  who  was  making  entirely  new  arrangements 
in  life. 

Mrs*  Micawber,  tapping  at  the  wall  again,  to  know  if 
tea  were  ready,  broke  up  this  particular  phase  of  om*  friendly 
conversation.  She  made  tea  for  us  in  a  most  agreea'ble 
manner;  and,  whenever  I  went  near*  her,  in  handing  about 
the  tea-cups  and  bread-and-butter,  asked  me,  in  »  whisper, 
whether  D.  wfts  fair,  or  dark,  or  whether  she  was  short,  or 
taU:  or  something  of  that  kind ;  which  I  think  I  liked.  Afler 
tea,  we  discussed  a  variety  of  topics  before  the  fire;  and 
Mrs.  Micawber  was  good  enough  to  sing  us  (in  a  small,  thin, 
flat  voice,  which  I  remember  to  have  considered,  when  I  first 
knew  her,  the  very  table-beer  of  acoustics)  the  favourite 
faallads  of  '«The  Dashing  White  Serjeant,"  and  ''Little 
Tafflin."  For  both  of  these  songs  Mrs.  Micawber  had  been 
famous  when  she  lived  at  home  with  her  papa  and  mama. 
Mr.  Micawber  told  us,  that  when  he  heard  her  sing  the  first 
one,  on  the  first  occasion  of  his.  seeing  her  beneath  the 
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parental  roof,  sbe  had  attracted  his  attention  in  an  extra- 
ordinary degree;  bnt  that  when  it  came  to  Little  Tafflin,  he 
had  resolved  to  win  that  woman  or  perish  in  the  attempt. 

It  was  between  ten  and  eleven  o*dock  when  Mrs.  Micawber 
rose  to  replace  her  cap  in  the  whity-brown  paper  parcel,  and 
to  put  on  her  bonnet.  Mr.  Micawber  took  the  opportunity  of 
Traddles  putting  on  his  great  coat,  to  slip  a  letter  into  my 
hand,  with  a  whispered  request  that  I  would  read  it  at  my 
leisure.  I  also  took  the  opportunity  of  my  holding  a  candle 
over  the  bannisters  to  light  them  down,  when  Mr.  Micawber 
was  going  first,  leading  .Mrs.  Micawber,  and  Traddles  was 
following  with  the  cap ,  to  deUin  Traddles  for  a  moment  on 
the  top  of  the  stairs. 

"Traddles,"  said  I,  "Mr.  Micawber  don't  mean  any 
harm,  poor  fellow;  but,  if  I  were  you,  I  wouldn^t  lend  him 
anything." 

"My  dear  Copperfield,"  returned  Traddles,  smiling,  "I 
haven*t  got  anything  to  lend." 

"  You  have  got  a  name,  you  know,"  said  I. 

"Oh!  You  call  that  something  to  lend?"  returned 
Traddles,  with  a  thoughtful  look. 

"Certainly." 

"Oh!"  said  Traddles.  "Yes,  to  be  surel  I  am  very 
much  obliged  to  you,  Copperfield;  but *^  I  am  afraid  I  have 
lent  him  that  already.  *  * 

"For  the  bill  that  is  to  be  a  certain  investment?"  I  in- 
quired. 

"No,"  said  Traddles.  "Not  for  that  one.  This  is  the 
first  I  have  heard  of  that  one.  I  have  been  thinking  that  he 
will  most  likely  propose  that  one,  on  the  way  home.  Mine  *8 
another." 

"I  hope  there  will  be  nothing  wrong  about  it,"  said  I. 
**!  hope  not,"  said  Traddles.  "I  should  think  not,  though, 
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becatue  he  told  me,  only  the  other  day,  that  it  was  pro- 
vided for.  That  was  Mr.  Micawfoer's  expression.  *  Provided 
for.' " 

Mr.  Micawber  looking  up  at  this  juncture  to  where  we 
were  standing,  I  had  only  time  to  repeat  my  caution.  Traddles 
thanked  me,  and  descended.  But  I  was  much  afraid,  when  I 
observed  the  good-natured  manner  in  which  he  went  down 
with  the  cap  in  his  hand,  and  gave  Mrs.  Micawber  his  arm, 
that  he  would  be  carried  into  the  Money  Market  neck  and 
heels. 

I  returned  to  my  fireside,  and  was  musing,  half  gravely 
and  half  laughing »  on  the  character  of  Mr.  Micawber  and  the 
old  relations  between  us,  when  I  heard  a  quick  step  ascending 
the  stairs.  At  first,  I  thought  it  was  Traddles'  coming  back 
for  something  Mrs.  Micawber  had  left  behind ;  but  as  the  step 
approached,  I  ^ew  it,  and  felt  my  heart  beat  high,  and 
the  blood  rush  to  my  face,  for  it  was  Steerforth's. 

I  was  never  unmindful  of  Agnes ,  and  she  never  left  that 
sanctuary  in  my  thoughts  —  if  I  may  call  it  so  —  where  I  had 
placed  her  from  the  first.  But  when  he  entered,  and  stood 
before  me  with  his  hand  out,  the  darkness  that  had  fallen  on 
htm  changed  to  light,  and  I  felt  confounded  and  ashamed  of 
having  doubted  one  I  loved  so  heartily.  I  loved  her  none  the 
less;  1  thought  of  her  as  the  same  benignant,  gentle  angel  in 
my  life ;  I  reproached  myself,  not  her,  with  having  done  him 
an  injury;  and  I  would  have  made  him  any  atonement  if  I  had 
known  what  to  make,  and  how  to  make  it. 

''Why,  Daisy,  old  boy,  dumb  -  foundered !  "  laughed 
Steerforth,  shaking  my  hand  heartily,  and  throwing  it  gaily 
away.  "  Have  I  detected  you  m  another  feast,  *you  Sybarite  I 
These  Doctors*  Commons  fellows  are  the  gayest  men  in  town, 
I  believe,  and  beat  us  sober  Oxford  people  all  to  nothing! " 
His  bright  glance  went  merrily  round  the  room,  as  he  took 
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the  sest  on  the  sofa  opposite  to  me,  which  Mirs.  AlfoanvlMr 
had  recently  vacated ,  -and  stiired  the -fiore  into  a  blaze. 

'*Iwa8  80  surprised  at  first,*'  said  I,  giving  him  welcome 
Wfth  all  the  'cordiality  I  felt,  "  that  I  had  hardly  breadi  to  greet 
yon  with,  Steetrforth." 

"Well,  the  sight' of  me  ir  good  for  sore  eyes,  astheSootcb 
say,"  replied  Steerforth,  '*^and  so  is  the  sight  of  you,  Daisy, 
in  full  bloom.     How  are  yon,  my  Bacchanal?*' 

'*  I  am  very  well,"  said  I;  "and  not  at  all  Bacchanalian  to- 
night, though  I  confess  to  another  party  of  three." 

"All  of  whom  I  met  in  the  street,  talking  Slood  in  your 
praise , "  retained  Steerforth.  ''  Who  *s  our  friend  in  the 
tights?" 

I  gave  him  the  best  id^  I  eonld,  in  a  few  worda,  of 
Mr.  Micawber.  fie  laughed  heartily  tA  my  feeble  portrait 
of  that  gentleman,  and  said  he  was  .a  man  ip  know,  and  he 
must  know  him. 

*'Bat  who  do  you  suppose  our  other  friend  is?"  aaid  I 
in  my  tare. 

" Hearen  knows,"  said  Steerforth.  "Not  a  bore,  I  hope ? 
I  thongfat  lie  looked  a  iitde  like  on«." 

"Traddles!"    I  replied,  tHamphsnUy. 

"Who 's  he?"  asked  Steerforth,  in  his  careless  way. 

"Don't  yoo  remember  Traddies?  Traddiei  in  oor  room 
at  Salem  Honse?" 

"Oh I  Thatfellewl"  said  Steerforth,  beating  a  lump 
of  coal  on  the  top  of  the  fire,  with  the  poker.  "Is 
he  as  eofl  as  erer?  And  where  the  deuce  did  yon  pick 
him  «p?" 

I  extolled  Traddies  in  reply,  as  highly  as  I  could;  fori 
felt  that  Steerforth  rather  alighted  fahn.  Steerforth^  di»- 
missing  the  subject  with  a  Kgfat  nod,  and  a  smile,  and  the  re- 
inark  that  he  would  be  glad  to  see  the  old  fellow  too,  for  he 


231 

had  always  "been  an  odd  fish,  inqtzired  if  I  could  give  him  any- 
thing to  eat?  During  most  of  this  short  dialogue,  when  he 
had  not  been  speaking  in  a  wild  viTacious  manner,  he  had  sat 
idly  beating  on  the  lump  of  coal  with  the  poker.  I  observed 
that  he  did  the  same  thing  while  I  was  getting  out  the  remains 
of  the  pigeon-pie,  and  so  forth. 

*'Why,  Daisy,  here  *s  a  tfupper  for  a  king! "  he  exclaimed, 
starting  xyai  of  his  silence  with  a  burst,  and  taking  his  seat 
at  the  table,  **I  shall  do  it  justice,  for  I  h4ve  come  from 
Yarmouth." 

"  I  thought  you  came  from  Oxford  ?  "   I  returned. 

"  Not  I ,"  said  Steerfor£h.  ''  I  have  been  seafaring  —  bet- 
ter employed." 

"Littinier  wa*  h^re  to-day,  to  inquire  for  yOti,"  t  re- 
marked, "and  I  understood  him  that  you  were  at  Oxford; 
'though,  now  1  think  of  it,  he  certainly  did  not  say  so." 

"Ltttimer  is  a  greater  fool  than  I  thought  him,  to  have 
been  inquiring  for  me  at  aU,"  said  Steerforth,  jovially  pouring 
out  a  glass  of  wine,  and  drinking  to  me.  "As  to  understanding 
him,  you  are  a  cleVei'er  fellow  than  most  of  us,  Daisy,  if  you 
can  do  that." 

"That's  true,  indeed,"  said  I,  moving  my  chair  to  the 
table.  "So  you  have  been  at  Yarmouth,  Steerforth  I"  in- 
terested to  know  all  about  it.    "  Have  you  been  there  long?  " 

"No,*'  he  returned.    "AnejeapfK/eofaweekorso." 

"And  how  are  they  all?  Of  course,  little  Emily  is  not 
married  yet?"  ' 

"Not  yet.  Going  to  be,  I  believe  —  in  so  many  weeks, 
or  months,  or  something  or  other.  I  have  not  seen  much 
of  'em.  By-the-by;"  he  laid  down  his  knife  and  fork, 
iirhich  he  had  been  using  with  great  diligence,  and  began 
feeling  in  his  pockets;  "I  have  a  letter  for  you." 

"Promwhom^" 
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"Why,  from  your  old  narge,*'  he  returned,  taking  some 
papers  out  of  hia  breast  pocket.  "  'J.  Steerforth,  Eisqaire, 
debtor,  to  the  Willing  Mnd;*  that's  not  it.  Patience,  and 
we  *11  find  it  presently.  Old  what  *s-his-name  *8  in  a  bad  wa/, 
and  it  *s  about  that,  I  believe.** 

'* Barkis,  do  you  mean?  ** 

'^Yesl**  still  feeling  in  his  pockets,  and  looking  oyer  their 
contents :  *'  it 's  all  over  with  poor  Barkis ,  I  am  afraid.  I  saw 
a  little  apothecary  there  -^  surgeon ,  or  whatever  he  is  —  who 
brought  your  worship  into  the  world.  He  was  mighty  learned 
about  the  case,  tome;  but  the  upshot  ofhis  opinion  was,  that 
the  carrier  was  making  his  last  journey  rather  fast.  —  Put 
your  hand  into  the  breast  pocket  of  my  great  coat  on  the  chair 
yonder,  and  I  think  you  *il  find  the  letter.    Is  it  there?  ** 

"  Here  it  is  1**  said  I. 

"That's  right!*' 

It  was  from  Peggotty;  something  less  legible  than  usual, 
and  brief.  It  informed  me  of  her  husband*s  hopeless  state, 
and  hinted  at  his  being  "a  little  nearer"  than  heretofore,  and 
consequently  more  difficult  to  manage  for  his  own  comfort. 
It  said  nothing  of  her  weariness  and  watching,  and  praised  him 
highly.  It  was  written  with  a  plain ,  unafifected,  homely  piety 
that  I  know  to  be  genuine,  and  ended  with  "my  duty  to  my 
ever  darling"  ^  meaning  myself. 

While  I  deciphered  it,  Steerforth  continued  to  eat  and 
drink. 

"It  *s  a  bad  job,*'  he  said,  when  I  had  done;  "but  the  sun 
sets  every  day,  and  people  die  every  minute,  and  we  mustn't 
be  scared  by  the  common  lot.  If  we  failed  to  hold  our  own, 
because  that  equal  foot  at  all  men*s  doors  was  heard  knocking 
somewhere,  every  object  in  this  world  would  slip  from  us.  No  t 
Kide  on  I  Rough-shod  if  need  be,  smooth-shod  if  that  will  do, 
but  ride  onl    Ride  over  all  obstacles,  and  win  the  racel "   .    . 
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**  And  win  what  race?  "  said  I. 

"  The  race  that  one  has  started  in,"  said  he.    "  Ride  on !  ** 

I  noticed,  I  remember,  as  he  paused,  looking  at  me  with  his 
handsome  head  a  little  thrown  back,  and  his  glass  raised  in  his 
hand,  that,  though  the  freshness  of  the  sea-wind  was  on  his 
face,  and  it  was  raddy,  there  were  traces  in  it,  made  since  I 
last  saw  it,  as  if  he  had  applied  himself  to  some  habitaal  strain 
of  the  fervent  energy  which,  when  roused,  was  so  passionately 
roused  within  him.  I  had  it  in  my  thoughts  to  remonstrate 
with  him  upon  his  desperate  way  of  pursuing  any  fancy  that  he 
took  —  such  as  this  buffetting  of  rough  seas,  and  braving  of 
hard  weather,  for  example  —  when  my  mind  glanced  off  to  the 
inmiediate  subject  of  our  conversation  again,  and  pursued  that 
instead. 

''I  tell  you  what,  Steerforth,"  said  I,  '^if  your  high  spirits 
will  listen  to  me  "  — 

''They  are  potent  spirits,  and  will  do  whatever  you  like," 
he  answered,  moving  from  the  table  to  the  fireside  again. 

*'  Then  I  tell  you  what,  Steerforth.  I  think  I  will  go  down 
and  see  my  old  nurse.  It  is  not  that  I  can  do  her  any  good,  or 
render  her  any  real  service;  but  she  is  so  attached  to  me  that 
my  visit  will  have  as  much  effect  on  her,  as  if  I  could  do  both. 
She  will  take  it  so  kindly  that  it  will  be  a  comfort  and  support 
to  her.  It  is  no  great  effort  to  make,  1  am  sure,  for  such  a 
friend  as  she  has  been  to  me.  Wouldn't  you  go  a  day's 
journey,  if  you  were  in  my  place?  " 

His  &ce  was  thoughtful,  and  he  sat  considering  a  little  be- 
fore he  answered,  in  alow  voice,  ''Weill  Go.  You  can  do 
no  harm. 

"You  have  just  come  back,"  said  I,  "and  it  would  be  in 
vain  to  ask  you  to  go  with  me  ?  " 

,  "Quite,"  he  returned.    "I  am  for  Highgate  to-night.    I 
have  not  seen  my  mother  this  long  time,  and  it  lies  upon  my 
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conscience,  for  it 's  something  to  be  loved  as  she  lores  her 
prodigal  son.  -^  Bah  I  Konsense !  —  You  mean  to  go  to-mor- 
row, I  suppose?^*  he  said,  holding  me  out  at  arm*s  length,  "with 
a  hand  on  each  of  my  shoulders. 

"Yes,  I  think  so." 

"Well,  then,  don't  go  till  next  day.  I  wanted  you  to  come 
and  stay  a  few  days  with  us.  Here  I  am,  on  purpose  to  bid  yon, 
and  you  dy  off  to  Yarmouth  I " 

"You  are  a  nice  fellow  to  talk  of  flying  off,  Steerforth,  who 
are  always  running  wild  on  some  unknown  expedition  or 
other!" 

He  looked  at  me  for  a  moment  without  speaking,  and 
then  reioined,  still  holding  me  as  before,  and  giving  me 
a  shake 

"  Come !  Say  the  next  day,  and  pass  as  much  of  to-morrow 
as  you  can  with  us!  Who  knows  when  we  may  meet  again, 
else?  Come!  Say  the  next  day!  I  want  you  to  stand  be- 
tween Rosa  Dartle  and  me,  and  keep  us  asunder.'* 

"Would  you  love  each  other  too  much ,  without  me?  " 

"Yes;  or  hate,"  laughed  Steerforth;  "no  matter  Which. 
Come!  Say  the  next  day  1 " 

I  said  the  next  day;  and  he  put  on  his  great-coat,  and 
lighted  his  cigar,  and  set  off  to  walk  home.  Finding  him  in 
this  intention,  I  put  on  my  own  great-coat  (but  did  not  light  my 
own  cigar,  having  had  enough  of  that  for  one  while)  and  walked 
with  him  as  far  as  the  open  road :  a  dull  road,  tlieh,  at  night. 
He  was  in  great  spirits  all  the  way ;  tmd  when  we  parted,  and  I 
looked  after  him  going  so  gallantly  and  airily  homeward,  I 
thought  of  his  saying,  "Ride  on  over  all  obstacles,  and  win  tl^e 
race  I "  and  wished,  for  the  first  time,  that  he  had  sotaie  worthy 
race  to  run. 

I  was  undressing  in  my  own  room,  when  Mr.  Micawber's 
letter  tumbled  on  the  floor.    Thus  reminded  of  it,  I  broke  the 
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seal  and  read  as  foUoWfl.  It  Wfts  dafied  tax  ihovcr  and  a  Half  be- 
fore dbner.  I  am  not  sure  irliether  I  ^ave  mentioned  that, 
when  Mr.  Micawber  was  at  any  particalairly  desperate  crisis,  he 
nsed  a  sort  of  legal  phraseology :  which  he  seemed  to  think 
equivalent  to  winding  up  his  aflairs. 

"Sir  —  for  I  dare  not' say,  my  dear  Copperfield, 

"It  is  expedient  that  I  should  inform  yon  that  the  under- 
signed is  Crushed.  Some  flickering  efforts  to  spare  you  the 
premature  knowledge  of  his  calamitous  position,  you  may 
observe  in  him  this  day;  but  hope  has  sunk  beneath  the  ho- 
rizon, and  the  undersigned  is  Crushed. 

"The  present  communication  is  penned  within  the  per- 
sonal range  (I  cannot  call  it  the  society)  of  an  individual,  in  a 
state  closely  bordering  on  intoxication,  employed  by  a  broker. 
That  individual  is  in  legal  possession  of  the  premises,  under  a 
distress  for  rent.  His  inventory  includes,  not  only  the  chattels 
and  effects  of  every  description  belonging  to  the  undersigned, 
as  yearly  tenant  of  this  habitation,  but  also  those  appertaining 
to  Mr.  Thomas  Traddles,  lodger,  a  member  of  thi)  Honourable 
Society  of  the  Inner  Temple. 

"If  any  drop  of  gloom  were  wanting  in  the  overflowing 
cup,  which  is  now  *  commended '  (in  the  language  of  an  im- 
mortal  Writer)  to  the  lips  of  the  undersigned,  it  would  be 
found  in  the  fact,  that  a  friendly  acceptance  granted  to  the 
undersigned,  by  the  before-mentioned  Mr.  Thomas  Traddles, 
for  the  sum  of  £2Z  As.  9^  d.  is  over  due,  and  is  not  provided 
for.  Abo,  in  the  fact,  that  the  living  responsibilities  clinging 
to  the  undersigned,  will,  in  the  course  of  nature,  be  increased 
by  the  sum  of  one  more  helpless  victim ;  whose  miserable  ap- 
pearance may  be  looked  for  —  in  round  numbers  ^—  at  the 
expiration  of  a  period  not  exceeding  six  lunar  months  from 
the  present  date. 
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*' After  premising  thai  niaeh»  it  would  be  a  work  of  su- 
pererogation to  add,  that  dust  and  ashes  are  for  ever  scattered 

"On 
"The 
"Head 
"Of     . 

"WiLKENS  MiCAWBEB." 

Poor  Traddles !  I  knew  enough  of  Mr.  Micawber  by  this 
time,  to  foresee  that  he  might  be  expected  to  recover  the  blow; 
but  my  night's  rest  was  sorely  distressed  by  thoughts  of  Trad- 
dies,  and  of  the  curate's  daughter,  ivho  was  one  often,  down  in 
Devonshire,  and  who  was  such  a  dear  girl,  and  who  would  wait 
for  Traddles  (ominous  praise!)  until  she  was  sixty,  or  any  age 
that  could  be  mentioned. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

I  Tisii  Steerforth  at  his  home,  again. 

I  MEMTiOMED  to  Mr.  Spenlow  in  the  morning,  that  I 
wanted  leave  of  absence  for  a  short  time ;  and  as  I  was  not  in 
the  receipt  of  any  salary,  and  consequently  was  not  obnoxious 
to  the  implacable  Jorkins,  there  was  no  difficulty  about  it. 
I  took  that  oj>portnnity,  with  my  voice  sticking  in  my  throat, 
and  my  sight  failing  as  I  uttered  the  words,  to  express  my 
hope  that  Miss  Spenlow  was  quite  well ;  to  which  Mr.  Spenlow 
replied,  with  no  more  emotion  than  if  he  had  been  speaking 
of  an  ordinary  human  being,  that  he  was  much  obliged  to  me, 
and  she  was  very  well. 

We  articled  clerks,  as  germs  of  the  patrician  order  of 
proctors ,  were  treated  with  so  much  consideration ,  that  I  was 
almost  my  own  master  at  all  tiiHes.  As  I  did  not  care,  how- 
ever, to  get  to  Highgate  before  one  or  two  o'clock  in  the  day, 
and  as  we  had  another  little  excommunication  case  in  court 
that  morning,  which  was  caMed  The  office  of  the  Judge  pro- 
moted by  Tipkins  against  Bbllock  £br  his  soul's  correction, 
I  passed  an  hour  or  two  in  attendance  on  it  with  Mr.  Spenlow 
very  agreeably.  It  arose  out  of  a  scuffle  between  two  church- 
wardens, one  of  whom  was  alleged  to  have  pushed  the  other 
against  a  pump;  the  handle  of  which  pump  projecting  into  a 
school-house,  which  school-house  was  under  a  gable  of  the 
church-roof,  made  the  push  an  ecclesiastical  offence.  It  was 
an  amusing  case;  and  sent  me  up  to  Highgate,  on  the  box  of 
the  stage-coach,  thinking  about  the  Commons,  and  what 
Mr.  Spenlow  had  said  about  touching  the  Conmions  and 
bringing  down  the  country. 


238 


Mrs.  Steerforih  was  pleased  to  see  me,  and  so  was  Rosa 
Dartle.  I  was  agreeably  surprised  to  find  that  Littimer  was 
not  there,  and  that  we  were  attended  by  a  modest  little 
parlour-maid ,  with  blue  ribbons  in  her  cap ,  whose  eye  it  was 
much  more  pleasant,  and  much  less  disconcer^ng,  to  catch 
by  accident,  than  the  eye  of  that  respectable  man.  But  what 
I  particularly  observed,  before  I  had  been  half-an-honr  in 
the  house,  was  the  close  and  attentive  watch  Miss  Dartle  kept 
upon  me;  and  the  lurking  manner  in  which  she  seemed  to 
compare  my  face  with  Steerforih's,  and  Steerforth^s  with 
mine,  and  to  lie  in  wait  for  something  to  come  out  between  the 
two.  So  surely  as  I  looked  towards  her,  did  I  see  that  eager 
visage,  with  its  gaunt  black  eyes  and  searching  brow,  intent 
on  mine;  or  passing  suddenly  from  mine  to  Steerforth*s;  or 
comprehending  both  of  us  at  once.  In  this  lynx-like  scrutiny 
she  was  so  far  from  faltering  when  she  saw  I  observed  it,  that 
at  such  a  time  she  only  fixed  hor  piercing  look  upon  me  with  a 
more  intont  expression  stills  Blameless  as  I  was ,  and  knew 
that  I  was,  in  reference  to  any  wrong  she  could  possibly  su- 
spect me  of,  I  shrunk  before  her  strange  eye6j  quite  unable  to 
endure  their  hungry  lustre. 

All  day,  she  seined  to  pervade  the  whole^ house*  If  I 
talked  to  Steerforth  in  his  room^  I  heard  her  dress  rustle  in 
the  little  gallery  outside.  When  he  and  I  engaged  in  some  of 
our  old  exercises  on  the  lawn  behind  the  house ,  I  saw  her  ikoe 
pass  from  window  to  window,  like  a  wandering  light,  until  it 
fixed  itsel/in  one,  and  watohed  us.  When  we  all  four  went 
out  walking  in  the  afternoon ,  she  closed  her  thin  hand  oa  mj 
arm  like  a  spring,  to  keep  me  back,  while  Steerforth  and  his 
mother  went  on  out  of  hearing :  and  then  spoke  to  me. 

"You  have  been  a  long  time,*'  she  said,  **  without  coming 
here.  Is  your  profession  really  so  engaging  and  interesting 
as  to  absorb  your  whole  attention?    I  ask  beoaiue  I  ahraja 
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want  to  be  informed,  when  I  am  ignorant.  I«  it  really, 
though?" 

I  replied  that  I  liked  it  well  enough,  but  that  I^  certainly 
conld  not  claim  so  much  for  it. 

^'Ohl  I  am  glad  to  know  that,  because  I  always  like  to  be 
put  right  when  I  am  wrong,"  said  Bosa  Dartle.  "You  mean 
it  is  a  little  dry,  perhaps?  " 

"Well,"  I  replied;  "perhaps  it  t0«  a  little  dry." 

"  Oh  I  and  that  *s  a  reason  why  you  want  relief  and  change 

—  excitement,  and  all  that?"  said  she.  "Ah I  very  true! 
Bat  isn't  it  a^ttle  _  £h?  —  for  him ;  I  don't  mean  you  ?  " 

A  quick  glance  of  her  eye  towards  the  spot  where  Steer- 
forth  was  walking,  with  his  mother  leaning  on  his  arm,  showed 
me  whom  she  meant;  but  beyond  that,  I  was  quite  lost.  And 
I  looked  so ,  I  have  no  doubt. 

"Don't  it —  I  don't  say  that  it  doei,  mind  I  want  to  know 

—  don't  it  rather  engross  him?  Don't  it  make  him,  perhaps, 
a  little  more  remiss  than  usual  in  his  visits  to  his  blindly  doting 

—  eh?"  With  aAOther  quick  glance  at  them,  and  such  a 
glance  at  me  as  seemed  to  look  into  my  innermost  thoughts* 

"Miss  Dartle,"  I  returned,  "pray  do  not  think  —  " 

"Idon'tl"  she  said.  "Oh,  dear  me,  don't  suppose  that 
I  think  anything  1  I  am  not  suspicious.  I  only  ask  a  question. 
I  don't  state  any  opinion.  I  want  to  found  an  opinion  on  what 
yon  tell  me»  Then,  it's  not  so?  Well!  I  am  very  glad  to 
know  it." 

"It  certainly  is  not  the  fact,"  said  I,  perpleze*d,  "that  I 
am  accountable  for  Steerforth's  having  been  away  froni  home 
longer  than  usual  —  if  he  has  been :  which  I  really  don't  know 
at  this  moment,  unless  I  understand  it  from  you.  I  have  not 
seen  him  this  long  while ,  until  last  night." 

"No?" 

"Indeed,  MissDarUe,  no!" 
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As  she  looked  Ml  at  me ,  I  saw  her  face  grow  sharper  and 
paler,  and  the  marks  of  the  old  wound  lengthen  oat  until  it  cut 
through  the  disfigured  lip,  and  deep  into  the  nether  lip,  and 
slanted  down  the  face.  There  was  something  positively 
awful  to  me  in  this,  and  in  the  brightness  of  her  eyes,  as  she 
said,  looking  fixedly  at  me: 

"Whatis  he  doing?" 

I  repeated  the  words,  more  to  myself  than  her,  being  so 
amazed. 

''What  is  he  doing?*'  she  said,  with  an  eagerness  that 
seemed  enough  to  consume  her  like  a  fire.  ''In  what  is  that 
man  assisting  him,  who  never  looks  at  me  without  an  inscru- 
table falsehood  in  his  eyes?  If  you  are  honourable  and  faithful, 
I  don't  ask  you  to  betray  your  friend.  I  ask  you  only  to  tell 
me,  is  it  anger,  is  it  hatred,  is  it  pride,  is  it  restlessness,  is  it 
some  wild  fancy,  is  it  love,  what  U  it ,  that  is  leading  him?" 

''Miss  Dartle,"  I  returned,  "how  shall  I  tell  you,  so  that 
you  will  believe  me ,  that  I  know  of  nothing  in  Steerforth  dif- 
ferent from  what  there  was  when  I  first  came  here.  I  can  think 
of  nothing.  I  firmly  believe  there  is  nothing.  I  hardly  under- 
stand, even,  what  you  mean." 

As  she  still  looked  fixedly  at  me,  a  twitching  or  throbbing, 
from  which  I  could  not  dissociate  the  idea  of  pain,  came  into 
that  cruel  mark ;  and  liiled  up  the  comer  of  her  lip  as  if  with 
seorn,  or  with  a  pity  that  despised  its  object.  She  put  her 
hand  upon  it  hurriedly  —  a  hand  so  thin  and  delicate,  that 
when  I  had  seen  her  hold  it  up  before  the  fire  to  shade  her 
face ,  I  had  compared  it  in  my  thoi:^hts  to  fine  porcelain  — 
and  saying,  in  a  quick,  fierce,  passionate  way,  ^  I  swear  yon 
to  secresy  about  this  I "  said  not  a  word  more. 

Mrs.  Steerforth  was  particularly  happy  in  her  son's  society, 
and  Steerforth  was,  on  this  occasion,  particularly  attentive 
and  respectful  to  her.    It  was  very  interesting  to  me  to  see 
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them  together,  not  only  on  account  of  their  mntnal  affection, 
but  because  of  the  strong  personal  resemblance  between  them, 
and  the  manner  in  which  what  was  haughty  or  impetuous  in 
him  was  softened  hj  age  and  sex ,  in  her,  to  a  gracious  dignity. 
I  thought,  more  than  once,  that  it  was  well  no  serious  cause 
of  division  had  ever  come  between  them ;  or  two  such  natures 
—  I  ought  rather  to  express  it,  two  such  shades  of  the  same 
nature  —  might  hliye  been  harder  to  reconcile  than  the  two 
extremcst  opposites  in  creation.  The  idea  did  not  originate 
in  my  own  discernment,  I  am  bound  to  confess,  but  in  a 
speech  of  Rosa  Dartle's. 

She  said  at  dinner: 

*'0h,  but  do  tell  me,  though,  somebody,  because  I  have 
been  thinking  about  it  all  day  ,*  and  I  want  to  know." 

''You  want  to  know  what,  Rosa?"  returned  Mrs.  Steer- 
forth.    "Fray,  pray,  Rosa,  do  not  be  mysterious." 

"Mysterious!"  she  cried.  "Oh!  really?  Do  you  con- 
sider me  so?" 

"Do  I  constantly  entreat  you,"  said  Mrs.  Steerforth ,  "to 
speak  plainly,  in  your  own  natural  manner?  " 

"  Oh !  then ,  this  is  not  my  natural  manner?  "  she  rejoined. 
"Now  you  must  really  bear  with  me,  because  I  ask  for  infor- 
mation.   We  never  know  ourselves.  * ' 

''It  has  become  a  second  natirre,"  said  Mrs.  Steerforth,. 
without  any  displeasure;  "but  I  remember,  —  and  so  must 
you,  I  think,  —  when  your  manner  was  different,  Rosa;  when 
it  was  not  so  guarded,  and  was  more  trustful." 

"  I  am  sure  you  are  right,' '  she  returned ;  "  and  so  it  is  that 
bad  habits  grow  upon  one !  Really  ?  Less  guarded  and  more 
trustful?  How  can  I,  imperceptibly,  have  changed,  I  won- 
iderl  Well,  that  *s  very  odd!  I  must  study  to  regain  my 
former  self." 

"I  wish  you  would,"  said  Mrs.  Steerforth,  with  a  smile. 
Dmid  Copperfield,  U.  1 6 
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<'0h!  I  really  wOl,  yon  know!*'  she  answered.  <<!  will 
learn  frankness  from  — let  me  see  —  from  James.*' 

**Ton  cannot  Icam  frankness,  Rosa,"  said  Mrs.Steefforth, 
qnickly  —  for  there  was  always  some  effect  of  sarcasm  in  what 
Rosa  DarUe  said,  though  it  was  said ,  as  this  was,  in  the  most 
imconsdons  manner  in  the  ^orld  —  '*  in  a  better  school." 

"That  I  am  sure  of,**  she  answered,  withancommonfer- 
Tonr.  '4f  I  am  sure  of  anything,  of  coarse,  you  know,  I  mm 
sure  of  that.** 

Mrs.  Steerforth  appeared  to  me  to  regret  having  been. a 
little  nettled ;  for  she  presently  said ,  in  a  kind  tone : 

"Well,  my  dear  Rosa,  we  have  not  heard  what  it  is  that 
you  want  to  be  satisfied  about?  '* 

"That  I  want  to  be  satisfied  about?"  she  replied,  with 
proToking  coldness.  "  Oh !  It  was  only  whether  people,  who 
are  like  each  other  in  their  moral  oonstitution  —  is  that  the 
phrase?*' 

"It 's  as  good  a  phrase  as  another,'*  said  Steerforth. 

"  Thank  you :  —  whether  people ,  who  are  like  each  other 
in  their  moral  constitution,  are  in  greater  danger  Aan  people 
not  so  circumstanced,  supposing  any  serious  cause  of  variance 
to  arise  between  them,  of  being  divided  angrily  and  deeply?'* 

"I  should  say  yes ,"  sfud  Steerforth. 

"Should  you? "  she  retorted. '  "Dear  me !  Supposing  then, 
for  instance ,  —  any  unlikely  thing  will  do  for  a  supposition  *— 
that  you  and  your  mother  were  to  Hiave  a  serious  quarrel." 

"My  dear  Rosa,'*  interposed  Mrs.  Steerforth,  laughing 
good-naturedly,  "suggest  some  other  supposition!  James 
and  I  know  our  duty  to  each  other  better,  I  pray  Heaven !  ** 

"Ohl"  said  MissDartle,  nodding  her  head  thoughtfully. 
"To  be  sure.  That  would  prevent  it?  Why,  of  course  Lt 
would.  £z-actly.  Now,  I  am  glad  I  have  been  so  foolish 
V  to  put  the  case,  for  it  is  so  very  good  to  know  that 
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joBjp  dvtj  to  ^$Ah  other  wpnld  prevent  itl    Thank  jou  rery 
mach.*' 

One  other  little  circnmetaace  connected  with  Miss  Dartle  I 
mnst  not  omit;  for  I  had  reason  to  remember  it  thereafter, 
when  all  the  irremediable  past  was  rendered  plain.  During 
the  whole  of  this  day,  but  especially  from  this  period  of  it, 
Steerforth  exerted  himself  with  his  utmost  skill,  and  that  was 
with  his  utmost  ease,  to  charm  this  singular  creature  into  a 
pleasant  and  pleased  companion.  That  he  diould  succeed, 
was  no  matter  of  surprise  tp  me.  That  she  should  struggle 
agunst  the  ikscinating  influence  of  his  delightful  art  —  de- 
lightful nature  I  thought  it  then  —  did  not  surprise  me  either; 
for  I  knew  that  she  was  sometimes  jaundiced  and  perverse. 
I  saw  her  features  and  her  manner  slowly  change;  I  saw  her 
look  at  him  with  growing  admiration;  I  saw  her  try,  mare  and 
more  faintly,  but  always  angrily,  as  if  she  condemned  a  weak- 
ness in  hersdf,  to  resist  the  captivating  power  that  he  pos- 
sessed; and  .finally  I  saw  her  sharp  glance  soften,  and  her 
smile  become  quite  gentle,  and  i  ceased  to  be  afraid  of  her  as 
I  bad  really  been  all  day,  and  we  all  sat  about  the  fire ,  talking 
and  laughing  together,  with  as  little  reserve  as  if  we  had  been 
children. 

Whether  it  was  because  we  had  sat  there  so  long,  or  be- 
cause Steerforth  was  resolved  not  to  lose  the  advantage  he  had 
gained ,  I  do  not  )cnow ;  but  we  did  not  remain  in  the  dining- 
room, more  than  five  minutes  ailer  her  departure.  "She  is 
playing  her  harp,"  said  Steerforth,  sofUy,  at  the  drawing- 
room  door,  "^nd  nobody  but  my  mother  has  heard  her  do 
that,  I  believe,  these  three  years.**  He  said  it  with  a  curious 
smile^  which  was  gone  directly;  and  we  went  into  the  room 
anil  found  hpr  alone. 

* 

*<  Don't  get  up  I"  said  Steerforth  (which  she  had  already 
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done) ;  "  mj  dear  Rosa ,  don*t !  Be  kind  for  once,  and  sing  as 
an  Irish  song." 

''  What  do  70U  care  for  an  Irish  song?  **  she  retnmed. 

"Much!**  said  Steerforth.  '*Much  more  than  for  any 
other.  Here  is  Daisy,  too,  loves  music  from  his  sool.  Sing 
us  an  Irish  song,  Rosa!  and  let  me  sit  and  listen  as  I  used 
to  do." 

He  did  not  touch  her,  or  the  chair  from  which  she  had 
risen,  but  sat  himself  near  the  harp.  She  stood  beside  it  for 
some  little  while,  in  a  curious  way,  going  through  the  motion 
of  playing  it  with  her  right  hand,  but  not  sounding  it.  At 
length  she  sat  down,  and  drew  it  to  her  with  one  sudden  action, 
and  played  and  sang. 

I  don't  know  what  it  was ,  in  her  touch  or  voice ,  that  made 
that  song  the  most  unearthly  I  have  ever  heard  in  my  life,  or 
can  imagine.  There  was  something  fearful  in  the  reality  of  it. 
It  was  as  if  it  had  never  been  written,  or  set  to  music,  but 
sprung  out  of  the  passion  within  her;  which  foimd  imperfect 
utterance  in  the  low  sounds  of  her  voice,  and  crouched  again 
when  aU  was  still.  I  was  dumb  when  she  leaned  beside  the 
harp  again,  playing  it,  but  not  sounding  it,  with  her  ri^t 
hand. 

A  minute  more,  and  this  had  roused  me  from  my  trance :  — 
Steerforth  had  left  his  seat,  and  gone  to  her,  and  had  put  his 
arm  laughingly  about  her,  and  had  said,  *'Come,  Rosa,  for  the 
future  we  will  love  each  other  very  much!**  And  she  had 
struck  him,  and  had  thrown  him  off  with  the  fury  of  a  wild  cat, 
and  had  burst  out  of  the  room. 

"What  is  the  matter  with  Rosa?"  said  Mrs.  Steerfortb, 
coming  in. 

'*She  has  been  an  angel,  mother,"  returned  Steerfortiiy 
**  for  a  little  while ;  and  has  run  into  the  opposite  extreme, 
See,  by  way  of  compensation." 
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'Ton  shooldbe  careful  not  to  irritate  her,  James.  Her 
temper  has  been  soured,  remember,  and  ought  not  to  be 
tried." 

Rosa  did  not  come  back ;  and  no  other  mention  was  made 
of  her,  until  I  went  with  Steerforth  into  his  room  to  say  Good 
night.  Then  he  laughed  about  her,  and  asked  me  if  I  had 
ever  seen  such  a  fierce  little  piece  of  incomprehensibility. 

I  expressed  as  much  of  my  astonishment  as  was  then  ca- 
pable of  expression,  and  asked  if  he  could  guess  what  it  was 
that  she  had  taken  so  much  amiss,  so  suddenly. 

''Oh,  Heayen  knows,"  said  Steerforth.  ''Any  thing  you 
like  —  or  nothing!  I  told  you  she  took  every  thing,  herself 
included,  to  a  grindstone,  and  sharpened  it.  She  is  an  edge- 
tool,  and  requires  great  care  in  dealing  with.  She  is  always 
dangerous.    Good  night  I  * ' 

"Good  night!'*  saidl,'"my  dear  Steerforth!  I  shall  be 
gone  before  you  wake  in  the  morning.    Good  night ! " 

He  was  unwilling  to  let  me  go ;  and  stood ,  holding  me  out, 
with  a  hand  on  each  of  my  shoulders,  as  he  had  done  in  my 
own  room. 

"Daisy,*'  he  said,  with  a  smile  —  "for  though  that 's  not 
the  name  your  Godfathers  and  Godmothers  gave  you,  it  *s  the 
name  I  like  best  to  call  you  by  —  and  I  wish,  I  wish,  I  wish,  you 
could  give  it  to  me  !** 

"  Why  so  I  can ,  if  I  choose,*'  said  I. 

"Daisy,  if  anything  should  ever  separate  us,  you  must  think 
of  me  at  my  best,  old  boy.  Come  I  Let  us  make  that  bargain. 
Think  of  me  at  my  best,  if  circumstances  should  ever  part  us  1" 

"You  have  no  best  to  me,  Steerforth,"  said  I,  "and  no 
worst.  You  are  alwas  equally  loved,  and  cherished  in  my 
heart." 

So  much  compunction  for  having. ever  wronged  him,  even 
by  a  shapeless  thought,  did  I  feel  within  me,  that  the  confcs- 
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81011  of  having  done  90  was  tisin^  to  my  lipt*  Bttt  for  tiie  re- 
lucUUioi^  I  had,  to  betray  t&e  eonfldeiioe  of  Annes,  bikt  for  my 
uncertainty  how  to  approach  the  subject  with  no  risk  of  dbing 
to,  H  wotdd  have  reached  tfti«m  befoi'e  he  sKid,  '^God  bless 
yon  i  D&itf ,  and  good  idght; t  *'  In  my  doubt ,  it  did  not  reach 
them ;  and  we  shook  hands,  and  We  parted. 

I  was  up  with  die  dttU  dawn,  sfnd,  having  dressed  as  quietly 
as  I  could,'  loolced  into  his  room.  He  was  fifst  asleep ;  lying, 
easily,  with  his  he^d  upon  his  imi ,  as  i  had'  ofteni  seen  him  lie 
at  school. 

The  tone  <^the  in  its  season,  and  that  was  very  sbon,  when 
I  almost  wondered  that  noifching  troubled  his  repose,  as  I 
looked  at  him.  But  he  slept  —  let  me  think  of  him  so  again — 
as  I  had  often  seen  him  sleep  at  stdiool';  and  thus,  in  this  silent 
hour,  I  left  him. 

— Never  morii,  ohGodforgit'eyou,  SCeetlcnftfal  to  touch 
that  passive  hiand  in  love  and  frienffehip.  Never ^  ikever, 
store  I 
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CHAPTER  Xir. 

A  MM* 


I OOT  down  to  Yarmouth  in  the  evening ».  and  went  to  the 
inn.  I  knew  that  Feggotty*s  spare  room  —  my  room  —  was 
likely  to  have  occupation  enough  in  a  little  while,  if  that  great 
Visitor,  before  whose  presence  all  the  living  must  give  place, 
were  not  already  in  the  house;  so  I  hetook  myself  to  the  inn, 
and  dined  there,  and  engaged  my  bed. 

It  was  ten  o*clock  when  I  went  out.  Many  of  the  shops 
were  shut,  and  the  town  was  dull.  When  I  came  to  Omer  and 
Joram's,  I  found  the  shutters  up ,  but  the  shop  door  ftandiug 
open.  As  I  could  obtain  a  perspective  view  of  Mr.  Omer  in- 
side, smoking  his  pipe  by  the  parlouf-door,  I  entered,  and 
asked  him  how  he  was. 

**  Why ,  bless  my  life  and  soull*'  said  Mr.  Omer,  "how  do 
you  find  yourself?  Take  a  seat.  -^  Smoke  not  disagreeable, 
I  hope?" 

*'By  no  means,*'  said  I.  "I  like  it  —  in  somebody  else's 
pipe. " 

"What,  not  in  your  own,  eh?  "  Mr.  Omer  returned,  laugh- 
ing. "  All  the  better.  Sir.  Bad  habit  for  a  young  man.  Take 
a  seat.    I  smoke ,  myself,  for  the  asthma.'* 

Mr.  Omer  had  made  room  for  me,  and  placed  a  chair. 
He  now  sat  down  again ,  very  much  out  of  breath,  gasping  at 
his  pipe  as  if  it  contained  a  supply  of  that  necessary,  without 
which  he  must  perish. 

"I  am  sorry  to  have  heard  bad  news  of  Mr.  Barkis," 
said  I. 
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Mr.  Omer  looked  at  me,  with  a  steady  countenance,  and 
shook  his  head. 

"Do  you  know  how  he  is  to -night?*'  I  asked. 

*'The  vexy  question  I  should  have  put  to  you,  Sir,*'  re^ 
turned  Mr.  Omer,  "but  on  account  of  delicacy.  It 's  one  of 
the  drawbacks  of  our  line  of  business.  When  a  party  's  ill, 
we  carCt  ask  how  the  party  is.*' 

The  difEculty  had  not  occurred  to  me ;  though  I  had  had 
my  apprehensions  too,  when  I  went  in,  of  hearing  the  old 
tune.  On  its  being  mentioned,  I  recognised  it,  however,  and 
said  as  much. 

"Yes,  yes,  you  understand,"  said  Mr.  Omer,  nodding  his 
head.  "We  durstn*t  do  it.  Bless  you,  it  would  be  a  shock 
that  the  generality  of  parties  mightn't  recover,  to  say  *Omer 
and  Jorams*s  compliments,  and  how  do  you  find  yourself  this 
morning*  —  or  this  afternoon  —  as  it  may  be." 

Mr.  Omer  and  I  nodded  at  each  other,  and  Mr.  Omer 
recruited  his  wind  by  the  aid  of  his  pipe. 

"It 's  one  of  the  things  that  cut  the  trade  off  from  atten- 
tions they  could  often  wish  to  show,"  said  Mr.  Omer.  "  Take 
myself.  If  I  have  known  Barkis  a  year,  to  move  to  as  he  went 
by,  I  have  known  him  forty  year.  But  /  can't  go  and  say 
*howishe?'" 

I  felt  it  was  rather  hard  on  Mr.  Omer,  and  I  told  him  so. 

"I  'm  not  more  self-interested,  I  hope,  than  another  man," 
siud  Mr.  Omer.  "Look  at  me !  My  wind  may  fail  me  at  any 
moment,  and  it  ain't  likely  that,  to  my  own  knowledge,  I  *d 
be  self-interested  under  such  circumstances.  I  say  it  ain't 
likely,  in  a  man  who  knows  his  wind  will  go ,  when  it  doe9  go, 
as  if  a  pair  of  bellows  was  cut  open;  and  that  man  a  grand- 
father," said  Mr.  Omer. 

I  said,  "Not  at  all." 

"It  ain't  that  I  complain  of  my  line  of  business,"  said  Mr. 


240 


Omer.  *'It  ain't  that.  Some  good  and  some  bad  goes,  no 
doubt,  to  all  callings.  What  I  wish,  is,  that  parties  were 
brought  up  stronger-minded." 

Mr.  Omer,  with  a  very  complacent  and  amiable  face,  took 
several  paffs  in  silence;  and  then  said,  resuming  his  first 
point. 

"Accordingly  we  're  obleeged,  in  ascertaining  how  Barkis 
goes  on,  to  limit  ourseWes  to  Em'ly.  She  knows  what  our 
real  objects  are,  and  she  don't  have  any  more  alarms  or  suspi- 
cions about  us,  than  if  we  was  so  many  lambs.  Ifinnie  and 
Joram  have  just  stepped  down  to  the  house,  in  fact  (she 's 
there,  after  hours,  helping  her  aunt  a  bit),  to  ask  her  how 
he  is  to-night;  and  if  you  was  to  please  to  wait  till  they  come 
back,  they  'd  give  you  full  partic'lers.  Will  you  take  some- 
thing? A  glass  of  srub  and  water,  now?  I  smoke  on  srub 
and  water,  myself,"  said  Mr.  Omer,  taking  up  his  glass, 
'*  because  it 's  considered  softening  to  the  passages,  by  which 
this  troublesome  breath  of  mine  gets  into  action.  But,  Lord 
bless  you,"  said  Mr.  Omer,  huskily,  'Mt  ain't  the  passages 
that 's  out  of  order !  'Give  me  breath  enough,'  says  I  to  my 
daughter  Minnie ,  '  and  / 11  find  passages ,  my  dear.' " 

He  really  had  no  breath  to  spare ,  and  it  was  very  alarming 
to  see  him  laugh.  When  he  was  again  in  a  condition  to  be 
talked  to,  I  thanked  him  for  the  profiered  refreshment,  which 
I  declined,  as  I  had  just  had  dinner;  and,  obsenring  that  I 
would  wut,  since  he  was  so  good  as  t«  invite  me,  until  his 
daughter  and  his  son-in-law  came  back ,  I  inquired  how  little 
Emily  was? 

''Well,  Sir,"  Aid  Mr.  Omer,  removing  his  pipe,  that  he 
might  rub  his  chin ;  **I  tell  you  truly,  I  shall  be  glad  when  her 
marriage  has  taken  place." 

"Why  so?"  I  inquired. 

"Well,  she 's  unsettled  at  present,"  said  Mr.  Omer.    "It 
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ain't  fhat  she 's  not  «•  pretty  as  ever,  for  she '»  ptettier  —  I 
do  assure  jon,  she  is  prettier.  It  ain't  that  she  don*t  work  as 
well  as  ever,  for  she  does.  She  tNu  worth  any  six,  and  she 
ii  worth  any  six;  Bat  somehow  she  wants  heart.  If  yon 
understand/*  said  Mr.  Omer,  after  rubbing  his  chin  again, 
and  smoking  a  little ,  **  what  I  mean  in  a  general  way  by  the 
etpTBSiion,  *A  long  puU,  and  a  strong  pull ,  and  a  pall  alto- 
gethtf  ,  my  hearties ,  horrah  I '  I  should  say  to  youv  that  that 
was  -^  in  a  general  way  —  what  I  miss  in  £m*ly.** 

Mr.  Omer*s  faoe  and  manner  went  for  so  mach,  that  I 
eoald  consdentioasly  nod  my  head,  as  divining  his  meaning. 
My  quickness  of  apprehension  seemed  tx>  please  him»  and  he 
went  on: 

''Now,  I  consider  this  is  principally  on  account  of  her  being 
in  an  unsettled  state,  you  see.  We  have  talked  it  over  a 
good  deal,  her  uncle  and  myself,  and  her  sweetheart  and 
myself,  after  business;  and  I  consider  it  is  principally  on 
acootmt  of  her  being  unsettled.  You  must  always  recollect 
of  Em'iy,'*  said  Mr.  Omer,  shaking  his  head  gently,  ''that 
she  *s  a  most  extraordinary  affectionate  little  thing.  The 
proverb  says,  'Ton  can't  make  a  silk  purse  out  of  a  sow's  ear.' 
Well,  I  don't  know  about  that.  I  rather  think  you  may,  if 
you  begin  early  in  life.  She  has  made  a  home  out  of  that  old 
boat,  Sir,  that  tftone  and  marble  couldn't  beat." 

"I  am  sure  she  has  I"  said  I. 

"  To  see  the  clinging  of  that  pretty  little  thing  to  her 
uncle,"  said  Mr.  Omer;  "  to  see  the  way  she  holds  on  to  him, 
tighter  and  tighter,  and  closer  and  closer,  every  day,  is  to 
see  a  sight.  Now,  you  know,  there  's  sf  struggle  going  on 
when  that 's  the  case.  Why  should  it  be  made  a  longer  otte 
than  is  needful?" 

I  listened  attentively  to  the  good  old  follow,  and  ac- 
quiesced»  with  all  my  heart,  in  what  he  said. 
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^'Thertfote,  I  mentioned  to  them/'  said  Mr.  Omer,  in  a 
comfortable,  eAs^- going  tone,  ''tlus.  I  raid,  'Now,  don't 
Consider  Em'Iy  nailed  down  in  point  of  time,  at  ail.  Make  it 
yonr  othi  time.  Her  seryices  have  been  more  valuable  than 
was  supposed;  her  learning  has  been  qnicker  than  waa  sap- 
posed;  Omer  and  Joram  can  ran  their  p^ik  through  what 
i^emains;  and  sh^ 's  free  wlien  you  wish.  If  she  fikes  to  make 
ftny*  fitde  arrangement,  afterwards,  in  the  Way  of  doing  any 
iitfle  thing  for  us  at  home,  very  well.  If  she  don't,  very  well 
still.  We  'rd  no  losers,  anyhow.'  For  —  don't  you  see," 
said  Mr.  Omer,  touching  me  vrith  his  pipe,  '*it  ain't  likely  that 
a  ihaii  so  short  of  breath  as  myself,  and  a  grand&ther  too, 
liquid  go  and  strain  points  with  a  little  bit  of  a  blue-eyed  blos« 
som,  like  her?" 

<' Not  at  alt,  lim  certain,"  said  I. 

*'Notatalil  You're  right!"  said  Mr.  Omer.  <<Well, 
Sbr,  her  cousin  — you  know  it 's  a  cousin  she 's  going  to  be 
married  to?" 

'*0h  yes,"  I  repUed.    <'!  know  him  weU." 

''Of  courses  you  do,"  said  Mr.  Omer.  "Well,  Sirl  Her 
e&daan  b^ng,  as  i€  appears,  in  ^ood  work,  and  well  to  do, 
thanked  me  in  A  very  nkanly  sort  of  manner  fbr  this  (conducts 
in|^  himself  altogether,  I  must  say,  in  a  way  that  gives  me  a 
hi^  opinion  of  him) ,  and  went  and  took  as  comfortable  a 
little  house  as  you  or  I  could  wish  to  clap  eyes  on.  That  little 
house  is  now  furnished,  right  through,  as  neat  and  complete 
as  a  doll*s  parlour;  and  but  forBarkis's  illness  having  taken 
this  bad  turn,  poor  fellow,  they  woald  have  been  man  and 
wife  —  I  dare  siy,  by  this  time.  As  it  is,  there's  a  post^ 
ponement. 

''AM  Euiily,  Mr.  Omer?"  I  inquired.  ''Has  she  be- 
c6)dtie  moi^e  AiBttled?" 

"Why  that,  you  know/'  he  returned,  .mbfcSAg  his  double 
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chin  agab, "  caii*t  naturally  be  expected.  The  prospect  of  the 
change  and  separation ,  and  all  that,  is,  as  one  may  say,  dose  to 
her  and  far  away  from  her,  both  at  once.  Barkis's  death 
needn't  put  it  off  much,  but  his  lingering  might.  Anyway, 
it 's  an  uncertain  state  of  matters ,  you  see.*' 

''I  see,"  saidL 

**  Consequently,  '*  pursued  Mr.  Omer,  "£m*ly  's  s^ll  a  little 
down ,  and  a  little  fluttered ;  perhaps ,  upon  the  whole ,  she 's 
more  so  than  she  was.  Every  day  she  seems  to  get  fonder  and 
fonder  of  her  uncle,  and  more  loth  to  part  from  all  of  ns.  A 
kind  word  from  me  brings  the  tears  into  her  eyes ;  and  if  you 
was  to  see  her  with  my  daughter  Minnie's  little  girl,  you  'd 
never  forget  it.  Bless  my  heart  alive  I ' '  said  Mr.  Omer ,  pon- 
dering, ''how  she  loves  that  child  1 " 

Having  so  favourable  an  opportunity,  it  occurred  to  me  to 
ask  Mr.  Omer,  before  our  conversation  should  be  interupted 
by  the  return  of  his  daughter  and  her  husband,  whether  he 
knew  anything  of  Martha. 

*'Ah!"   he  rejoined,  shaking  his  head,  and  looking  very 
much  dejected.  **No  good.  A  sad  story,  Sir,  however  you  come 
to  know  it.  I  never  thought  there  was  harm  in  the  girL  I  wouldn't  . 
wish  to  mention  it  before  my  daughter  Minnie  —  for  she  'd 
take  me  up  directly  —  but  I  never  did.    None  of  us  ever  did." 

Mr.  Omer,  hearing  his  daughter's  footstep  before  I  heard 
it,  touched  me  with  his  pipe,  and  shut  up  one  eye,  as  a  cautioik 
She  and  her  husband  came  in  immediately  afterwards. 

Their  report  was ,  that  Mr.  Barkis  was  '*as  bad  as  bad  could 
be ;"  that  he  was  quite  unconscious ;  and  that  Mr.  Chillip  had 
mournfully  said  in  the  kitchen,  on  going  away  just  now,  that 
the  College  of  Physicians ,  the  College  of  Surgeons,  and  Apo- 
thecaries' Hall,  if  they  were  all  called  in  together,  couldn't 
help  him.  He  was  past  both  Colleges,.  Mr.  Chillip  said,  and 
the  Hall  could  only  pobon  him. 
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Hearing  this ,  and  learning  that  Mr.  Peggotty  was  tbere ,  I 
determined  to  go  to  the  house  at  once.  I  bade  good  night  to 
Mr.  Omer,  and  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Joram ;  and  directed  my  steps 
thither,  with  a  solemn  feeling,  which  made  Mr.  Barkis  quite  a 
new  and  different  creature. 

My  low  tap  at  the  door  was  answered  by  Mr.  Peggotty. 
He  was  not  so  much  surprised  to  see  me  as  I  had  expected. 
I  remarked  this  in  Peggotty,  too,  when  she  came  down; 
and  I  have  seen  it  since;  and  I  think,  in  the  expectation  of 
that  dread  surprise,  all  other  changes  and  surprises  dwindle 
into  nothing. 

I  shook  hands  with  Mr.  Peggotty,  and  passed  into  the 
kitchen,  while  he  softly  closed  the  door.  Little  Emily  was 
sitting  by  the  fire,  with  her  hands  before  her  face.  Ham  was 
standing  near  her. 

We  spoke  in  whispers ;  listening,  between  whiles,  for  any 
sound  in  the  room  above.  I  had  not  thought  of  it  on  the  oc- 
casion of  my  last  visit,  but  how  strange  it  was  to  me  now,  to 
miss  Mr.  Barkis  out  of  the  kitchen ! 

"This  is  very  kind  of  you,  Mas*r  Davy,"  said  Mr, 
Peggotty. 

"  It  is  oncommon  kind ,"  said  Ham. 

"Em'ly,  my  dear,"  cried  Mr.  Peggotty.  "See  here! 
Here 's  Mas 'r  Davy  come  I  What,  cheer  up,  pretty!  Not  a 
wured  to  Mas'r  Davy  ?  ** 

There  was  a  trembling  upon  her,  that  I  can  see  now.  The 
coldness  of  her  hand  when  I  touched  it,  I  can  feel  yet.  Its 
only  sign  of  animation  was  to  shrink  from  mine ;  and  then  she 
glided  from  the  chair,  and,  creeping  to  the  other  side  of  her 
uncle,  bowed  herself,  silently  and  trembling  stiU,  upon  his 
breast. 

"It 's  such  a  loving  art,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty,  smoothing  her 
rich  hair  with  his  great  hard  hand,  "that  it  can't  abear  the 
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iorrev  of  tlus.  It 's  |uit*;ral  in  youG^  folk ,  M^'r  D&vy ,  when 
they  're  new  to  thesp  here  trials,  and  timid ,  like  my  Uttle  birdy 

—  it'snatVal." 

She  clung  the  closer  to  him ,  bnt  neither  lifted  up  hior  iBfie, 
nor  spoke  a  word. 

<<lt'0  getting  late,  my  dear,"  said  Mr.  PeggQtty,  ''and 
her0  'a  Haqn  come  fur  to  take  you  home,  llfieerl  Go  irfong 
with  t'other  loving  art!    What,£m*ly?    Eh,  i^y  pretty  .?** 

The  f^oui^d  of  her  voice  had  not  reached  pp,  bqthebent 
his  head  as  if  he  listened  to  her ,  and  then  said : 

*'  Let  you  stay  with  your  uncle  ?  Why ,  you  dq^*t  me^ui  to 
ask  me  Uiat!  Stay  with  your  unde,  Moppet?  W)ien  your 
husband  that  *il  be  so  soon ,  is  here  fur  to  take  you  hopie? 
Now  a  person  wouldn't  think  it,  fur  to  see  this  li^le  thing 
alongside  a  rough-weather  chap  like  me,**  said  Mr.  Peggotty, 
looking  round  at  both  of  us ,  with  infinite  pride ;  ''but  the  sea 
ain*t  more  salt  in  it  than  she  has  fondness  in  her  for  her  qnde 

—  a  foolish  UtUeEm*lyl** 

''Em*ly  *s  in  the  right  in  that,  Mas'r  Davy  I ''  said  Ham. 
''Lookee  here  I  As  £m*ly  wishes  of  it,  and  as  she 's  hurried 
and  frightened ,  like ,  besides,  I  *11  leave  her  till  morning.  Let 
me  stay  too  1  *' 

"No,  no,"  said  Mr.  Fjeggotty.  "You  doen't  ought  — a 
married  man  like  you  —  or  what  *s  aSjgood  —  to  take  and  hull 
away  a  day*s  work.  And  you  doen't  ought  to  watdi  and  work 
both.  That  won*t  do.  You  go  home  and  turn  in.  Yon  ain't 
afeerd  of  £m*ly  not  being  took  good  care  on,  /know." 

Ham  yielded  to  this  persuasion,  and  took  his  hat  to  go. 
Even  when  he  kissed  her, — and  X  never  saw  him  approach  her, 
but  I  felt  that  nature  had  given  him  the  soul  of  a  gentleman, 

—  she  seemed  to  cling  doser  to  her  unde,  even  to  the  avoid- 
ance of  her  chosen  husband.  I  shut  the  door  after  him,  that 
it  might  cause  no  disturbance  of  the  quiet  that  prevailed;  and 
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when  I  turned  back,  I  foand  Mr.  Feggotty  still  talking  to 
her. 

''Now,  I  *m  a  going  up-stairs  to  t«ll  your  aont  as  MasV 
Davy  *0  bere,  and  that  '11  cheer  her  up  a  bit,'*  he  said.  '*  Sit  ye 
down  by  the  fire,  the  while,  my  dear,  and  warm  these  mortal 
cold  hands.  Ton  doen't  need  to  be  so  fearsome,  and  take  on 
so  much.  What?  Yoo  '11  go  along  with  me?  —  Weill  come 
along  with  me  —  come!  If  her  uncle  was  turned  out  of  house 
and  home,  and  forced  to  lay  down  in  a  dyke,  Mas'r  Davy," 
said  Mr.  Peggotty,  with  no  less  pride  than  before,  ''it's  my 
belief  she  'd  go  liong  with  him,  now!  But  there  '11  be  some 
one  else,  soon,  —  some  one  else,  soon,  Em'ly  1 " 

Afterwards,  when  I  went  up-sturs,  as  I  passed  the  door  of 
xny  little  chamber,  which  was  dark,  I  had  an  indistinct  impres- 
sion of  her  being  within  it,  cast  down  upon  the  fioor.  But^ 
whether  it  was  really  she,  or  whether  it  was  a  confusion  of  the 
shadows  in  the  room,  I  don't  know  now. 

I  had  leisure  to  think,  before  the  kitchenwfire,  of  pretty 
little  Em'ly 's  dread  of  death —  which,  added  to  what  Mr.Omer 
hadtoldme,  I  took  to  be  the  cause  of  her  being  so  unlike  her- 
self—  and  I  had  leisure,  before  Peggotty  came  down,  even  to 
think  more  leniently  of  the  weakness  of  it:  as  I  sat  counting  the 
tiddng  of  the  clock,  and  deepening  my  sense  of  the  solemn 
hush  around  me.  Peggotty  took  me  in  her  arms,  and  blessed 
And  thanked,  me  over  and  over  again  for  being  such  a  comfort 
to  her  (that  was  what  she  said)  in  her  distress.  She  then  en- 
treated rae  to  come  up-stairs,  sobbing  that  Mr*  BaHcis  had 
always  liked  me  and  admired  me;  that  he  had  often  talked  of 
me,  before  he  fel^^to  a  stupor;  and  that  she  believed,  in  case 
of  his  coming  to  flEiself  again,  he  would  brighten  up  at  sight  of 
Que,  if  he  conM  br^hten  op  at  any  earthly  thing. 

The  probability  of  his  ever  doing  so,  Appeared  to  me,  when 
I  saw  him,  to  be  very  smaU.     He  was  lying  with  his  head  ar  ^ 
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shoulders  out  of  bed,  in  an  uncomfortable  attitude,  half  resting 
on  the  box  which  had  cost  him  so  much  pain  and  trouble.  I 
learned,  that,  when  he  was  past  creeping  out  of  bed  to  open  it, 
and  past  assuring  himself  of  its  safety  by  means  of  the  diyining 
rod  I  had  seen  him  use,  he  had  required  to  have  it  placed  on 
the  chair  at  the  bed-side,  where  he  had  eyer  since  embraced  it, 
night  and  daj.  His  arm  lay  on  it  now.  Time  and  the  world 
were  slipping  from  beneath  him,  but  the  box  was  there;  and 
the  last  words  he  had  uttered  were  (in  an  explanatory  tone) 
"Old  clothes  I" 

"Barkis,  my  deart**  said  Peggotty,  almost  cheerfully: 
bending  over  him,  while  her  brother  and  I  stood  at  the  bed's 
foot.  "Here  's  my  dear  boy  —  my  dear  boy,  Master  Davy, 
who  brought  us  together,  Barkis !  That  you  sent  messages  by, 
you  know  1    Won't  you  speak  to  Master  Davy ?  " 

He  was  as  mute  and  senseless  as  the  box,  from  which  his 
form  derived  the  only  expression  it  bad. 

"He 's  a  going  out  with  the  tide,"  said  Mr.  Fegotty  to  me, 
behind  his  hand. 

My  eyes  were  dim,  and  so  were  Mr.  Fegotty's;  but  I  re- 
peated in  a  whisper, "  With  the  tide  ?  " 

"People  can't  die,  along  the  coast,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty, 
"  except  when  the  tide  's  pretty  nigh  out.  They  can't  be 
bom,  unless  it 's  pretty  nigh  in  —  not  properly  bom,  till  flood. 
He 's  a  going  out  with  the  tide.  It 's  ebb  at  half  arter  three, 
slack  water  half-an-hour.  If  he  lives  'till  it  turns,  he  '11  hold 
his  own  till  past  the  flood,  and  go  out  with  the  next  tide." 

We  remained  there,  watching  him,  a  long  time  —  hours. 
What  mysterious  influence  my  presence  h^Lupon  him  in  that 
state  of  his  senses,  I  shall  not  pretend  to  S ;  but  when  he  at 
last  began  to  wander  feebly,  it  is  certain  Tie  was  mattering 
about  driving  me  to  school. 

"He  'b  coming  to  himself,*'  said  Peggotty. 
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^Ir.  Peggotty  touched  me,  and  whispered  with  much  awe 
and  reverence,  **  They  are  both  a  going  out  fast.'* 

"Barkis,  my  dear ! "  said  Peggotty. 

"  C.  P.  Barkis,"  he  cried,  faintly.  "  No  better  woman  any- 
where!" 

*'LookI  Here  *s  Master  Davyl"  said  Peggotty.  For  he 
now  opened  his  eyes. 

I  was  on  the  point  of  asking  him  if  he  knew  me,  when  he 
tried  to  stretch  ont  his  arm ,  and  said  to  me,  distinctly,  with  a 
pleasant  smile: 

''Barkis  is  willinM" 

And,  it  being  low  water,  he  went  out  with  the  tide.         * 


•  « 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

A  greiter  loss. 

It  was  not  difficult  for  me,  on  Feggotty's  solictUtion,  to 
resolve  to  stay  where  I  was,  antil  after  the  remains  of  the  poor 
carrier  should  have  made  their  last  journey  to  Blunderstone. 
She  had  long  ago  bought,  out  of  her  own  savii^s,  a  little  piece 
of  ground  in  our  old  churchyard  near  the  grave  ''of  her  sweet 
girl,**  as  she  always  called  my  mother;  and  there  they  were 
to  rest. 

In  keeping  Peggotty  company,  and  doing  all  I  could  for  her 
(little  enough  at  the  utmost),  I  was  as  grateful,  I  rejoice  to 
think,  as  even  now  I  could  wish  myself  to  have  been.  But  I 
am  afraid  I  had  a  supreme  satisfaction,  of  a  personal  and  pro- 
fessional nature,  in  taking  charge  of  Mr.  Barkis's  will,  and  ex- 
pounding its  contents. 

I  may  claim  the  merit  of  having  originated  the  suggestion 
that  the  will  should  be  looked  for  in  the  box.  After  some 
search,  it  was  found  in  the  box,  at  the  bottom  of  a  horse's  nose- 
bag; wherein  (besides  hay)  there  was  discovered  an  old  gold 
watch,  with  chain  and  seals,  which  Mr.  Barkis  had  worn  on  his 
wedding-day,  and  which  had  never  been  seen  before  or  since; 
a  silver  tobacco-stopper,  in  the  form  of  a  leg ;  an  imitation 
lemon,  full  of  minute  cups  and  saucers,  which  I  have  some  idea 
Mr.  Barkis  must  have  purchased  to  present  to  me  when  I  was 
a  child,  and  afterwards  found  himself  unaffie  to  part  with; 
eighty-seven  guineas  and  a  half,  in  guineas  and  half  guineas; 
two  hundred  and  ten  pounds,  in  perfectly  clean  Bank  notes; 
certain  receipts  forBuik  of  England  stock ;  an  old  horse-shoe,. 
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a  bad  duQing,  a  piece  of  camphor,  and  an  oyster-shell.  FroA 
the  circumstance  of  the  latter  article  having  been  much  po- 
lished, and  displaying  prismatie  colours  on  the  inside,  I  con- 
dude  that  Mr.  Barkis  had  some  general  ideas  abont  pearls, 
which  never  resdived  themselves  into  anything  definite. 

For  yean  and  years,  Mr.  Barkis  had  carried  this  box,  on 
alllsts  journeys,  every  day.  That  it  might  the  better  escape 
notice,  he  had  invented  a  fiction  that  it  belonged  to  ^Mr. 
Bladcboy,"  and  -wae  «to  be  left  with  Barkis  till  called  for;*' 
a  fable  he  had  elaborately  written  on  the  lid,  in  i&aracters 
now  scarcely  le^le. 

He  had  hoarded ,  aU  these  years ,  I  found ,  to  good  purpose. 
His  property  in  money  amounted  to'neariy  three  thousand 
pounds.  Of  this  he  bequeathed  the  interest  of  one  thousand 
to  Mr.  Peggotty  for  his  lifh;  on  his  decease,  the  principal  to 
be  equally  divided  between  Peggotty,  little  Emily,  and  me, 
or  the  sortsvor  or  survivors  of  us ,  share  and  share  alike.  AU 
the  rest  he  died  possessed  of,  he  bequeathed  to  Peggotty, 
whom  he  left  residuary  legatee,  and  sole  executrix  of  that  his 
last  will  and  testament. 

I  felt  myself  quite  a  proctor  when  I  read  thie  document 
aloud  with  all  possible  ceremony,  and  set  forth  its  provisions, 
any  number  of  times ,  to  tiiose  whom  they  concerned.  I  began 
to  think  there  was  more  in  the  Commons  than  I  had  supposed. 
I  examined  the  will  with  the  deepest  attention,  pronounced  it 
perftsctly  formal  in  all  respects,  made  a  pencil-mark  or  so  in 
tiie  mdi^gin,  and  thought  it  rather  extraordinary  that  I  knew 
80  much. 

In  this  abstruse  pursuit;  in  making  an  account  £»r,  Peg- 
gotty, of  all  the  property  into  which  she  had  come;  in  ar- 
ranging all  the  affairs  in  an  orderly  manner;  and  in  being  her 
referee  and  adviser  on  every  point,  to  our  joint  delight; 
I  passed  the  week  before  the  funeral.  I  did  not  see  little  Emily 
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in  that  inteiTftl,  bat  they  told  me  she  was  to  be  qaietly  manied 
in  a  fortnight. 

I  did  not  attend  the  funeral  in  character,  if  I  may  ventare 
to  say  so.  I  mean  I  was  not  dressed  up  in  a  black  cloak  and  a 
streamer,  to  frighten  the  birds ;  but  I  walked  over  to  Blunder- 
stone  early  in  the  morning,  and  was  in  the  churchyard  when  it 
came,  attended  only  by  Pe^otty  and  her  brother.  The  mad 
gentleman  looked  on,  out  of  my  little  window;  Mr.  Chillip's 
baby  wagged  its  heavy  head ,  and  rolled  its  goggle  eyes ,  at  the 
clergyman,  over  its  nurse's  shoulder;  M^.  Omer  breathed 
short  in  the  background;  no  one  else  was  there;  and  it  was 
very  quiet.  We  walked  about  the  churchyard  for  an  hour, 
after  all  was  over ;  and' pulled  some  young  leaves  from  the  tree 
above  my  mother^s  grave. 

A  dread  falls  on  me  here.  A  doud  is  lowering  on  the 
distant  town,  towards  which  I  retraced  my  solitary  steps. 
I  fear  to  approach  it.  I  cannot  bear  to  think  of  what  did  come, 
upon  that  memorable  night;  of  what  must  come  again,  if  I 
go  on. 

It  is  no  worse,  because  I  write  of  it.  It  would  be  no  better, 
if  I  stopped  my  most  unwilling  hand.  It  is  done.  Nothing  can 
undo  it ;  nothing  can  make  it  otherwise  than  as  it  was. 

My  old  nurse  was  to  go  to  London  with  me  next  day,  on  the 
business  of  the  will.  Little  Emily  was  passing  that  day  at 
Mr.  Omer's.  We  wer^  all  to  meet  in  the  old  boat-house  that 
night.  Ham  would  bring  Emily  at  the  usual  hour.  I  would 
walk  back  at  my  leisure.  The  brother  and  sister  would  return 
as  they  had  come,  and  be  expecting  us,  when  the  day  closed 
in,  at  the  fireside. 

I  parted  from  them  at  the  wicket-gate,  where  visionary 
Straps  had  rested  with  Roderick  Random's  knapsack  in  the 
days  of  yore;  and,  instead  of  going  straight  back,  walked  a 
little  distance  on  the  road  to  Lowestoft.    Then  I  turned ,  and 
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walked  htmk  towards  Tannonth.  I  stayed  to  dine  at  a  decent 
alehouse  y  some  mile  or  two  from  the  Ferry  I  have  mentioned 
before;  and  thus  the  day  wore  away,  and  it  was  evening  when 
I  reached  it.  Rain  was  falling  heavily  by  that  time,  and  it  was 
a  wild  night;  but  there  was  a  moon  behind  the  cloads,  and  it 
was  not  dark. 

I  was  soon  within  sight  of  Mr.  Peggotty's  house,  and  of  the 
light  within  it  shining  through  the  window.  A  little  floun- 
dering across  the  sand,  which  was  heavy,  brought  me  to  the 
door,  and  I  went  in. 

It  looked  very  comfortable,  indeed.  Mr.  Peggotty  had 
smoked  his  evening  pipe,  and  there  were  preparations  for 
some  supper  by-and-by.  The  fire  was  bright,  the  ashes  were 
thrown  up,  the  locker  was  ready  for  little  Emily  in  her  old 
place.  In  her  own  old  place  sat  Peggotty,  once  more ,  looking 
(but  for  her  dress)  as  if  she  had  never  left  it.  She  had  fallen 
back,  already,  on  the  society  of  the  work-box  with  Saint 
Paul's  upon  ^he  lid,  the  yard-measure  in  the  cottage,  and  the 
bit  of  wax  candle :  and  there  they  all  were ,  just  as  if  they  had 
never  been  disturbed.  Mrs.  Gummidge  appeared  to  be  fretting 
a  little,  in  her  old  comer;  and  consequently  looked  quite 
natural,  too. 

«' You  're  first  of  the  lot,  Mas'r  Davy  1 "  said  Mr.  Peggotty, 
with  a  happy  face.  *'  Doen*t  keep  in  that  coat ,  Sir,  if  it 's  wet.'  * 

"Thank  you,  Mr.  Peggotty,"  said  I,  giving  him  my  outer 
coat  to  hang  up.    "  It 's  quite  dry." 

*'So  't  is  I "  said  Mr.  Peggotty,  feeling  my  shoulders.  "  As 
a  chip  I  Sit  ye  down ,  Sir.  It  ain't  o'  no  use  saying  welcome 
to  you,  but  you 're  welcome ,  kind  and  hearty." 

''Thank  you,  Mr.  Peggotty,  I  am  sure  of  that.  Well, 
Peggotty ! "  said  I ,  giving  her  a  kiss.  "  And  how  are  you ,  old 
woman?  " 

^Ha,  hal "  laughed  Mr.  Peggotty,  sittmg  down  beside  us, 
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And  rubbing  bis  bands  in  bis  sense  of  relief  from  veeeftt 
trouble  9  end  in  the  genuine  beartiness  of  bis  natore;  '*  there 's 
not  awoman  m  the  wnreLd ,  Sir  —  as  I  tell  ber  *-  thai  need  to 
feel  pore  easy  in  ber  mind  than  ber  I  She  done  ber  dooty  hy 
the  departed,  and  the  departed  know'd  it;  and  the  departed 
done  what  was  right  by  her,  as  she  done  what  was  right  by  the 
departed ;  and — and  —  and  it  *s  all  right  I  '* 

Mrs.  Gnmmidge  groaned. 

'* Cheer  up,  my  pretty  mawthearr*  said  Mr.  Feggotty* 
(But  he  shook  his  head  aside  at  us ,  evidently  sensible  of  the 
tendency  of  the  late  occurrences  to  recall  the  memory  of  the 
old  one.)  "Doen't  be  down]  Cheer  up,  for  your  own  sel^ 
on*y  a  litde  bit,  and  see  if  &  good  deal  more  doen*t  come 
nat'rall" 

"Not  to  me,  Dan*l,**  returned  Mrs*  Grummidge.  **Ko« 
thinic  's  nat*ral  to  me  but  to  be  lone  and  lorn/* 

*^No,  no,*'  said  Mr.  Peggotty,  soothing  her  sorrows. 

''Yes,  yes,  Dan'l!"  said  Mrs.  Gnmmidge.  ""I  am*t  a 
•  person  to  live  witE  them  as  has  bad  money  left.  Thinks  go  too 
contrairy  with  me.    I  bad  better  be  a  riddance.* ' 

''Why,  how  should  I  ever  s^end  it  without  you?*'  said 
Mr.  Peggotty,  with  an  air  of  serious  remonstrance*  "What 
are  you  a  talking  on?  Doen't  I  want  you  more  now,  than  ever 
I  did?*' 

"I  know'd  I  was  never  wanted  before  1 "  cried  Mrs.  Gum- 
midge,  with  a  pitiable  whimper,  "and  now  I  'm  told  so  I  How 
could  I  expect  to  be  wanted,  being  so  lone  and  lorn,  and  so 
contrairy!" 

Mr.  Peggotty  seemed  very  much  shodced  at  himself  for 
having  made  a  speech  capable  of  ibis  unfeeling  construetion, 
but  was  prevented  from  replying,  byPeggotty's  pulling  bis 
sleeve,  and  shaking  her  bead.  After  looking  at  Mrs.  Gum- 
midge  for  some  moments,  in  sore  distress  of  mind,  be  g^eed 
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iiltheDiilQlt(do«k,  vote,  mufi^d  tbe  candle,  and  put  it  b  it« 
window. 

"  Theer  1  *'  Mid  Mr.  Fe^ofttx,  cheerily.  "  Theer  we  are, 
Miflris  Chimmidge!**  Mrs.  Gammidge  sliglitly  groaned. 
'*  Lighted  np,  accordin*  to  enstoml  Yon  Ve  a  wonderin'  what 
that*8  Air,  Sirt  Well,  it*B  Air  onr  little  Em'ly.  Ton  see, 
the  path  ain*t  ofer  light  or  cheerfnl  arter  dark;  and  when 
I  'm  here  at  the  honr  aa  she  *8  a  oomin*  home,  I  puts  the  light 
In  the  winder.  That,  yon  see,'*  said  Mr.  Pe^otty,  bencting 
OTer  me  with  great  glee,  *<  meets  two  objects.  She  says,  says 
Em*ly,  '  Theer  *s  home  t '  she  says.  And  likewise,  says  Em'ly, 
*  My  nnole  *e  theer  1  *  Fur  if  I  ain't  theer,  I  never  have  no  light 
showed.'* 

^Ton  *re  a  baby ! "  saidPeggotty;  very  fond  of  him  for  it, 
if  she  thonght  so. 

''Well,"  returned  Mr.  Peggotty,  standing  with  his  Tegs 
pretty  wide  apart,  and  rubbing  his  hands  up  and  down  them  in 
his  comfortable  satisfaction,  as  he  looked  alternately  at  us 
und  at  the  fire,  '*I  doen*(  know  but  lam.  Not,  you  see,  to 
look  at." 

''  Not  a^ackly,* *  observed  Peggotty. 

«<No,'*  laughed  Mr.  Peggotty,  "not  to  look  at,  bnt 
to  —  to  consider  on,  you  know.  /  doen*t  care,  bles^  you  I 
Now  I  tell  you.  When  I  go  a  looking  and  looking  about 
thut  theer  pritty  bouse  of  our  Em*ly*s,  I  'm  —  I  'm  Gormed," 
said  Mxt  Peggotty,  with  sudden  ^mphasjs  —  "  theer  1  I  c«n't 
say  more  —  if  I  doen*t  feel  as  if  the  littlest  things  was  h^r, 
a*most.  I  takes  *effi  np  and  I  puts  'em  down,  and  I  touches 
.of  'em  as  delicate  as  if  they  was  our  Em'Iy.  So  *t  is  with 
her  little  bonnets  and  that.  I  couldn't  see  one  on  'em 
rough  used  a  purpose  —  not  fur  the  whole  wureld.  There 's 
a  babby  fur  you,  in  the  form  of  a  great  Sea  Porkyptnel" 
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told  Mr.  P^ggotty,  relieTing  hu  eamestxieBs  inth  a  roar  of 
laaghter. 

Peggotty  and  I  both  laughed^  but  not  so  loud. 

'<It*8  my  opinion,  yon  see,"  said  Mr.Peggotty,  with  a 
delighted  fiice,  after  some  further  rubbing  of  his  legs,  ''as 
this  is  along  of  my  havin*  played  with  her  so  much,  and  made 
believe  as  we  was  Turks,  and  French,  and  sharks,  and  eveiy 
wariety  of  forinners  —  bless  you,  yes;  and  lions  and  whales, 
and  I  doa*t  know  what  all  1  -—•  when  she  wam't  no  higher  than 
my  knee.  I  *ve  got  into  the  way  on  it,  you  know.  Why,  this 
here  candle,  now!"  said  Mr.  Peggotty,  gleefully  holding  out 
his  hand  towards  it,  "/  know  wery  well  that  arter  she's 
married  and  gone,  I  shall  put  that  candle  theer,  just  tho  same 
as  now.  I  know  wery  well  that  when  I  *m  here  o*  nights  (and 
where  else  should  /  live,  bless  your  arts,  whatever  fortnn*  I 
come  into  I)  and  she  ain't  here,  or  I  ain't  theer,  I  shall  put 
the  candle  in  the  winder,  and  sit  afore  the  fire,  pretending 
I  'm  expecting  of  her,  like  I  'm  a  doing  now.  There  *#  a  babby 
for  you,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty,  with  another  roar,  ''in  the  form 
of  a  Sea  Porkypinel  Why,  at  the  present  minute,  when  I 
see  the  candle  sparkle  up,  I  says  to  myself,  'She  *s  a  looking 
at  it  I  Em'ly  's  a  coming  1'  There  '$  a  babby  for  you,  in  the 
form  of  a  Sea  Porkypinel  Right  for  all  that,"  said  Mr.  Peg- 
gotty, stopping  in  his  roar,  and  smiting  his  hands  together; 
'^furheresheis!" 

It  was  only  Ham.  The  night  should  have  turned  more  wet 
since  I  came  in,  for  he  had  a  large  sou'wester  hat  on,  slouched 
over  his  face. 

«  Where 's  Em'ly?  "  said  Mr.  Peggotty. 

Ham  made  a  motion  with  his  head,  as  if  she  were  outside. 
Mr.-  Peggotty  took  the  light  from  the  window,  trimmed  it,  put 
it  on  the  table,  and  was  busily  stirring  the  fire,  when  Ham, 
who  had  not  moved,  said: 
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'^Mas'r  DaTy,  will  7011  come  ont  a  minnte,  and  see  what 
Em'ly  and  me  has  got  to  show  you?  '* 

We  went  out.  As  I  passed  him  at  the  door,  I  saw,  to  my 
astonishment  and  fright,  that  he  was  deadly  pale.  He  pashed 
me  hastily  into  the  open  air,  and  closed  the  door  upon  as. 
Only  upon  us  two. 

*'Ham!  what 's  the  matter  1 " 

"  Mas'r  DaVy  I  —  *'  Oh,  for  his  broken  heart,  how  dread- 
fully  he  wept! 

I  was  paralyzed  by  the  sight  of  such  grief.  I  don't  know 
what  I  thought,  or  what  I  dreaded.  I  could  only  look  at 
him. 

*'Hami  Poor  good  fellow  1  For  HeaTen*s  sake  tell  me 
what 's  the  matter ! " 

"My  love,  Mas'r  Davy  —  the  pride  and  hope  of  my  art  — 
her  that  I  *d  have  died  for,  and  would  die  for  now  —  she  *s 
gone!" 

"Gone?" 

"Em'ly  's  run  away!  Oh,  Mas'r  Davy,  think  how  she 's 
ran  away,  when  I  pray  my  good  and  gracious  God  to  kill  her 
(her  that  is  so  dear  above  all  things)  sooner  than  let  her  come 
to  ruin  and  disgrace ! " 

The  face  he  turned  up  to  ihS  troubled  sky,  the  quivering 
of  his  clasped  hands,  the  agony  of  his  figure,  remain  as* 
sociated  with  that  lonely  waste,  in  my  remembrance,  to  this 
hour.  It  is  always  night  there,  and  he  is  the  only  object  in 
the  scene. 

"You  're  a  scholar,"  he  said,  hurriedly,  ''andjcnow  what 's 
right  and  best.  What  am  I  to  say,  in-doors?  How  am  I  ever 
to  break  it  to  him,  Mas'r  Davy?  " 

I  saw  the  door  move,  and  instinctively  tried  to  hold  the 
latch  on  the  outside,  to  gain  a  moment's  time.  It  was  too 
late*    Mr.  Feggotty  thrust  forth  his  face;  and  never  could 
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I  forget  the  change  that  came  upon  it  when  he  b&w  ui  ,  if  I 
were  to  live  five  hundred  years. 

I  rememher  a  great  wail  and  cry,  and  the  women  hanging 
about  hhn,  and  we  all  standing  in  the  room ;  I  widi  a  paper  in 
my  hand,  which  Ham  had  given  me;  Mr,  Feggotty,  with  his 
vest  torn  open,  his  hair  wild,  his  face  and  lips  quite  white, 
and  blood  trickling  down  his  bosom  (it  had  sprung  from  his 
mouth,  I  think),  looking  fixedly  at  me. 

"Bead  it,  Sir,"  he  said,  in  a  low  shivering  voice.  '*Slow, 
please.    I  doen't  know  as  I  can  understand." 

In  the  midst  of  the  silence  of  death,  I  read  thus,  from  a 
blotted  letter. 

**  ^  When  yoo ,  who  love  me  so  much  belter  than  I  ever  hiTe 
desenred,  evea  vbeo  my  mind  was  innocent,  see  ibis,  1  sball  be 
far  away.* " 

**I  shall  be  far  away,'  he  repeated  slowly.  "Stop! 
Em'ly  ftir  away.    WeU!" 

*  When  I  leave  my  dear  bome  ^  my  dear  borne  -  o|t,  my  dear 
bomel  —  in  the  morning,* 

the  letter  bore  date  on  the  previous  night: 

^—  it  will  be  never  to  come  back,  unless  be  bTingB  mebaeka 
lady.  This  will  be  found  at  nigbl,  many  hours  after,  instead  of  me. 
Ob,  if  you  knew  bow  my  heart  is  torn.  If  even  you,  that  I  have 
wronged  so  much,  that  never  ean  forgive  me,  oould  only  know 
what  I  suffer!  I  am  too  wicked  to  write  about  myself.  Ob,  lake 
comfort  in  thinking  that  I  am  so  bad.  Ob,  for  mercy's  sake,  tell 
uncle  that  I  never  loved  him  half  so  dear  as  now.  Oh,  donl  re* 
member  how  affectionate  and  kind  you  have  all  been  to  me.— doaH 
remember  we  were  ever  to  be  married  —  but  try  to  think  as  if  I  died 
when  I  wiA  little,  and  was  buried  somewhere.  Pray  Heaven  that  I 
an  going  away  from ,  have  eompasslott  on  my  uncle  1  Tell  bim  thai 
I  never  loved  him  half  so  dear.  Be  bis  comfort.  Love  some  good 
girl,  that  will  be  what  I  was  once  to  uncle,  and  be  true  to  you,  and 
worthy  of  you,  and  know  no  shame  but  me.  God  bless  alU  1  'U 
pray  for  all ,  often ,  on  my  knees.  If  he  don*t  bring  me  back  a  lady, 
and  I  don't  pray  for  ray  own  self,  I  'II  pray  for  all.  My  parting  love 
to  unele.    My  last  tears ,  and  my  last  ibankf  y  for  vaele  I  ^ " 


«67 


Tb«t  wu  all. 

He  stood,  long  after  I  had  caaaed  to  read,  ttill  looking  al 
me.  Al  length  I  ventured  to  take  hii  hand,  and  to  entreat 
him,  as  weU  at  I  conld,  to  endearonr  to  get  loiiie  command 
of  himself.  He  replied,  «« I  thankee.  Sir,  I  thankee  1"  with* 
oat  moying. 

Ham  spoke  to  him.  Mt.  Peggotty  was  so  far  sensible 
of  kis  affliotioQ,  that  he  wrung  his  hand;,  but,  otherwise, 
he  remttned  in  the  same  state,  and  no  one  dared  to  disturb 
him. 

^owly,  at  last,  he  moved  his  eyes  from  my  face,  as  if  he 
were  waking  from  a  vinon,  and  cast  them  round  the  room. 
Then  he  said,  in  a  low  voice : 

*'  Who 's  the  man  ?    I  want  to  know<his  name." 

Ham  glanced  at  me,  and  suddenly  I  felt  a  shock  that  struck 
me  back. 

*' There 's  a  man  suspected,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty.  *' Who 
is  it?" 

<'MasV  Davyl"  hnplored  Ham.  *'Go  out  a  bit,  and  let 
me  tell  him  what  I  must.    You  doenH  ought  to  hear  it ,  Sir.  ** 

I  felt  the  shock  again.  I  sank  down  in  a  chair,  and  tried 
to  utter  some  reply;  but  my  tongue  wa(f  fettered,  and  my  sight 
was  weak. 

^  I  want  to  know  his  name ! "   I  heard  said,  once  more. 

'*For  some  time  past,"  Ham  faltered,  ** there's  been  a 
servant  about  here,  at  odd  times.  There  *s  been  a  gen*lm'n. 
too.    Both  of  *em  belonged  to  one  another.' ' 

Mr.  Peggotty  stood  fixed  as  before ,  but  now  looking  at 
him. 

''The  servant,"  pursued  Ham,  ''was  seen  along  with  -— 
our  poor  girl  —  last  night.  He 's  been  in  hiding  about  here, 
this  week  or  over.  He  was  thought  to  have  gone,  bat  he  was 
hiding.    Doen't  stay,  Mas 'r  Davy,  doen't! 
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I  felt  Peggotty*8  ann  round  my  neck,  bntlconldnothave 
moyed  if  the  house  had  been  about  to  fall  upon  me. 

^^A  strange  chay  and  horses  was  outside  town,  this 
morning,  on  the  Norwich  road ,  a*most  afore  the  day  broke,'* 
Ham  went  on.  '*The  senrant  went  to  it,  and  come  from  it, 
and  went  to  it  again.  When  he  went  to  it  agidn,  Em'ly  was 
nigh  him.    The  t'other  was  inside.    He  's  the  man." 

''For  the  Lord's  love,"  said  Mr.  Feggotty,  falling  back, 
and  putting  out  his  hand,  as  if  to  keep  off  what  ^e  dreaded. 
"Doen't  tell  me  his  name 's  SteerforthI " 

"Mas'r  Davy,"  exclaimed  Ham,  in  a  broken  voice,  ''it 
ain't  no  fault  of  youm  —  and  I  am -far  from  laying  of  it 
to  you  —  but  his  name  is  Steerforth ,  and  he 's  a  damned 
villain!"  • 

Mr.  Feggotty  ut£ered  no  cry,  and  shed  no  tear,  and 
moved  no  more,  until  he  seemed  to  wake  again,  all  at  once, 
and  pulled  down  his  rough  coat  from  its  peg  in  a  comer. 

"Bear  a  hand  with  this !  I  'm  struck  of  a  heap,  and  ean't 
do  it,"  he  said,  impatiently.  "Bear  a  hand,  and  help  me. 
Weill"  when  somebody  had  done  so.  "Now  give  me  that 
dieerhat!" 

Ham  asked  him  whi^ier  he  was  going. 

"I  *m  a  going  to  seek  my  niece.  I  'm  a  going  to  seek  my 
Em'ly.  I  'm  a  going,  first,  to  stave  in  that  theef  boat,  and 
sink  it  where  I  would  have  drownded  /it'm,  as  I'm  a  livin' 
soul,  if  I  had  had  one  thought  of  what  was  in  him  I  As  he 
sat  afore  me,"  he  said,  wildly,  holding  out  his  clenched  right 
hand,  "as  he  sat  afore  me,  face  to  face,  strike  roe  down  dead, 
but  I  'd  have  drownded  him,  and  thought  it  right!  —  I  'm  a 
going  to  seek  my  niece." 

"Where?"  cried  Ham,  interposing  himself  before  the 
door. 

"Anywhere!    I  'm  a  going  to  seek  my  niece  through  the 
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wareld.  I'm  a  going  to  find  my  poor  niece  in  her  sbame, 
and  bring  her  back.  No  one  stop  me  I  I  tell  you  I  *m  a  going 
to  seek  mytiiecel " 

''No,  nol"  cried  Mrs.  Gommidge,  coming  between  them, 
in  a  fit  of  crying.  ''No,  no,  Dan'l,  not  as  you  are  now. 
Seek  her  in  a  little  while,  my  lone  lorn  Dan'l,  and  that  '11  be 
but  right;  but  not  as  you  are  now.  Sit  ye  down,  and  giye  me 
your  for^veness  for  haying  ever  been  a  worrit  to  you,  Dan*l 
—  what  have  my  contrairies  ever  been  to  this  I  —  and  let  us 
speak  a  word  about  them  times  when  she  was  first  an  orphan, 
and  when  Bam  was  too,  and  when  I  was  a  poor  widder  woman, 
and  you  took  me  in.  It  '11  soften  your  poor  heart,  Dan'l," 
laying  her  head  upon  his  shoulder,  "and  you'll  bear  your 
sorrow  better;  for  you  know  the  promise,  Dan'l,  'As  you 
have  done  it  unto  one  of  the  least  of  these,  you  haye  done  it 
unto  me';  and  that  can  never  fail  under  this  roof,  that's 
been  our  shelter  for  so  many,  many  year  I " 

He  was  quite  passive  now;  and  when  I  heard  him  crying, 
the  impulse  that  had  been  upon  me  to  go  down  upon  my 
knees,  and  ask  their  pardon  for  the  desolation  I  had  caused, 
and  curse  Steerforth,  yielded  to  a  better  feeling.  My  oyer^ 
charged  heart  found  the  same  relief,  and  I  cried  too* 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

Tke  begfimiDg  of  t  toiig  Jonraey* 

What  is  natural  in  me,  is  natnral  in  many  other  m^n,  I 
^  infer,  and  so  I  am  not  afraid  to  -write  that  I  never  had  loved 
/  Steerforth  better  than  when  the  ties  that  bonad  me  to  him 
\  were  broken.    In  the  keen  distress  of  the  discovery  of  his  on- 
;  worthiness,  I  thought  more  of  all  that  was  brilliant  in  him, 
- 1  softened  more  towards  all  that  was  good  in  him,  I  did  more 
justice  to  the  qualities  that  might  have  made  him  a  man  of  a 
noble  nature  and  a  great  name,  than  ever  I  had  done  in  the 
height  of  my  devotion  to  him.  De^ly  as  I  felt  my  own  uncon- 
scious part  in  his  pollution  of  an  honest  home,  I  believe  that  if  I 
had  been  bronghtface  toface  with  him,  I  could  not  have  uttered 
one  reproach.  I  should  have  loved  him  so  well  still — though  he 
fascinated  me  no  longer  —  I  should  have  held  in  so  much  ten- 
derness the  memory  of  my  affection  for  him,  that  I  think  I 
should  have  been  as  weak  as  a  spirit- wounded  child ,  in  all  but 
the  entertainment  of  a  thought  that  we  could  ever  be  re- 
united.   That  thought  I  never  had.    I  felt,  as  he  had  felt, 
that  all  was  at  an  end  between  us.    What  his  remembrances  of 
me  were,  I  have  never  known  —  they  were  light  enough,  per- 
haps, and  easily  dismissed  —  but  mine  of  him  were  as  the  re- 
membrances of  a  cherished  friend,  who  was  dead. 

Yes,  Steerforth,  long  removed  from  the  scenes  of  this 
poor  history  1  My  sorrow  may  bear  involuntary  witness  against 
yon  at  the  Judgment  Throne ;  but  my  angry  thoughts  or  my 
reproaches  never  will,  I  know  I 
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The  newB  of  what  had  happened  soon  spread  through  the 
town ;  insomuch  that  as  I  passed  along  the  streets  next  mom- 
ing»  I  orverheard  the  people  speaking  of  it  at  their  doors. 
Many  were  hard  upon  her,  some  few  were  hard  upon  hfb,  bat 
towards  her  second  father  and  her  lover  there  was  bat  one 
aeatimenU  Among  all  kinds  of  people  a  respect  for  them  in 
their  distress  prevailed,  which  was  full  of  gentleness  and  de- 
Hcacjr.  The  seafaring  men  kept  apart,  when  those  two  wore 
teen  early,  walking  with  slow  steps  on  the  beach ;  and  siood  in 
knots ,  talking  compassionately  among  themselTes. 

• 

It  was  on  the  beach,  close  down  by  the  sea,  that  I  found 
them.  It  would  have  been  easy  to  perceive  that  they  had  not 
slept  all  last  night,  even  if  Fegotty  had  failed  to  tell  me  of 
their  still  sitting  just  as  I  left  them,  when  it  was  broad  day. 
They  looked  worn ;  and  I  thought  Mr.  Peggotty's  head  was 
bowed  in  one  night  more  than  in  all  the  years  Ihad  known  him. 
But  they  were  both  as  grave  and  steady  as  the  sea  itself:  then 
lying  beneath  a  dar|c  sky,  waveless  —  yet  with  a  heaty  roll 
upon  it,  as  if  it  breathed  in  its  rest  —  and  touched,  on  tiie 
horizon,  with  a  strip  of  silvery  light  from  the  unseen  sun. 

"We  have  had  a  mort  of  talk.  Sir,"  sftid  Mr.  Peggotty  to 
me,  when  we  had  aU  three  walked  a  little  while  in  silence,  '^of 
what  we  ought  and  doen*t  ought  to  do.  But  we  see  our  course 
now.**  ^ 

I  happened  to  glance  at  Ham,  then  looking  out  to  sea 
upon  the  distant  light,  and  a  frightful  thought  came  into 
my  mind  —  not  that  his  face  was  angry,  for  it  was  not;  I 
recall  nothing  but  an  expression  of  stern  determination  in 
it  —  that  if  ever  he  encountered  Steerfbrth,  he  would 
kill  him. 

"My  dooty  here.  Sir,*'  said  Mr*  Peggotty,  ''is  done. 
I  'm  a  going  to  seek  my  -^  **  he  stopped,  and  went  on  in  a 
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firmer  voice:  *<I  'm  a  going  to  seek  her.    That  *0  my  dooty 


evermore." 


He  Bhook  his  head  when  I  asked  him  where  he  wotdd 
seek  ner,  and  inquired  if  I  were  going  to  London  to-morrow? 
I  told  him  I  had  not  gone  to-day ,  fearing  to  lose  the  chance  of 
being  of  any  service  to  him;  but  that  I  was  ready  to  go  when 
he  would. 

"I'll  go  along  with  you,  Sir,"  he  rejoined,  "if  you  're 
agreeable,  to-morrow." 

We  walked  again ,  for  a  while ,  in  silence. 

"Ham,"  he  presently  resumed,  "ho  '11  hold  to  his  pre- 
sent work,  and  go  and  live  along  with  my  sister.  The  old 
boat  yonder — " 

"Will  yon  desert  the  old  boat,  Mr.  Peggotty?"  I  gently 
interposed. 

"My  station  Mas'r  Davy,"  he  returned,"  "ain't  there 
no  longer;  and  if  ever  a  boat  foundered,  since  there  was  dark- 
ness on  the  face  of  the  deep,  that  one 's  gone  down.  But 
no,  Sir,  no;  I.doen't  mean  as  it  should  be  deserted.  Fur 
from  that." 

We  walked  again  for  a  while,  as  before,  until  he  ex* 
plained : 

"My  wishes  is.  Sir,  as  it  shall  look,  day  and  night,  winter 
and  summer,  as  it  has  always  looked,  since  she  first  know'd  it. 
If  ever  she  should  come  a  wandering  back,  I  wouldn't  have 
the  old  place  seem  to  cast  her  off,  you  understand,  but  seem 
to  tempt  her  to  draw  nigher  to  't,  and  to  peep  in,  maybe,  like 
a  ghost,  out  of  the  wind  and  riun,  through  the  old  winder, 
at  the  old  seat  by  the  fire.  Then,  maybe,  Mas'r  Davy,  seein' 
none  but  Missis  Gummidge  there,  she  might  take  heart  to 
creep  in,  trembling;  and  might  come  to  be  laid  down  in  her 
old  bed,  and  rest  her  weary  head  where  it  was  once  so  gay." 

I  could  not  speak  to  him  in  reply,  though  I  tried. 
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"Every  night,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty,  "as  reg'lar  as  the  night 
comes,  the  candle  must  be  stood  in  its  old  pane  of  glass,  that 
if  ever  she  should  see  it,  it  may  seem  to  say  '  Como  back,  my 
child,  come  back  1  *  If  ever  there 's  a  knock,  Ham  (parti c'ler 
a  soft  knock),  arter  dark,  at  your  aunt's  door,  doen't  yon 
go  nigh  it*  Let  it  be  her  —  not  you  —  that  sees  my  fallen 
chUdl" 

He  walked  a  little  in  front  of  us,  and  kept  before  us  for 
some  minutes.  During  this  interval,  I  glanced  at  Ham  again, 
and  observing  the  same  expression  on  his  face,  and  his  eyes 
still  directed  to  the  distant  light,  I  touched  his  arm.  • 

Twice  I  called  him  by  his  name,  in  the  tone  in  which  I 
might  have  tried  to  rouse  a  sleeper,  before  he  heeded  me. 
When  I  at  last  inquired  on  what  his  thooghts  were  so  bent, 
he  replied: 

"On  what's  afore  me,  Mas'rDavy;  and  over  yon.*' 

"On  the  life  before  you,  do  you  mean?"  He  had  pointed 
confusedly  out  to  sea. 

"Ay,  Mas'r  Davy.  I  doen't  rightly  know  how  *t  is,  but 
from  over  yon  there  seemed  to  me  to  come  —  the  end  of  it 
like; "  looking  at  me  as  if  he  were  waking,  but  with  the  same 
determined  face. 

"  What  end  ?  "  I  asked ,  possessed  by  my  former  fear. 

"I  doen't  know,"  he  said  thoughtfully;  "I  was  calling  to 
mind  that  the  beginning  of  it  all  did  take  place  here  —  and 
then  th€^  end  come.  But  it 's  gone  1  Mas'r  Davy,"  he  added ; 
answering,  as  I  think,  my  look;  "you  han't  no  call  to  be 
afeerd  of  me:  but  I  ^m  kiender  muddled;  I  doen't  fare  to  feel 
no  matters,"  — which  was  as  much  as  to  say  that  he  was  not 
liimself,  and  quite  confounded. 

Mr.  Peggotty  stopping  for  us  to  join  him :  we  did  so ,  and 
said  no  more.    The  remembrance  of  this,  in  connexion  ^ 
David  Copperfield.  Ih  18 
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my  former  thought,  however ,  haunted  me  at  intervalfl,  even 
until  the  inexorable  end  came  at  its  appointed  time* 

We  insensibly  approached  the  old  boat,  and  entered. 
Mrs.  Gummidge,  no  longer  moping  in  her  especial  comer, 
was  busy  preparing  breakfast.  She  took  Mr.  Peggotty*8  hat^ 
and  placed  his  seat  for  him,  and  spoke  so  comfortably  and 
softly,  that  I  hardly  knew  her. 

"Dan*l,  my  good  man,"  said  she,   "you  must  eat  and 
drink,  and  keep  up  your  strength,  for  without  it  you  *11  do 
nowt.    Try,  that  *s  a  dear  soul!    And  if  I  disturb  you  with 
my  clicketten,**  she  meant  her  chattering,  "tell  me  so,  Dan^l 
andlwonH.*' 

When  she  had  served  us  all,  she  withdrew  to  the  window, 
where  she  sedulously  employed  herself  in  repairing  some 
shirts  and  other  clothes  belonging  to  Mr.Peggotty,  and  neatly 
folding  and  packing  them  in  an  old  oilskin  bag ,  such  as  sailors 
carry.  Meanwhile,  she  continued  talking,  in  the  same  quiet 
manner : 

'*A11  times  and  seasons,  you  know,  Dan*l,"  said  Mrs. 
Gummidge,  '*I  shall  be  alius  here,  and  every  think  will  look 
accordin*  to  your  wishes.  I  'm  a  poor  scholar,  but  I  shall  write 
to  you ,  odd  times ,  when  you  're  away,  and  send  my  letters  to 
Mas*r  Davy.  Maybe  you  'U  write  to  me  too,  Dan*l,  odd 
times ,  and  tell  me  how  you  fare  to  feel  upon  your  lone  lorn 
joumies." 

"You  *ll  be  a  solitary  woman  heer,  I  'm  afeerdT'  said 
Mr.  Peggotty. 

"No,  no,  Dan'l,"  she  returned,  "I  shan't  be  that.  Doen't 
you  mind  me.  I  shall  have  enough  to  do  to  keep  a  Beein  for 
you"  (Mrs.  Gummidge  meant  a  home),  "again  you  come 
back  •—  to  keep  a  Beein  here  for  any  that  may  hap  to  come 
back,  Dan'L  In  the  fine  time,  I  shall  set  outside  the  door  as  I 
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used  to  do.    If  any  should  come  nigh,  they  shall  see  the  old 
widder  woman  true  to  'em ,  a  long  way  off." 

What  a  change  in  Mrs.  Qummidge  in  a  little  timet  She 
was  another  woman.  She  was  so  doTOted,  she  had  such  a 
quick  perception  of  what  it  would  be  well  to  say,  and  what  it 
would  be  well  to  leave  unsaid,  she  was  so  forgetful  of  herself, 
and  so  regardful  of  the  sorrow  about  her,  that  I  held  her  in  a 
sort  of  veneration.  The  work  she  did  that  day  1  There  were 
many  things  to  be  brought  up  from  the  beach  and  stored  in 
the  outhouse  — as  oars,  nets,  satis,  cordage,  spars,  lobster- 
pots,  bags  of  ballast,  and  the  like;  and  though  there  was 
abundance  of  assistance  rendered,  there  being  not  a  pair  of 
working  hands  on  all  that  shore  but  would  have  laboured  hard 
for  Mr.  Feggotty,  and  been  well  paid  in  being  asked  to  do  it, 
yet  she  persisted,  all  day  long,  in  toiling  under  weights  that 
she  was  quite  unequal  to,  and  fagging  to  and  fro  on  all  sorts 
of  unnecessary  errands.  As  to  deploring  her  misfortunes,  she 
appeared  to  have  entirely  lost  the  recollection  of  ever  having 
had  any.  She  preserved  an  equable  cheerfulness  in  the  midst 
of  her  sympathy ,  which  was  not  the  least  astonishing  part  o^ 
the  change  that  had  come  over  her.  Querulousness  was  out 
of  the  question.  I  did  not  even  observe  her  voice  to  falter, 
or  a  tear  to  escape  from  her  eyes,  the  whole  day  through, 
until  twilight;  when  she  and  I  and  Mr.  Feggotty  being  alone 
together,  and  he  having  fallen  asleep  in  perfect  exhaustion, 
she  broke  into  a  half«0uppressed  fit  of  sobbing  and  crying, 
and  taking  me  to  the  door,  said,  ''Ever  bless  you,  Mas*r 
Davy,  be  a  friend  to  him,  poor  dear!*'  Then,  she  imme- 
diately ran  out  of  the  house  to  wash  her  face ,  in  order  that  she 
might  sit  quietly  beside  him,  and  be  found  at  work  there, 
when  he  should  awake.  In  short  I  left  her,  when  I  went  away 
at  night,  the  prop  and  staff  of  Mr.  Feggotty 's  afdiction;  and 
I  coold  not  meditate  enough  upon  the  lesson  that  I  read  i*- 
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Mrs.  Gummidge,  and  the  new  experience  she  unfolded 
tome. 

It  was  between  nine  and  ten  o'clock  when,  strolling  in  a 
melancholy  manner  through  the  town,  I  stopped  at  Mr.  Omer*s 
door.  Mr.  Omer  had  taken  it  so  much  to  heart,  his  daughter 
told  me,  that  he  had  been  yery  low  and  poorly  all  day,  and 
had  gone  to  bed  without  his  pipe. 

''A  deceitful,  bad-hearted  girl ,"  said  Mrs.  Joram.  *'  There 
was  no  good  in  her,  ever !  *' 

"Don't  say  so,"  I  returned.    "You  don't  think  so," 

"  Yes ,  I  do  I "  cried  Mrs.  Joram ,  angrily. 

"No,  no,"  said  I. 

Mrs.  Joram  tossed  her  head,  endeavouring  to  be  very 
stem  and  cross ;  but  she  could  not  command  her  softer  self, 
and  began  to  cry.  I  was  young,  to  be  sure;  but  I  thought 
much  the  better  of  her  for  this  sympathy,  and  fancied  it  be- 
came her,  as  a  virtuous  wife  and  mother,  very  well  indeed. 

"What  will  she  ever  do!"  sobbed  Minnie.  "Where  will 
she  go  I  What  will  become  of  her  I  Oh,  how  could  she  be  so 
cruel,  to  herself  and  him  I " 

I  remembered  the  time  when  Minnie  was  a  young  and 
pretty  girl;  and  I  was  glad  that  she  remembered  it  too,  so 
feelingly. 

"My  little  Minnie,"  sard  Mrs.  Joram,  "has  only  just  now 
been  got  to  sleep.  Even  in  her  sleep  she  is  sobbing  for  Em'ly. 
All  day  long,  little  Minnie  has  cried  for  her,  and  asked  me, 
over  and  over  again,  whether  Em'ly  was  wicked?  What  can 
I  say  to  her,  when  Em'ly  tied  a  ribbon  off  her  own  neck  round 
little  Minnie'-s  the  last  night  she  was  here,  and  laid  her  head 
down  on  the  pillow  beside  her  till  she  was  fast  asleep !  The 
ribbon  's  round  my  little  Minnie's  neck  now.  It  ought  not  to 
be,  perhaps,  but  what  can  I  do?  Em'ly  is  very  bad ,  but  they 
were  fond  of  one  another.    And  the  child  knows  nothing  I 
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Mrs.  Joram  was  so  unhappy,  that  her  husband  came  out 
to  take  care  of  her.  Leaving  them  together,  I  went  home  to 
Peggotty's;  more  melancholy  myself,  if  possible,  than  I  had 
been  yet. 

That  good  creature  —  I  mean  Feggotty  —  all  untired  by 
her  late  anxieties  and  sleepless  nights,  was  at  her  brother's,' 
where  she  meant  to  stay  till  morning.  An  old  woman,  who 
had  been  employed  about  the  house  for  some  weeks  past,  while 
Feggotty  had  been  unable  to  attend  to  it,  was  the  house's  only 
other  occupant  besides  myself.  As  I  had  no  occasion  for  her 
services ,  I  sent  her  to  bed ,  by  no  means  against  her  will ;  and 
sat  down  before  the  kitchen  fire  a  little  while,  to  think  about 
all  this. 

I  was  blending  it  with  the  deathbed  of  the  late  Mr.  Barkis, 
and  was  driving  out  with  the  tide  towards  the  distance  at  which 
Ham  had  looked  so  singularly  in  the  morning,  when  I  was  re- 
called from  my  wanderings  by  a  knock  at  the  door.  There 
was  a  knocker  upon  the  door,  but  it  was  not  that  which  made 
the  sound.  The  tap  was  from  a  hand ,  and  low  down  upon  the 
door,  as  if  it  were  given  by  a  child. 

It  made  me  start  as  much  as  if  it  had  been  the  knock  of  a 
footman  to  a  person  of  distinction.  I  opened  the  door;  and  at 
first  looked  down ,  to  my  amazement,  on  nothing  but  a  great 
umbrella  that  appeared  to  be  walking  about  of  itself.  But 
presently  I  discovered  underneath  it,  Miss  Mowcher. 

I  might  not  have  been  prepared  to  give  the  little  creature  a 
very  kind  reception ,  if,  on  her  removing  the  umbrella,  which 
her  utmost  efforts  were  unable  to  shut  up ,  she  had  shown  me 
the  ^'volatile"  expression  of  face  which  had  made  so  great  an 
impression  on  me  at  our  first  and  last  meeting.  But  her  face, 
as  she  turned  it  up  to  mine,  was  so  earnest;  and  when  I  re- 
lieved her  of  the  umbrella  (which  would  have  been  an  incon- 
venient one  for  Jbhe  Irish  Giant) ,  she  wrung  her  little  hands 
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in  such  an  afflicted  manner;  that  I  rather  indtned  towards 
her. 

*'Mifls  Mowoher !  **  said  I,  after  glancing  up  and  down  the 
empty  street,  without  distinctly  knowing  what  I  expected  to 
see  besides ;  " how  do  yon  come  here?  What  is  the  matter?* 
^  She  motioned  to  me,  with  her  short  right  arm^  to  shot  the 
umbrella  for  her;  and  passing  me  hurriedly,  went  into  the 
kitchen.  When  I  had  closed  the  door,  and  followed,  with  the 
umbrella  in  my  hand,  I  found  her  sitting  on  the  oomer  of  the 
fender  —  it  was  a  low  iron  one,  with  two  flat  bars  at  top  to 
stand  plates  upon  —  in  the  shadow  of  the  boiler,  swaying  her- 
self backwards  and  forwards,  and  chafing  her  hands  upon  her 
knees  like  a  person  in  pain. 

Quite  alarmed  at  being  the  only  recipient  of  this  untimely 
Tisit,  and  the  only  spectator  of  this  portentous  behaviour,  I  ex- 
claimed  again:  "Pray  tell  me,  Misa  Mowcher,  what  is  the  mat* 
terl  are  yon  ill?*' 

'*My  dear  young  soul,"  returned  Miss  Mowcher,  sqnee- 
xing  her  hands  upon  her  heart  one  over  the  other.  "I  am  ill 
here ,  I  am  very  ill.  To  think  that  it  should  come  to  this,  when 
I  might  have  known  it  and  perhaps  prevented  it,  if  I  hadn*t 
been  a  thoughtless  foolT' 

Again  her  large  bonnet  (very  disproportionate  to  hor 
figure)  went  backwards  and  forwards,  in  her  swaying  ofh«r 
little  body  to  and  fro ;  while  a  most  gigantio  bonnet  rocked, 
in  unison  with  it,  upon  the  wall. 

'4  am  surprised,*'  I  began,  '*tosee  you  so  distreesed |uid 
serious"  —  when  she  interrupted  me. 

"  Yes ,  it  *s  always  so  1"  she  said.  "  They  are  all  aorprised, 
these  inconsiderate  young  people,  fairly  and  full  grown,  to  see 
any  natural  feeling  in  a  little  thing  like  me!  They  make  a 
plaything  of  me,  use  me  for  their  amusement,  throw  me  away 
when  they  are  tired »  and  wonder  that  I  feel  more  than  a  toy 
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hone  or  a  wooden  soldier  I  Yes,  yes,  that  'b  the  way*  The 
old  way  I" 

''It  may  be ,  with  others,"  I  retamed,  **bat  I  do  assure  you 
it  is  not  with  me.  Perhaps  I  ought  not  to  be  at  all  surpiriaed  to 
see  you  as  you  are  now :  I  know  so  little  of  you*  I  said, 
without  consideration,  what  I  thought." 

'*  What  can  I  do  ?  "  returned  the  little  woman,  standing  up, 
and  holding  out  her  arms  to  show  herself.  '*See !  What  I  am, 
my  father  was ;  and  my  sister  is;  and  my  brother  is.  I  have 
worked  for  sister  and  brother  these  many  years  •—  hard,  Mr. 
Copperfield  —  ail  day.  I  must  live.  I  do  no  harm.  If  there 
are  people  so  unreflecting  or  so  cruel,  as  to  make  a  jest  of  me, 
what  is  left  for  me  to  do  but  to  make  a  jest  of  myself,  them,  and 
everything?  Jf  I  do  so,  for  the  time,  whose  fault  is  that?  Mine?" 

No.    Not  Miss  Mowcher*s,  I  perceived. 

"If  I  had  shown  myself  a  sensitive  dwarf  to  your  false 
friend,"  pursued  the  little  woman,  shaking  her  head  at  me, 
with  reproachful  earnestness,  "how  much  of  his  help  or  good 
will  do  you  think  /  should  ever  have  had?  If  little  Mowcher 
(who  had  no  hand,  young  gentleman,  in  the  making  of  herself) 
addressed  herself  to  him,  or  the  like  of  him,  because  of  her 
misfortunes,  when  do  you  suppose  her  small  voice  would  have 
been  heard?  Little  Mowcher  would  have  as  much  need  to 
live,  if  she  was  the  bitterest  and  dullest  of  pigmies;  but  she 
couldn't  do  it.  No.  She  might  whistle  for  her  bread  and 
butter  till  she  died  of  Air  1" 

Miss  Mowcher  sat  down  on  the  fender  again,  and  took  out 
her  handkerchief,  and  wiped  her  eyes. 

"Be  thankful  for  me,  if  you  have  a  kind  heart  as  I  thii^k 
you  have , "  she  said , "  that  while  I  know  well  what  I  am,  I  can 
be  cheerful  and  endure  it  all.  I  am  thankful  for  myself,  at  any 
rate,  that  I  can  find  my  tiny  way  through  the  world,  without 
being  beholden  to  any  one;  and  that  in  return  for  all  tha*"  ■" 
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tlirown  at  me,  in  folly  oryanity,  as  I  go  along,  I  can  throw 
bubbles  back.  J£  I  don^t  brood  over  all  I  want,  it  is  the  better 
forme,  and  not  the  worse  for  any.  one.  If  I  am  a  plaything 
for  you  giants,  be  gentle  with  me.'* 

Miss  Mowcher  replaced  her  handkerchief  in  her  pocket, 
looking  at  me  with  very  intent  expression  all  the  while,  and 
pursued: 

"I  saw  you  in  the  street  just  now.  Yon  may  suppose  I  am 
notable  to  walk  as  fast  as  you,  with  my  short  legs  and  short 
breath ,  and  I  couldn't  overtake  you ;  but  I  guessed  where  you 
came ,  and  came  afler  you.  I  have  been  here  before,  to-day, 
but  the  good  woman  wasn't  at  home." 

<'Do  you  know  her?"  I  demanded. 

"I  know  ({^ her,  and  about  her,"  she  replied,  *<from  Omer 
and  Joram.  I  was  there  at  seven  o'clock  this  morning.  Do 
you  remember  what  Steerforth  said  to  me  about  this  unfortu- 
nate girl ,  that  time  when  I  saw  you  both  at  the  inn  ?  " 

The  great  bonnet  on  Miss  Mowcher's  head,  and  the 
greater  bonnet  on  the  wall,  began  to  go  backwards  and  for- 
wards again  when  she  asked  this  question. 

I  remembered  very  well  what  she  referred  to,  having  had 
it  in  my  thoughts  many  times  that  day.    I  told  her  so. 

'<May  the  Father  of  all  Evil  confound  him,"  said  the  litUe 
woman,  holding  up  her  forefinger  between  me  and  her  spar- 
kling eyes,  **and  ten  times  more  confound  that  wicked  servant; 
but  I  believed  it  was  you  who  had  a  boyish  passion  for  her  I " 

"I?"    I  repeated. 

"Child,  child  1  In  the  name  of  blind  ill-fortune,"  cried 
Miss  Mowcher,  wringing  her  hands  impatiently,  as  she  went  to 
and  fro  again  upon  the  fender,  "why  did  yon  praise  her  so, 
and  blush,  and  look  disturbed?  " 

I  could  not  conceal  from  myself  thati  had  done  thi8,<hoagfa 
for  a  reason  very  different  from  her  supposition. 
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"What  did  I  know?"  said  MissMowcher,  taking  out  her 
handkerchief  again,  and  giving  one  little  stamp  on  the  ground 
whenever,  at  short  intervals,  she  applied  it  to  her  eyes  with 
both  hands  at  once.  "He  was  crossing  you  and  wheedling 
you,  I  saw;  and  you  were  soft  wax  in  his  hands,  I  saw.  Had  I 
left  the  room  a  minute^  when  his  man  told  me  that  'Toang 
Innocence*  (so  he  called  you,  and  you  may  call  him  'Old Guilt' 
all  the  days  of  your  life)  had  set  his  heart  upon  her,  and  she 
was  giddy  and  liked  him,  but  his  master  was  resolved  that  no 
harm  should  come  of  it  —  more  for  your  sake  than  for  hers  — 
and  that  that  was  their  business  here?  How  could  I  but  be- 
lieve him?  I  saw  Steerforth  soothe  and  please  you  by  his 
praise  of  her  I  You  were  the  first  to  mention  her  name.  You 
owned  to  an  old  admiration  of  her.  You  were  hot  and  cold, 
and  red  and  white,  all  at  once  when  I  spoke  to  you  of  her. 
What  could  I  think  —  what  did  I  think  —  but  that  yo  ji  were  a 
young  libertine  in  eveiything  but  experience,  and  had  fallen 
into  hands  that  had  experience  enough,  and  could  manage  you 
(having  the  fancy)  for  your  own  good?  Oh !  oh !  oh  1  They 
were  afraid  of  my  finding  out  the  truth,'*  exclaimed  Mist  Mow-^ 
cher,  getting  ofi'the  fender,  and  trotting  up  and  down  the  kit- 
chen with  her  two  short  arms  distressfully  lifted  up,  "because 
I  am  a  sharp  little  thing  —  I  need  be,  to  get  through  the  world 
at  all  1  —  and  they  deceived  me  altogether,  and  I  gave  the  poor 
unfortunate  girl  a  letter,  which  I  fully  believe  was  the  begin- 
ning of  her  ever  speaking  to  Littimer,  who  was  left  behind  on 
purpose  I  '* 

I  stood  amazed  at  the  revelation  of  all  this  perfidy,  looking 
at  Miss  Mowcher  as  she  walked  up  and  down  the  kitchen  until 
she  was  out  of  breath:  when  she  sat  upon  the  fender  again, 
and,  drying  her  face  with  her  handkerchief,  shook  her  head 
for  a  long  time,  without  otherwise  moving,  and  without  break- 
ing silence. 
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'*M7  cocmtiT' roondfl/*  she  added  at  length,  "brov^t  me 
to  Norwich,  Mr.  Copperfield,  the  night  before  last.  What  I 
happened  to  find  out  there,  abont  their  secret  way  of  coming 
and  going,  without  you  —  which  was  strange  —  led  to  my  su- 
specting something  wrong.  I  got  into  the  coach  from  London 
last  night,  as  it  came  through  Norwich,  and  was  here  this 
morning.    Oh,  oh,  oh  1  too  late  1  *' 

Poor  little  Mowcher  turned  so  chilly  after  all  her  crying 
and  fretting,  that  she  turned  round  on  the  fender,  putting  her 
poor  little  wet  feet  in  among  the  ashes  to  wann  them,  and  sat 
looking  at  the  fire,  like  a  large  doll.  I  sat  in  a  chair  on  the 
other  side  of  the  hearth,  lost  in  unhappy  reflections,  and 
looking  at  the  fire  too,  and  sometimes  at  her, 

'*I  must  go,"  she  said  at  last,  rising  as  she  spoke.  '*It  's 
late.    You  don't  mistrust  me  ?  " 

Meejang  her  sharp  glance,  which  was  as  sharp  as  eyer  when 
she  asked  me,  I  could  not  on  that  short  challenge  answer  no^ 
quite  frankly. 

«  Come  1  *'  said  she,  accepting  the  offer  of  my  hand  to  help 
her  oi^r  the  fender,  and  looking  wistfiilly  vap  into  my  fiice, 
**you  know  you  wouldn't  mistrust  me,  if  I  was  a  fuU-sised 
woman  I" 

I  felt  that  there  was  mnch  truth  in  this;  and  I  felt  rallier 
ashamed  of  myself. 

*'  You  are  a  young  man,**  she  said,  nodding.  '*  Take  a  word 
of  advice,  even  from  three  foot  nothing.  Try  not  to  associato 
bodily  defects  with  mental,  my  good  friend,  except  for  a  solid 


reason." 


She  had  got  over  the  fender  now,  and  1  had  got  over  my 
suspicion.  I  told  her  that  I  believed  she  had  given  me  a  faith- 
ful account  of  herself,  and  that  we  had  both  been  hapless  in* 
strtnnents  in  designing  hands.  She  thanked  me,  and  said  I 
was  a  good  fellow. 
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^Now,  mind! "  ihe  exdalmedy  tmniiig  back  on  her  way  to 
the  door,  and  looking  shrewdly  at  me,  with  her  forefinger  up 
again.  **!  haye  some  reason  to  saspeot,  from  what  I  haye 
heard  *-  my  ears  are  always  open ;  I  can't  afibrd  to  spare  what 
powers  I  haye  •—  tliat  they  are  gone  abroad.  Bnt  if  eyer  they 
return,  if  eyer  any  one  of  them  returns,  while  I  am  aliye,  I  am 
more  Ukely  than  another,  going  about  as  I  do,  to  find  it  out 
soon.  Whateyer  I  know,  you  shall  know.  If  eyer  I  can  do 
anything  to  senre  the  poor  betrayed  giri,  I  will  do  it  faithfully, 
please  Heayen  1  And  Littimer  had  better  hAye  a  bloodhound 
at  his  back,  than  little  Mowcher  1 " 

I  placed  implicit  faith  in  thislast  statement,  when  I  marked 
the  look  with  which  it  was  accompanied. 

"  Trust  me  no  more,  but  trust  me  no  less,  than  you  would 
trust  a  fuU-sixed  woman,"  said  the  little  creature,  touching  me 
appealingly  on  the  wrist.  ''If  eyer  you  see  me  again,  unlike 
what  I  am  now,  and  like  what  I  was  when  you  first  saw  me, 
obserye  what  company  I  am  in.  Call  to  mind  that  I  am  a  yery 
helpless  and  defenceless  little  thing.  Think  of  me  at  home 
with  my  brother  like  myself  and  sister  like  myself,  when  my 
day's  work  is  done.  Perhaps  you  won't,  then,  be  yery  hard 
upon  me,  or  snrprieed  if  I  can  be  distressed  aad  serious.  Good 
nightl" 

I  gaye  Miss  Mowcher  my  hand,  with  a  yery  different  opinion 
of  her  from  that  which  I  had  hitherto  entertained,  and  opened 
the  door  to  let  her  out*  It  was  not  a  teiiling  business  to  get 
the  great  umbrella  up,  and  properly  balanced  in  her  grasp ; 
but  at  last  I  successfully  accomplished  this,  and  saw  it  go  bob- 
bing down  the  street  through  the  rain,  without  the  least  appear- 
ance  of  haying  anybody  underneath  it,  except  when  a  heayier 
fall  than  usual  from  some  oyercfaarged  watw- spout  sent  it 
toppling  oyer,  on  one  side,  and  discoyerod  Miss  Mowcher 
stnigglingyiolently  to  get  it  right.    After  making  one  or  two 
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tallies  to  her  relief,  which  were  rendered  fbtile  by  the  mn- 
brella's  hopping  on  again,  like  an  immense  bird,  before  I 
could  reach  it,  I  came  in,  went  to  bed,  and  slept  till  morning. 

In  the  morning  I  was  joined  by  Mr.  Peggotty  and  by  my 
old  nurse,  and  we  went  at  an  early  hour  to  the  coach  office, 
where  Mrs.  Gummidge  and  Ham  were  waiting  to  take  leave 
of  us. 

''Mas'rDavy,'*  Ham  whispered,  drawing  me  aside ,  while 
Mr.  Peggotty  was  stowing  his  bag  among  the  luggage,  "his 
life  is  quite  broke  up.  He  doen't  know  wheer  he 's  going; 
he  doen't  know  what  *s  afore  him ;  he  *s  bound  upon  a  voyage 
that'll  last,  on  and  off,  all  the  rest  of  his  days,  takemywured 
for  *t,  unless  he  finds  what  he 's  a  seeking  of.  I  am  sure  you  *il 
be  a  friend  to  him ,  Mas'rDavy?'* 

*' Trust  me,  I  will  indeed,"  said  I,  shaking  hands  with 
Ham  earnestly. 

"Thankee.  Thankee,  very  kind.  Sir.  One  thing furder. 
I  *m  in  good  employ,  you  know,  Mas'r  Davy,  and  I  han*t  no 
way  now  of  spending  what  I  gets.  Money 's  of  no  use  to  me 
no  more,  except  to  live.  Ifyou  can  lay  it  out  for  him,  I  shall 
do  my  work  with  a  better  art.  Though  as  to  that,  Sir,'*  and 
he  spoke  very  steadily  and  mildly,  "you  're  not  to  think  but 
I  shall  work  at  all  times ,  like  a  man,  and  act  the  best  that  lays 
in  my  power!" 

I  told  him  I  was  well  convinced  of  it;  and  I  hinted  that  1 
hoped  the  time  might  even  come,  when  he  would  cease  to 
lead  the  lonely  life  he  naturally  contemplated  now. 

"No,  Sir,"  he  said,  shaking  his  head,  "all  that 's  past  and 
over  with  me.  Sir.  No  one  can  never  fill  the  place  that's 
empty.  But  you  '11  bear  in  mind  about  the  money,  as  theer  '■ 
at  m  times  ftome  laying  by  for  him?  " 

Reminding  him  of  the  fact,  that  Mr.  Peggotty  derived  a 
steady,  though  certainly  a  very  moderate  income  from  the 
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beqaest  of  his  late  brother-in-law,  I  promised  to  do  so.  We 
then  took  leave  of  each  other.  I  cannot  leave  him ,  even  now, 
without  remembering  with  a  pang,  at  once  his  modest  fortitade 
and  his  great  sorrow. 

As  to  Mrs.  Gummidge ,  if  I  were  to  endeavour  to  describe 
how  she  ran  down  the  street  by  the  side  of  the  coach,  seeing 
nothing  but  Mr.  Peggotty  on  the  roof,  through  the  tears  she 
tried  to  repress,  and  dashing  herself  against  the  people  who 
were  coming  in  the  opposite  direction,  I  should  enter  on  a 
task  of  some  difficulty.  Therefore  I  had  better  leave  her  sit- 
ting on  a  baker*s  door-step,  out  of  breath,  with  no  shape  at  all 
remaining  in  her  bonnet,  and  one  of  her  shoes  off,  lying  on  the 
pavement  at  a  considerable  distance. 

When  we  got  to  our  journey's  end ,  our  first  pursuit  was  to 
look  about  for  a  little  lodging  for  Peggotty,  where  her  brother 
could  have  a  bed.  We  were  so  fortunate  as  to  find  one,  of  a 
very  clean  and  cheap  description,  over  a  chandler's  shop, 
only  two  streets  removed  from  me.  When  we  had  engaged 
this  domicile,  I  bought  some  cold  meat  at  an  eating-house, 
and  took  my  fellow-travellers  home  to  tea;  a  proceeding,  I 
regret  to  state,  which  did  not  me^t  with  Mrs.  Crupp's  approval, 
but  quite  the  contrary.  I  ought  to  observe,  however,  in  ex- 
planation of  that  lady's  state  of  mind,  that  she  was  much  of- 
fended by  Peggotty's  tucking  up  her  widow's  gown  before  she 
had  been  ten  minutes  in  the  place,  and  setting  to  work  to 
dust  my  bed-room.  This  Mrs.  Cmpp  regarded  in  the  light 
of  a  liberty,  and  a  liberty,  she  said,  was  a  thing  she  never 
allowed. 

Mr.  Peggotty  had  made  a  communication  to  me  on  the 
way  to  London,  for  which  I  was  not  unprepared.  It  was,  that 
he  purposed  first  seeing  Mrs.  Steerforth.  As  I  felt  bound  to 
assist  him  in  this,  and  also  to  mediate  between  them;  with  the 
view  of  spiking  the  mother's  feelings  as  much  as  possible,  T 
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wrote  to  her  thai  night.  I  told  her  ai  mildly  aa  I  eonld  what 
his  wrong  was ,  and  what  mj  own  share  in  his  injury.  I  faid 
he  was  a  man  in  very  common  life,  hut  of  a  most  gentle  tokd 
upright  character;  and  that  I  yentared  to  express  a  hope  that 
she  would  not  refuse  to  see  him  in  his  heavy  trouhle.  I  men- 
tioned two  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  as  the  hour  of  our  comings 
and  I  sent  the  letter  myself  by  the  first  coach  in  the  morning. 

At  the  appointed  time,  we  stood  at  the  door  —  the  door 
of  that  house  where  I  had  been,  a  few  days  since,  so  hi4[>py : 
where  my  youthful  confidence  and  warmth  of  heart  had  been 
yielded  up  so  freely :  which  was  closed  against  me  henceforth : 
which  was  now  a  waste,  a  ruin. 

No  Littimer  appeared.  The  pleasanter  face  which  had 
replaced  his,  on  the  occasion  of  my  last  yisit,  answered  to  our 
summons,  and  went  before  us  to  the  drawing-room.  Mrs. 
Steerforth  was  sitting  there.  Rosa  Dartle  glided*,  as  we  went 
in,  from  another  part  of  the  room,  and  stood  behind  her 
chair. 

I  saw,  directly,  in  his  mother's  face,  that  she  knew  from 
liimself  what  he  had  done.  It  was  very  pale ;  and  bore  the 
ttaces  of  deeper  emotion  than  my  letter  alone,  weakened  by 
the  doubts  her  fondness  would  have  raised  upon  it,  would  have 
been  likely  to  create.  I  thought  her  more  like  him  than  ever  I 
had  thought  her;  and  I  felt,  rather  than  saw,  that  the  resem* 
blance  was  not  lost  on  my  companion. 

She  sat  upright  in  her  arm-chair,  with  a  stately,  inunove- 
able,  passionless  air,  that  it  seemed  as  if  nothing  conld 
disturb.  She  looked  very  stedfastly  at  Mr.  Peggotty  when  he 
stood  before  her;  and  he  looked,  quite  as  stedfastly,  at  her. 
Bosa  Dartle's  keen  glance  comprehended  all  of  us.  For  some 
moments  not  a  word  was  spoken. 

She  motioned  to  Mr.  Peggotty  to  be  seated.  He  said,  in  a 
low  voice,  '*  I  shouldn't  feel  it  nat'ral,  Ma'am,  to  sit  down  is 
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ibis  house.  I'd  sooner  stand.**  And  this  was-succeeded  by 
another  silence,  which  she  broke  thus: 

"I  know,  with  deep  regret,  what  has  brought  yon  here* 
What  do  you  want  of  me  ?    What  do  you  ask  me  to  do  ?  " 

He  put  his  hat  under  his  arm,  and  feeling  in  his  breast 
for  Emily's  letter,  took  it  out,  unfolded  it,  and  gave  it  to  her. 

<'Flease  to  read  that,  Ma*am.    That  *s  my  niece's  hand  I " 

She  read  it,  in  the  same  stately  and  impassiye  way,  —  un- 
touched by  its  contents,  as  far  as  I  could  see,  —  and  returned 
it  to  him. 

"  *  Unless  he  brings  me  back  a  lady ,'  "  said  Mr.  Feggotty, 
tracing  out  that  part  with  his  finger.  "  I  come  to  know,  Ma'am, 
whether  he  will  keep  his  wured?  " 

**No,"  she  returned. 

"Why  not?"  said  Mr.Peggotty.  • 

"It  is  impossible.  He  would  disgrace  himself.  You  can- 
not fail  to  know  that  she  is  far  below  him." 

'<  Raise  her  up ! "  said  Mr.  Feggotty. 

*'  She  is  unedncated  and  ignorant." 

<*Maybe  she's  not;  maybe  she  is,"  said  Mr.  Feggotty. 
''/think  not,  Ma'am;  batl'joino  judge  of  them  things.  Teach 
her  better!" 

^' Since  yon  oblige  me  to  speak  more  plainly,  which  I  am 
▼ery  unwilling  to  do,  her  humble  connexions  would  render 
such  a  thing  impossible,  if  nothing  else  did." 

"Hark  to  this.  Ma'am,"  he  returned,  slowly  and  quietly. 
"  Ton  know  what  it  is  to  love  your  child.  So  do  I.  If  she  was 
a  hundred  times  my  child,  I  couldn't  love  her  more.  You 
doen't  know  what  it  is  to  lose  your  child.  I  do.  All  the  heaps 
of  riches  in  the  wureld  would  be  nowt  to  me  (if  they  was  mine) 
to  buy  her  back  I  But,  save  her  from  this  disgrace,  and  she 
•hall  never  be  disgraced  by  us.  Not  one  of  us  that  she 's 
growed  up  among,  not  one  of  us  that 's  lived  along  with  her, 
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and  bad  her  for  their  all  in  all,  these  man^  year,  will  ever  look 
apon  her  pritty  face  again.  We  *I1  be  Content  to  let  her  be; 
we  '11  be  content  to  think  of  her,  far  off,  as  if  she  was  under- 
neath another  sun  and  sky*^  we  '11  be  content  to  trust  her  to 
her  husband,  —  to  her  little  children  p'raps,  —  and  bide  the 
time  when  all  of  us  shall  be  alike  in  quality  afore  our  God  I  ** 

The  rugged  eloquence  with  which  he  spoke,  was  not  de- 
void of  all  effect.  She  still  preserved  her  proud  manner,  •  but 
there  was  a  touch  of  soilness  in  her  voice,  as  she  answered : 

"I  justify  nothing.  I  make  no  counter-accusations.  Bat 
I  am  sorry  to  repeat,  it  is  impossible.  Such  a  marriage  would 
irretrievably  blight  my  son's  career,  and  ruin  his  prospects* 
Nothing  is  more  certain  than  that  it  never  can  take  place,  and 
never  will.   If  there  is  any  other  compensation  — " 

"I  am  looking  at  the  likeness  of  the  face,"  interrupted 
Mr.  Peggotty,  with  a  steady  but  a  kindling  eye,  "that  has 
looked  at  me,  in  my  home,  at  my  fireside,  in  my  boat — wheer 
not?  —  smiling  and  friendly,  when  it  was  so  treacherous,  that 
I  go  half  wild  when  I  think  of  it.  If  the  likeness  of  that  face 
don't  turn  to  burning  ^e,  at  the  thought  of  offering  money 
to  me  for  ray  child's  blight  and  xjpln ,  it 's  as  bad.  I  doen*t 
know ,  being  a  lady's ,  but  what  it 's  worse." 

She  changed  now,  in  a  moment.  An  angry  flush  over- 
spread her  features;  and  she  said,  in  an  intolerant  manner, 
grasping  the  arm-chair  tightly  with  her  hands : 

"  What  compensation  can  you  make  to  me  for  opening  such 
a  pit  between  me  and  my  son?  What  is  your  love  to  mine? 
What  is  your  separation  to  ours?" 

Miss  Dartle  softly  touched  her,  and  bent  down  her  head 
to  wfiisper,  but  she  would  not  hear  a  word. 

''No,  Rosa,  not  a  wordl  Let  the  man  listen  to  what  I 
say  I  My  son,  who  has* been  the  object  of  my  life,  to  whom 
its  every  thought  has  been  devoted,  whom  I  have  gratified 
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from  a  child  in  every  wish,  from  whom  I  have  had  no  separate 
existence  since  his  birth ,  —  to  take  up  in  a  moment  with  a 
miserable  girl ,  and  avoid  me !  To  repay  my  confidence  with 
systematic  deception »  for  her  sake,  and  quit  me  for  her  I  To 
set  this  wretched  fancy,  against  his  mother*s  claims  upon  his 
daty,  love,  respect,  gratitude  —  claims  that  every  day  and 
hour  of  his  life  should  have  strengthened  into  ties  that  nothing 
could  be  proof  against !    Is  this  no  injury  ?  ** 

Again  Rosa  Dartle  tried  to  soothe  her;  again  ineffectually. 

^'I  say,  Rosa,  not  a  word  1  If  he  can  stake  his  all  upon  the 
lightest  object^  I  can  stake  my  all  upon  a  greater  purpose.  Let 
him  go  where  he  will,  with  the  means  Ihat  my  love  has  secured 
to  him  I  Does  he  think  to  reduce  me  by  long  absence?  He 
knows  his  mother  very  little  if  he  does.  Let  him  put  away  his 
whim  now,  and  he  is  welcome  back.  Let  him  not  put  her 
away  now,  and  he  never  shall  come  near  me,  living  or  dying, 
while  I  can  raise  my  hand  to  make  a  sign  against  it,  unless, 
being  rid  of  her  for  ever,  he  comes  humbly  to  me  and  begs  for 
my  forgiveness.  This  is  my  fight.  This  is  the  acknowledg- 
ment I  will  have.  This  is  the  separation  that  there  is  between 
us  I  And  is  this,**  she  added,  lootring  at  her  visitor  with  the 
proud  intolerant  air  with  ^lich  she  had  begun ,  *'  no  injury  ?  " 

While  I  heard  and  saw  the  mother  as  she  said  these  words,. 
I  seemed  to  hear  and  see  the  son,  defying  them.  All  that  I 
had  ever  seen  in  him  of  an  unyielding,  wilful  spirit,  I  saw  in 
her.  All  the  understandlng.that  I  had  now  of  his  misdirected 
energy,  became  an  understanding  of  her  character  too,  and 
a  perception  that  it  was ,  in  its  strongest  springs,  the  same. 

She  now  observed  toi^e,  aloud,  resuming  her  former 
restraint,  that  it  was  useless  to  hear  more,  or  to  say  more,  and 
that  she  begged  to  put  an  end  to  the  interview.  She  rose  with 
an  air  of  dignity  to  leave  the  r(A^m,  when  Mr.  Peggotty  signi- 
fied that  it  was  needless. 
David  Copperfield.  IL  19 
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*'I>oen*t  fear  me  being  any  hindrance  to  you,  I  have  no 
mot^tosay,  lfa*ani,"  hereinai^ked,  as  iie  moved  townrda  tlie 
door.  "  I  come  heer  with  no  hope ,  'and  I  take  away  no  ho^. 
I  have  done  what  I  thowt  should  foe  done,  bat  I  never  looked 
fur  any  good  to  come  of  my  stan'ning  where  I  do.  Thii  fcas 
been  too  evil  a  house  fur  me  and  mine,  far  me  to  be  in  mj 
right  senses  and  expect  H.'* 

With  this,  we  departed;  leaving  her  atandnig  by  her 
elbow  chair,  a  picture  of  a  noble  presence  and  a  handsome 
face* 

We  had,  on  oui'  way  out,  to  cross  a  paved  hall,  inth  glass 
sides  and  roof,  over  which  a  vine  was  trained.  Its  leaves  and 
shoots  were  green  then,  and  t^e  day  being  sunny,  a  pair  of 
glass  doors  leading  to  the  garden  were  thrown  open.  Rosa 
Dartle,  entering  this  way  with  a  noiseless  step,  when  we  were 
close  to  them ,  addressed  herself  to  me : 

'*Yoo  do  well,*'  she  said,  *' indeed,  to  bring  this  fallow 
here  I" 

Such  a  concentration  of  rage  and  scorn  as  darkened  her 
face,  and  iiashed  in  her  jet-black  eyes,  I  eoald  not  have 
thought  compressible  even  into  that  face.  The  scar  made  by 
the  hammer  was,  as  usual  in  this  excited  state  of  her  featurea, 
strongly  marked.  When  the  throbbing  I  had  seen  before, 
came  into  it  as  I  looked  at  her,  she  absolutely  lifted  «p  her 
hand,  and  struck Tt. 

''This  is  a  fallow,'*  she  said,  "to  champion  atid  brfog 
here,  is  he  not?  You  are  a  true  man!** 

'^Miss  Dartle,*'  I  returned,  ^yoa  ere  snri3l>^iKyt^'tmjtfet 
as  to  condemn  Ms  /  ** 

"  Why  do  you  bring  division  betweeift  these  two  mad  Clo- 
tures? '*  she  returned.  **  Don't  ybu  knbw  that  they  tete  bbth 
mad  with  their  own  self-will  and  pride?*' 

"Is  it  my  doing?"  I  returned. 
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ht^^U  it  jDar  dolngl"  8}ie  retorted.    "Why  do  yon  briag 
tk'sUaa^ahere?" 

y  "He  is  a  deeplyniniiired  mwxt  Miss  Dartle/'  I  replied. 
«  /  Yoa  i^ay  not  kpov  it. * ' 

^  "I  )cnow  that  Jame9 ^Steerfoetb /'  she aaid ,  with  her  band 
on  her  bosom ,  as  if  to  prereat  the  stom  that  was  raging  there, 
from  being  load ,  "  hae  a  false ,  corrupt  heart ,  and  is  a  traitor, 
^at  what  need  I  know  .or  eare.  about  this  feiLvW)  ^and  his  com- 
mon niec.e?" 

"Idiss  Dartle/' .  I  retomed ,  "you  deepen  the  iojsay.    It  is- 
snfSiUWt  already.   IwiUevlysay,  atpartuig,  that  yon  do  ^lim 
jagreatwvopg."  f 

"I  do  him  no  wro9g,**  she  returned.  "They  are  a  depraved 
worthless  set.   I  would  haye  her  whipped ! " 

Mr.  Peggotty  passed  on  t  .wilihout . a  >wo(rd ,  and  went  out  at 
the  door- 

"Qbf  shame,  Miss  Daxtlel  shamer'  I  said  indignantly. 
"How  can  you  bear  to  trample  on  iiis.undesenred  affliction  1 " 

"  J.would  trample  on  themalU"  ihe  ansvered.  **!  would 
have  hie  bouse  pulled  down.  I  wouM  haye  her  branded  on  Hie 
face,  ifoest  m  rags ,  and  east  out  in  the  streets  to  starve.  If  I 
had  the  power  to  sit  in  juc^ment  on  her,  I  would  see  it  done. 
See  it  done?  I  wocdd  do  it  I  I  detest  her.  If  I  ever  could 
reproach  her  with  her  infamous  oom^on,  I  would  go  any- 
where  to  do  so.  If  I  could  hunt  her  to  her  grave,  I  would. 
If  theire  was  any  word  of  comfort  that  wonld  be  a  solace  to  her 
in  ber  dyii|g  heiuri.and  only  I  possessed  it,  Lwonldn*t  part  with 

itforl^ifeitaelf.'* 

TJfkC  mere .  vehemenee  of  her  words  can  convey,  I  am 
sensible,  but  a  weak  isKpreBsion  of  tke  passion  by  which  she 
was  possessed,  and  which  made  itself  articulate  in  her  whole 
figlure«->though  her  voioe,  instead  of  being  raised,  was  lower 
than  usual.    No  description  I  could  give  of  her  would  do 
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justice  to  my  recollection  of  her,  or  to  her  entire  deliverailioice 
of  herself  to  her  anger.  I  hare  seen  passion  in  many  fomHe  % 
but  I  have  never  seen  it  in  snch  a  form  as  that. 

When  I  joined  Mr.  Peggotty,  he  was  walking  slowly  ano  { 
thoughtfully  down  the  hill.  He  told  me,  as  soon  as  I  came  up 
with  him ,  that  having  now  discharged  his  mind  of  what  he  had' 
purposed  doing  in  London,  he  meant  *'to  set  out  on  his 
travels,**  that  night,  tasked  him  where  he  meant  to  go?  He 
only  answered,  "I  *m  a  going,  Sir,  to  seek  my  niece.*' 

We  went  back  to  the  little  lodging  over  the  chandler's  ' 
shop,  and  there  I  found  an  opportunity  of  repeating  to  Peg-  -. 
gotty  what  he  had  8ai<J|to  me.    She  informed  me,  in  return,  \ 
that  he  had  said  the  same  to  her  that  morning.    She  knew  no 
more  than  I  did,  where  he  was  going,  but  she  thought  he  had 
some  project  shaped  out  in  his  nund. 

I  did  not  like  to  leave  him,  under  such  circumstances,  and 
we  all  three  dined  together  off  a  beefsteak  pie  —  which  was 
one  of  the  many  good  things  for  which  Peggotty  was  famous — 
and  which  was  curiously  flavoured  on  this  occasion,  I  recollect 
well,  by  a  nuscellaneons  taste  of  tea,  coffee,  butter,  bacon, 
cheese,  new  loaves,  firewood,  candles,  and  walnut  ketchup, 
continually  ascending  from  the  shop.  Aflier  dinner  wc  sat  for 
an  hour  or  so  near  the  window,  without  talking  much;  and 
then  Mr.  Peggotty  got  up,  and  brought  his  oilskin  bag  and  his 
stout  stick,  and  laid  them  on  the  table. 

He  accepted,  firom  his  sister's  stock  of  ready  money,  a 
small  sum  on  account  of  his  legacy;  barely  enough,  I  should 
have  thought,  to  keep  him  for  a  month.  He  promised  to  com- 
municate with  mc ,  when  anything  befel  him ;  and  he  slung  his 
bag  about  him,  took  his  hat  and  stick,  and  bade  us  both 
"Goodbyel" 

*'A11  good  attend  you,  dear  old  woman,"  he  said,  em- 
bracing Peggotty,  **and  you  too,   Mas'r  Davyl**  shaking 
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hands  with  me.  "I  *m  a  going  to  seek  her,  for  and  wide.  If 
she  should  come  home  while  I  'm  away,  —  hut  ah,  that  ain't 
like  to  he!  —  or  if  I  should  bring  her  back,  my  meaning  is, 
that  she  and  me  shall  live  and  die  where  no  one  can*t  reproach 
her.  If  any  hurt  should  come  to  me,  remember  that  the  last 
words  I  lefl  for  her  was,  *My  unchanged  love  is  with  my 
darling  child,  and  I  forgive  her  I  *  '* 

He  said  this  solemnly,  bare-headed;  then,  putting  on  his 
hat,  he  went  down  the  stairs,  and  away.  We  followed  to  the 
door.  It  was  a  warm,  dusty  evening,  just  the  time  when,  in 
the  great  main  thoroughfare  out  of  which  that  bye-way  turned, 
there  was  a  temporary  lull  in  the  etei^k  tread  of  feet  upon  the 
pavement,  and  a  strong  red  sunshine.  Ho  turned,  alone,  at 
the  comer  of  our  shady  street,  into  a  glow  of  light,  in  which 
we  lost  him. 

Rarely  did  that  hour  of  the  evening  come,  rarely  did  I 
wake  at  night,  rarely  did  I  look  up  at  the  moon,  or  stars,  or 
watch  the  falling  rain,  or  hear  the  wind ,  but  I  thought  of  his 
solitary  figure  toiling  on,  poor  pilgrim,  and  recalled  the 
words: 

«<  I  *m  a  going  to  seek  her,  fur  and  wide.  If  any  hurt  should 
come  to  me,  remember  that  the  last  words  I  left  for  her  was, 
'^ly  unchanged  love  is  with  my  darling  child,  and  I  for- 
give her  1 
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CHAPTER  XVn. 

BUssful. 

All  this  time,  I  had  gbiit  on  loving  Dora,  harden  than 
ever.  Her  id^a  was  my  refuge  in  duappointment  and  distress, 
and  made  soine  amends  to  me ,  eren  for  the  loss  of  my  friend. 
The  more  I  pitied  my^f,  or  pitied  others ,  the  more  I  sought 
for  consolation  in  the^&ge  of  Bora.  The  greater  the  accu- 
mulation of  deceit  and  tronble  in  thcirorld,  the  brighter  and 
the  purer  shone  the  star  of  Dora  high  above  the  world.  I  don*t 
think  I  had  any  definite  idea  where  Dora  came  from,  or  in 
what  degree  she  was  related  to  a  higher  order  of  beings;  but 
I  am  quite  sure  I  should  have,  scouted  the  notion  of  her  being 
simply  human ,  like  any  other  ydang  lady,  with  indignation  and 
contempt. 

If  I  may  so  express  it,  I  was  steeped  in  Dora.  I  was  not 
merely  over  head  and  ears  in  love  with  her,  but  I  was  saturated 
through  and  through.  Enough  love  might  have  been  wrung 
out  of  me,  metaphorically  speaking,  to  drown  anybody  in; 
and  yet  there  would  have  remained  enough  within  me,  and  all 
over  me,  to  pervade  my  entire  existence. 

The  first  thing  I  did,  on  my  own  account,  when  I  came 
back,  was  to  take  a  night- walk  to  Norwood,  and,  like  the 
subject  of  a  venerable  riddle  of  my  childhood  to  go  "round 
and  round  the  house,  without  ever  touching  the  house,*' 
thinking  about  Dora.  I  believe  the  theme  of  this  incom- 
prehensible conundrum  was  the  moon.  No  matter  what  it  was, 
I,  the  moon-stryck  slave  of  Dora,  perambulated  round  and 
round  the  house  and  garden  for  two  hours,  looking  through 
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creviceB  in  the  palings,  getting  my  chin  by  dint  of  violent 
exertion  above  the  rusty  nails  on  .tlie  top,  blowing  kissets  at  the 
lights  in  the  windows,  and  romantically  calling  on  the  night, 
at  intervals ,  to  shield  my  Dora  —  I  don*t  exactly  know  what 
from,  I  suppose  from  fire.  Perhaps  from  mice,  to  which  she 
had  a  great  ol^ection, 

M]r  love  was  so  much  .on  my.  mind,  and  it  wi^  so  natural  to 
me  to  confide  inPeggotty,  when  I  fctund  her  l^gain  by  my  side 
of  an  evening  with  the  old  set  of  in4ustrial  implements ,  bu9ily 
makiqg  the  tour  of  my  waroUrobe ,  that  I  imparted  to  her,  in  a 
sufficiently  roundabout  way,  my  great  secret.  Peggotty  was 
strongly  interested,  but  I  could  not^t  her  into  my  v^ew  of 
the  case  at  all.  She  was  audaciously  prejudiced-  i^  my  favQur, 
and  quite  unable  to  understand  why  I  should  have  any  mia- 
givings,  or  be  low-spirited  about  it.  *  The  young  lady  might 
think  herself  well  off,'  she  observed,  *to  hfiv^  such  a  be^fi. 
And  as  to  her  Pa/  she  said ,  ^what  did  the  gentleman  expect, 
for  gracious  sake  1  * 

I  observed,  however,  that  Mr.  Spenlow's  Proctorial  gpwn 
and  stiff  cravat  took  Peggotty  down  a  little ;  aad  inapir^d  her 
with  a  greater  reverence  for  the  man  who  was  gradually  be- 
coming minre  and  more  etberealixied  in  my  eyes  every  day, ^ and 
about  whom  a  reflected  radiance  seemed  to  me  to.  beam  when 
he  sat  erect  in  Court  among  his  papers,  like  a  little  light-house 
in  a  sea  of  stationery.  And  by-thcrby,  it  used  to  be  uncom- 
monly strange  to  me  to  consider,  I  remember,  as  Tsat  in 
Court  too,  how  those  dim  old  judges  and  doctors  wouldn't 
have  cared  for  Dora,  if  they  had  known  her;  how  they 
wouldn't  have  gone  out  of  their  senses  with  rapture ,  if  mar- 
riage with  Dora  had  been  proposed  to  them ;  how  Dora  might 
have  sung,  and  played  upon  that  glorified  guitar,  until  she 
led  me  to  the  verge  of  madness,  yet  not  have  tempted  one  of 
those  slow-goers  an  inch  out  of  his  road ! 
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I  deeipised  them»  to  a  man.  Frozen-oat  old  gardeners  in 
the  flower-beds  of  the  heart.,  I  took  a  personal  offence  against 
them  all.  The  Bench  was  nothing  to  me  but  an  insensible 
blunderer.  The  Bar  had  no  more  tenderness  or  poetry  in  it, 
than  the  Bar  of  a  public-honse. 

Taking  the  management  of  Pcggotty's  affairs  into  my  own 
hands,  with  no  little  pride,  I  proved  the  will,  and  came  to  a 
settlement  with  the  Legacy  Duty-office,  and  took  her  to  the 
Bank,  and  soon  got  everything  into  an  orderly  train.  We 
varied  the  legal  character  of  these  proceedings  by  going  to  see 
some  perspiring  Wax- work,  in  Fleet  Street  (melted,  I  should 
hope',  these  twenty  y^s);  and  by  visiting  Miss  Linwood^s 
E2zhibition,  which  I  remember  as  a  Mausoleum  of  needlework, 
favourable  to  self-examination  and  repentance;  and  by  in- 
specting the  Tower  of  London;  and  going  to  the  top  of 
St.  Paul's.  All  these  wonders  afforded  Peggotty  as  much 
pleasure  as  she  was  able  to  enjoy,  under  existing  circum- 
stances: except,  I  think,  St.  Paul's,  which,  from  her  long 
attachment  to  her  work-box,  became  a  rival  of  the  picture  on 
the  lid,  and  was,  in  some  particulars,  vanquished,  she  con- 
sidered, by  that  work  of  art. 

feggotty's  business,  which  was  what  we  used  to  call 
**  common-form  business"  in  the  Commons  (and  very  light  and 
lucrative  the  common-form  business  was),  being  settled,  I 
took  her  down  to  the  office  one  morning  to  pay  her  bill. 
Mr.  Spenlow  had  stepped  out,  old  Tiffey  said,  to  get  a 
gentleman  sworn  for  a  marriage  license;  but  as  I  knew  he 
would  be  back  directly,  our  place  lying  dose  to  the  Surro- 
gate's, and  to  the  Vicar-General's  office  too,  I  told  Peggotty 
to  wait. 

We  were  a  little  like  undertakers,  in  the  Commons,  as  re- 
garded Probate  transactions ;  generally  making  it  a  rule  to 
look  more  or  less  cut  up,  when  we  had  to  deal  with  clients  in 
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tnonmiog.  In  a  similar  feeling  of  delicacy,  we  were  always 
blithe  and  light-hearted  with  the  license  clients.  Therefore  I 
hinted  to  Peggotty  that  she  would  find  Mr.  Spenlow  much  re- 
covered from  the  shock  of  Mr.  Barkis's  decease ;  and  indeed 
he  came  in  like  a  bridegroom. 

But  neither  Peggotty  nor  I  had  eyes  for  him,  when  we  saw, 
in  company  with  him,  Mr.  Murd stone.  He  was  very  little 
changed.  His  hair  looked  as  thick,  and  was  certainly  as 
black,  as  ever;  and  his  glance  was  as  little  to  be  trusted  as 
of  old. 

**  Ah ,  Copperfield ?  "  said  Mr.  Spenlow.  **  You  know  this 
gentleman ,  I  b elieve  ?  "  f 

I  made  my  gentleman  a  distant  bow,  and  Peggotty  barely 
recognised  him.  He  was,  at  first,  somewhat  disconcerted  to 
meet  us  two  together;  but  quickly  decided  what  to  do,  and 
jcame  up  to  me. 

'*I  hope,"  he  said,  "that  you  are  doing  well?" 

"It  can  hardly  be  interesting  to  you,"  said  I.  "Yes,  if 
yen  wish  to  know." 

We  looked  at  each  other,  and  he  addressed  himself  to 
Peggotty. 

"  And  you,"  said  he.  "I  am  sorry  to  observe  that  you  have 
lost  your  husband." 

"It  *s  not  the  first  loss  I  have  had  in  my  life,  Mr.  Murd- 
stone,"  replied  Peggotty,  trembling  from  head  to  foot.  "I 
am  glad  to  hope  that  there  is  nobody  to  blame  for  this  one,  ^ 
nobody  to  answer  for  it." 

"Ha!"  said  he;  "that's  a  comfortable  rellection.  You 
have  done  your  duty?  " 

"I  have  not  worn  any  body's  life  away,"  said  Peggotty, 
*'!  am  thankful  to  think  1  No,  Mr.  Murdstone,  I  have  not 
worrited  and  frightened  any  sweet  creetur  to  an  early  grave  I " 

He  eyed  her  gloomily  —  remorsefully  I  thought  —  for  an 
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instant;  and  said,  taming  his  head  towards  me,  bat  looking 
at  my  feet  instead  of  my  fllce : 

**  We  are  not  likely  to  encounter  soon  again ;  —  a  source  of 
satisfaction  to  ns  both,  no  doubt,  for  such  meetings  as  this 
can  never  be  agreeable.  I  do  not  expect  that  you ,  who  always 
rebelled  against  my  just  authority,  exerted  for  your  benefit 
and  reformation,  should  owe  me  any  good  will  now.  There 
is  an  antipathy  between  us — " 

**Atioldone,  I  believe?"  said  I,  interrupting  him. 

He  smiled,  and  shot  as  evil  a  glance  at  me  as  could  come 
from  his  dark  eyes. 

"It  rankled  in  youi^baby  breast,**  he  said.  '* It  embittered 
the  life  of  your  poor  mother.  Tou  are  right.  I  hope  you  may 
do  better,  yet;  I  hope  you  may  correct  yourself." 

Here  he  ended  the  dialogue,  which  had  been  carried  on 
in  a  low  voice,  in  a  cor/ier  of  the  outer  of&ce,  by  passing 
into  Mr.  Spenlow*s  room,  and  saying  aloud,  in  his  smoothest 
manner: 

"  Gentlemen  of  Mr.  Spenlow*s  profession  are  accustomed 
to  family  diHbrences,  and  know  how  complicated  and  difficult 
they  always  are!**  With  that,  he  paid  the  money  for  his 
license;  and,  receiving  It  neatly  folded  from  Mr.  Spenlow, 
together  with  a  shake  of  the  hand,  and  a  polite  wish  for  his 
happiness  and  the  lady*s,  went  out  of  the  office. 

I  might  have  had  more  difficulty  in  constraining  myself  to 
be  silent  under  his  words,  if  I  had  had  less  difficulty  in  im- 
pressing upon  Peggotty  (who  was  only  angry  on  my  account, 
good  creature !)  that  we  were  not  in  a  place  for  recrimination, 
and  that  I  besought  her  to  hold  her  peace.  She  was  so 
unusually  roused ,  that  I  was  glad  to  compound  for  an  affec- 
tionate hug,  elicited  by  this  revival  in  her  mind  of  our  old 
injuries,  and  to  make  the  best  I  could  of  it,  before  Mr.  Spen- 
low  and  the  clerks. 
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Mr.  Spenlow  did  not  appear  to  know  what  the  connexion 
between  Mr.  Mordstone  and  myself  was;  wfaidi  I  was  glad  ofy 
for  I  could  not  bear  to  acknowledge  him,  even  in  my  own 
breast,  remembering  what  I  did  of  the  history  of  my  poor 
mother.  Mr.  Spenlow  seemed  to  think,  if  he  thought  any- 
thing about  the  matter,  that  my  aunt  was  the  leader  of  the 
state  party  in  our  family,  and  that  there  was  a  rebel  party 
commanded  by  somebody  else  —  so  I  gathered  at  least  from 
what  h6  said ,  while  we  were  watting  for  Mr.  Tiffey  to  make 
'  out  Peggotty's  bill  of  costs. 

^'Miss  Trotwood,**  he  remarked,  *4s  very  firm,  nodoubt» 
and  not  likely  to  gire  way  to  opposition.  I  hare  an  admira- 
tion for  her  character,  and  I  may  congratulate  you,  Copper* 
field,  on  being  on  the  right  side.  Differences  between  rela- 
tions are  much  to  be  deplored  —r  but  they  are  extremely 
general  —  and  the  great  thing  is,  to  be  on  the  right  side:** 
meaning,  I  take  it,  on  the  side  of  the  moneyed  interest. 

"Rather  a  good  marriage  this,  I  believe?*'  said  Mr. 
Spenlow. 

r  explained  that  I  knew  nothing  about  it. 

"Indeed I'*  he  said.  "Speaking  from  the  few  words  Mr. 
Murdstone  dropped  —  as  a  man  frequently  does  on  these  oc- 
casions —  and  from  what  Miss  Murdstone  let  fall,  I  should  say 
it  was  rather  a  good  marriage.*' 

"Do  you  mean  that  there  is  money,  Sir  ?"   I  asked. 

"Yes,"  said  Mr.  Spenlow,  "I  understand  there 's  money. 
Beauty  too,  I  am  told." 

"Indeed?   Is  his  new  wife  young? " 

**Just  of  age,"  said  Mr.  Spenlow.  "So  lately,  that  I 
should  think  they  had  been  waiting  for  thai." 

"Lord  deliver  herl"  said  Peggotty.  So  very  emphati- 
cally and  unexpectedly,  that  we  were  all  three  discomposed; 
until  Tifiey  came  in  with  the  bill. 
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Old  TiiTey  soon  appeared,  however,  and  handed  it  to 
Mr.  Spenlow,  4o  look  over.  Mr.  Spenlow,  settling  his  chin 
in  his  cravat  and  rubbing  it  soflly,  went  over  the  items  with  a 
deprecatory  air  —  as  if  it  were  all  Jorkins's  doing  —  and 
handed  it  back  to  Tifiey  with  a  bland  sigh. 

"Yes,"  he  said.  "That 's  right.  Quite  right.  I  should 
have  been  extremely  happy,  Copperfield,  to  have  limited 
these  charges  to  the  actual  expenditure  out  of  pocket;  but 
it  is  an  irksome  incident  in  my  professional  life,  that  I  am  not 
at  liberty  to  consult  my  own  wishes.  I  have  a  partner  —  Mr. 
Jorkins." 

As  he  said  this  with  a  gentle  melancholy ,  which  was  thp 
next  thing  to  making  no  charge  at  all,  I  expressed  my  acknow- 
ledgments on  Peggotty^s  behalf,  and  paid  Tiffey  in  bank 
notes.  Feggotty  then  retired  to  her  lodging,  and  Mr.  Spen- 
low and  I  went  into  Court,  where  we  had  a  divorce-suit 
coming  on,  under  an  ingenious  little  statute  (repealed  now, 
I  believe,  but  in  virtue  of  which  I  have  seen  several  marriages 
annulled),  of  which  the  merits  were  these.  The  husband, 
whose  name  was  Thomas  Benjamin,  had  taken  out  his  mar- 
riage license  as  Thomas  only;  suppressing  the  Benjamin, 
in  case  he  should  not  find  himself  as  comfortable  as  he  ex- 
pected. Not  finding  himself  as  comfortable  as  he  expected, 
or  being  a  little  fatigued  with  his  wife,  poor  fellow,  he  now 
came  forward  by  a  friend,  after  being  married  a  year  or  two, 
and  declared  that  his  name  was  Thomas  Benjamin,  and  there- 
fore he  was  not  married  at  all.  Which  the  Court  confirmed, 
to  his  great  satisfaction. 

I  must  say  that  I  had  my  doubts  about  the  strict  justice 
of  this,  and  was  not  even  frightened  out  of  them  by  the  bushel 
of  wheat  which  reconciles  all  anomalies.  But  Mr.  Spenlow 
argued  the  matter  with  me.  He  said,  Look  at  the  world, 
there  was  good  and  evil  in  that;  look  at  the  ecclesiastical  law, 
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there  was  good  and  evil  in  that.  It  was  all  part  of  a  system. 
Very  good.    There  you  were  I 

I  had  not  the  hardihood  to  suggest  to  Dora's  father  that 
possibly  we  might  even  improve  the  world  a  little,  if  we  got 
up  early  in  the  morning,  and  took  off  our  coats  to  the  work; 
but  I  confessed  that  I  thought  we  might  improve  the  Com- 
mons. Mr.  Spenlow  replied  that  ho  would  particularly  advise 
me  to  dismiss  that  idea  from  my  mind,  as  not  being  worthy 
of  my  gentleAianly  character;  but  that  he  would  be  glad  to 
hear  from  me  of  what  improvement  I  thought  the  Commons 
susceptible? 

%'  Taking  that  part  of  tkft  Commons  whiclr  happened  to  be 
nearest  to  us  —  for  our  man  was  unmarried  by  fiiis  time,  and 
we  were  out  of  Court,  and  strolling  past  the  Prerogative  OfQce 
—  I  submitted  that  I  thought  the  Prerogative  Office  rather  a 
queerly  managed  institution.  Mr.  Spenlow  inquired  in  what 
respect?  I  replied,  with  all  due  deference  to  his  experience 
(but  with  more  deference,  I  am  afraid,  to' his  be;ng  Dora's 
jftther),  that  perhaps  it  was  a  little  nonsensical  that  the 
Registry  of  that  Court,  containing  the  original  wills  of  all 
persons  leaving  effects  within  the  immense  province  of  Can- 
terbury, for  three  whole  centuries,  should  be  an  accidental 
building,  never  designed  for  the  purpose,  leased  by  the 
registrars  for  their  own  private  emolument,  unsafe,  not  even 
ascertained  to  be  fire-proof,  choked  with  the  important  docu- 
ments it  held,  and  positively,  from  the  roof  to  the  basement, 
a  mercenary  speculation  of  the  registrars,  who  took  great  fees 
from  the  public,  and  crammed  the  public's  wills  away  anyhow 
and  anywhere,  having  no  other  object  than  to  get  rid  of  them 
cheaply.  That,  perhaps,  it  was  a  little  unreasonable  that 
these  registrars  in  the  receipt  of  profits  amounting  to  eight  or 
nine  thousand  pounds  a  year  (to  say  nothing  of  the  profits 
of  the  deputy  registrars,  and  clerks  of  seats),  should  nc 
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obliged  to  spend  a  Ettle  of  that  money,  in  fiwiiBg  a  reaMnaU^r 
safe  place  for  the  important  docnments  irhich  all.  obunei  of 
people  were  compelled  to  iumd  over  to  them,  whether  they 
would  or  no.  That,  perhaps,  it  was  a  little  unjust  that  all  the 
great  offices  in  this  great  oi&ce,  should  be  magnificent  sine- 
cures,  while  the  unfortunate  working-derks  in  the  cold  dark 
room  up-stairs  were  6he  worst  rewarded,  and  the  least  con- 
sidered men,  doing  important  serrices,  in  London.  That 
perhaps  it  was  a  little  indecent  that  the  principal  registrar  of 
all,  whose  duty  it  waa  to  find  the  public,  constantly  resorting 
to  this  place,  all  needful  acconunodatibn,  should  be  an  enor- 
mous sinecnrist  in  virtue  of  that  post^and  mi^t  be,  besides ,  a 
Clei^j-man ,  a*pluralist ,  the  holder  of  a  stall  in  a  cathedral,  and 
what  not) ,  —  while  the  public  was  pat  to  the  iDConvenienoe  of 
which  we  had  a  specimen  every  ailemoon  vhen  the  «ffiee  was 
basy,  and  which  we  knew  to  be  quite  monstroms.  That, 
perhaps,  in  short,  this  I^rerogative  Office  of  the  diooese  of 
Canterbury  was  Altogether  suob  a.  pestilent  job,  and  .such  a 
pecnicioas  absurdity ,  that  but  for  its  being  squeezed  away,  in 
a  eomer  of  Saint  Paul's  Churchyard ,  which  few  people  knew, 
it  mast  have  been  turned  completel/  iasidc  oat,  and  upside 
down,  long  ago. 

Mr.  Spenlow  smiled  as  I  became  modestly  warm  on  the 
subject,  and  then  argued  this  question  with  me  as  he  had 
argued  4he  olher.  He  said,  what  was  it  after  all?  It  was  a 
question  6f  feeling.  .  J£  the  public  felt  that  their  wills  were  in 
safe  keeping,  and  took  it  for  granted  that  tlie  office  waa  not  to 
be  made  better,  who  was  the  worae  for  it?.  Nobody?  i  Who 
was  the  better  for  it?  All  theSineeurists.  VeryweU.  Then 
the  good  predominated.  .  It  might  sot  be-  a  perfect  syatem ; 
nothing  was  perfect;  hut  what  he  ofajeoted  to,  was,  ithe  in- 
sertion of  the  wedge.  Under  the'  Prerogative  OfB«e,  the 
country  had  been  glorious.    Insert  the  wedge  into  Ate  IVero* 
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gitiTe  Office,  and  the  comitry  would  cease  to  be  iglorioos. 
He  conndered  it  the  ptinciple  of  a  gentleman  to  take  things  as 
he  found  them;  and  he  had  no  doubt  the  Prerogative  Office 
would  last  our  time.  I  deferred  to  his  opinion ,  tbottgh  I  had 
great  donbts  "of  it  myself.  I  find  he  was  right ,  however ;  for  it 
has  not  only  lasted  to  the  present  moment,  but  has  done  so  in 
tke  teeHk  of  a  great  parliamentar}'  report  made  (not  too  will- 
ingly) eigbteen  years  ago,  when  all  Uiese  objections  of  mine 
were  set  forth  in  detail ,  and  when  the  existing  stowage-  for 
wills  was  desciibed  as  equal  to  the  accumulation  of  only  tl?o 
years  and  a  half  more.  What  they  have  done^  with  thtof  since ; 
wliether  they  have  lost  niany,  or  whether  they  sell  any,  now 
and  tiien,  to  the  butter  sbops ;  I  don*t  know.  I  am  glad  mine 
is  not  there,  and  I  hope  it  may  not  go  there,  yet  awhile. 

I  have  set  all  this  down,  in  my  present  blissful  chapter,  be- 
canse  here  it  comes  nvto  its  natural  place.  Mr.  Sponlow  And  I 
falling  into  this  conversaitidn,  prolonged  it  and  our  saunter  to 
and  fro,tmtil  we  diverged  into  general  topSes.  And  so  it  canio 
about,  in  the  end,  that  Mr.  Spenlow  told  me  this  day  week  was 
Dora'a  birthday,  -and  he  would  be  glad  if  I  would  come  d^wn 
and  join  a  little  ptc-nic  on  the  occasion.  I  went  out  of  niy 
sQBiste  inlmefiiBtely;  became  a  knere  driveller  next  day,  on 
receipt  of  a  little  lace-edged  sheet  of  nbte  paper,  '^Favoured 
by  papa.  To  remind;**  and  passed  the  intervening  period  in 
a  state  of  dotage. 

libiiik  I  committed  every  possible  absurdity,  in  tlie w<ay  of 
preporaillkm  for  this  blessed  event..  I  torn  hot- when  I  re- 
member the  (^mvat  I  boQght.  My  boots  might  be  placed  in 
taay  collection  of  mstrumenta  o^ torture.  I  provided ;  aad  «ent 
down  by  the  Norwood  coach  the  night  before ,  a  deHtMite< little 
hamper,  Amounting  in  itaelf,  I  tliought^  almost  to  a  deoUration. 
Th<^ro  wore  eraf^ikert initwitb the  tetiderestmbttosthat oould 
be  got  for  money.    At  six  in  the  morning,  I  waft  in  Cotcnt 
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Garden  Murket,  buying  a  bouquet  for  Dora.  At  ten  I  was  on 
horseback  (I  hired  a  gallant  grey,  for  the  occasion),  with  the 
bouquet  in  ny  hat,  to  keep  it  fresh,  trotting  down  to 
Norwood, 

I  suppose  that  when  I  saw  Dora  in  the  garden  and  pre- 
tended not  to  see  her,  and  rode  past  the  house  pretending  to 
be  anxiously  looking  for  it,  I  committed  two  small  fooleries 
which  other  young  gentlemen  in  my  circumstances  might  have 
committed  —  because  they  came  so  very  n^ral  to  me.  But 
oh  f  when  I  did  find  the  house ,  and  did  (jiismonnt  at  the  garden 
gate,  and  drag  Uiose  stony-hearted  boots  across  the  lawn  to 
Dora  sitting  on  a  garden  scat  under  a  lilac  tree,  what  a 
spectacle  she  was,  upon  that  beautiful  morning,  among  the 
butterflies,  in  a  white  chip  bonnet  and  a  dress  of  celestial 
blue! 

There  was  a  young  lady  with  her  —  comparatively  stricken 
in  years  —  almost  twenty,  I  should  say.  Her  name  was  Miss 
Mills  and  Dora  called  her  Julia.  She  was  the  bosom  friend  of 
Dora.    Happy  Miss  Mills  \ 

Jip  was  there,  and  Jip  would  bark  at  me  again.  ^Vhen  I 
presented  my  bouquet,  he  gnashed  his  teeth  with  jealousy. 
Well  he  might.  If  he  had'  the  least  idea  how  I  adored  his 
mistress,  well  he  might  1 

"Oh,  thank  you,  Mr.  Copperfieldt  What  dear  flowers  1'* 
said  Dora. 

I  had  had  an  intention  of  saying  (and  had  been  stud^'ing 
the  best  form  of  words  for  three  miles)  that  I  thought  Uiem 
beautiful  before  I  saw  them  so  near  h§r.  But  I  couldn't 
manage  it.  She  was  too  bewildering*  To  see  her  lay  the 
flowers  against  her  little  dimpled  chin ,  was  to  lose  all  presence 
of  mind  and  power  of  language  in  a  feeble  ecstacy.  I  wonder 
,  I  didn't  say,  ^Kill  me,  if  you  have  a  heart.  Miss  AClls.  Let 
me  die  hero  1" 
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Then  Dora  held  my  flowers  to  Jip  to  smell.  Then  Jip 
growled ,  and  wouldn't  smell  them.  Then  Dora  laaghed ,  and 
held  them  a  little  closer  to  Jip ,  to  make  him.  Then  Jip  laid 
hold  of  a  bit  of  geranium  with-  his  teeth,  and  worried  ima- 
ginary cat6  in  it.  Then  Dora  beat  him ,  and  pouted ,  and  said, 
"  My  poor  beautiful  flowers !  * '  as  compassionately  ^  I  thought, 
iid  if  Jip  had  laid  hold  of  me.    I  wished  he  had  I 

"You'll  be  so  gladto'hear,  Mr.  Copperfield,"  said  Dora, 
''that  that  cross  Miss  Murdstone  is  not  here.  She  has  gone 
to  her  brother's  marriage,  and  will  be  away  at  least  three 
weekt.    Isn't  that  delightful?  " 

I  said  I  was  sure  it  must  be  delightful  to  her,  and  all  that 
was  delightful  to  her  was  delightful  to  me.  Miss  Mills,  with 
an  air  of  superior  wisdom  and  benevolence,  smiled  upon  us. 

"She  is  the  most  disagreeable  thing  1  ever  saw,"  said 
Dora.  '*You  can't  believe  how  ill-tempered  and  shocking 
she  is,  Julia." 

"Yes ,  I  can,  my  dear  I "  said  Julia. 

"Tdttcan,  perhaps,  love,"  returned  Dora,  with  her  hand 
on  Julia's.  "Forgive  my  not  exceptmg  you,  my  dear,  at 
first." 

I  learnt,  from  this ,  that  Miss  Mills  had  had  her  trials  in  the 
course  of  a  chequered  existence ;  imd  that  to  these ,  perhaps ,  I 
might  refer  that  wise  benignity  of  manner  which  I  had  already 
noticed.  I  found,  in  the  course  of  the  day,  that  this  was  the 
case:  Miss  Mills  having  been  unhappy  in  a  misplaced  af- 
fection, and  being  understood  to  have  retired  from  the  world 
on  her  awful  stock  of  experience,  but  still  to  take  a  calm  in- 
terest in  the  unblighted  hopes  and  loves  of  youth. 

But  now  Mr.  Spenlow  came  out  of  the  house,  and  Dora 

went  to  him,  saying,  "Look,  papa,  what  beautiful  flowers!" 

And  Miss  Mills  smiled  thoughtfully,  as  who  should  say,  "Ye 

May-flies,  enjoy  your  brief  existence  in  the  bright  morning  of 

David  Copperfieid.  IL  20 
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life  I "  And  we  all  walked  from  the  lawn  towards  the  carriage, 
which  was  getting  ready. 

I  shall  never  have  such  a  ride  again.  I  have  never  had 
such  another.  There  were  only  those  three,  their  hamper,  my 
hamper,  and  the  guitar-case,  in  the  phaeton ;  and,  of  course, 
the  phaeton  was  open ;  and  I  rode  behind  it,  and  Dora  sat  with 
her  back  to  the  horses,  looking  towards  me.  She  kept  the 
bouquet  close  to  her  on  the  cushion;  and  wouldn't  allow  Jip 
to  sit  on  that  side  of  her  at  all,  for  fear  he  should  crush  it.  She 
oflen  carried  it  in  her  hand,  often  refreshed  herself  with  its 
fragrance.  Our  eyes  at  those  times  often  met;  and  my  great 
astonishment  is  that  I  dldn*t  go  over  the  head  of  my  gaUant 
grey  into  the  carriage. 

There  was  dust,  I  believe.  There  was  a  good  deal  of  dust» 
I  believe.  I  have  a  faint  impression  that  Mr.  Spenlow  remon* 
Btrated  with  me  for  riding  in  it;  but  I  knew  of  none.  I  was  sen- 
sible of  a  mist  of  love  and  beauty  about  Dora,  but  of  nothing 
else.  He  stood  up  sometimes,  and  asked  me  what  I  thought 
of  the  prospect.  I  said  it  was  delightful,  and  I  daresay  it  was ; 
but  it  was  all  Dora  to  me.  The  sun  shone  Dora,  and  the  birds 
sang  Dora.  The  south  wind  blew  Dora,  and  the  wild  flowers 
in  the  hedges  were  all  Doras,  to  a  bud.  My  comfort  is.  Miss 
Mills  understood  me.  Miss  Mills  alone  could  enter  into  my 
feelings  thoroughly. 

I  don't  know  how  long  we  were  going,  snd  to  this  hour  I 
know  as  little  where  we  went.  Perhaps  it  was  near  Guildford. 
Perhaps  some  Arabian-night  magician,  opened  up  the  place 
for  the  day,  and  shut  it  for  ever  when  we  came  away.  It  was 
a  green  spot.,  on  a  hill,  carpeted  with  soft  turf.  There  were 
shady  trees,  and  heather,  and,  as  far  as  the  eye  could  see, 
a  rich  landscape. 

It  was  a  trying  thing  to  find  people  here,  waiting  for  us;  and 
my  jealousy,  even  of  the  ladies,  knew  no  bounds.    But  all  of 


307 


my  own  bcz  —  especially  one  impostor,  three  or  foar  years  my 
elder,  with  a  red  whisker,  on  which  he  established  an  amoant 
of  presumption  not  be  endured  —  were  my  mortal  foes. 

We  all  nnpacked  onr  baskets,  and  employed  ourselves  in 
getting  dinner  ready.  Red  Whisker  pretended  he  could  make 
a  salad  (which  I  don*t  believe),  and  obtruded  himself  on  public 
notice.  Some  of  the  young  ladies  washed  the  lettuces  for  him, 
and  sliced  them  under  his  directions.  Dora  was  among  these. 
I  felt  that  fate  had  pitted  me  against  this  man,  and  one  of  us 
must  fall. 

Red  Whisker  made  his  salad  (I  wondered  how  they  could 
eat  it.  Nothing  should  have  induced  me  to  touch  it!)  and 
TOted  himself  into  the  charge  of  the  wine-cellar,  which  he  con- 
fltmcted,  being  an  ingenious  beast,  in  the  hoUow  trunk  of  a 
tree.  Byrand-by  I  saw  him,  with  the  majority  of  a  lobster  on 
his  plate,  eating  his  dinner  at  the  feet  of  Dora! 

I  have  but  an  indistinct  idea  of  what  happened  for  some 
time  after  this  baleful  object  presented  itself  to  my  view.  I 
was  very  merry,  Iknow ;  but  it  was  hollow  merriment.  I  attach* 
ed  myself  to  a  young  creature  in  pink,  with  little  eyes,  and 
flirted  with  her  desperately.  She  received  my  attentions  with 
favour;  but  whether  on  my  account  solely,  or  because  she  had 
any  designs  on  Red  Whisker,  I  can't  say.  Dora*s  health  was 
drunk.  When  I  drank  it,  I  affected  to  interrupt  my  conver- 
sation for  that  purpose,  and  to  resume  it  immediately  after- 
wards. I  caught  Dora's  eye  as  I  bowed  to  her,  and  I  thought 
it  looked  appealing.  But  it  looked  at  me  over  the  head  of  Red 
Whisker,  and  I W90  adamant. 

The  young  creature  in  pink  had  a  mother  in  green ;  and  I 
rather  think  the  latter  separated  us  from  motives  of  policy. 
Howbeit,  there  was  a  general  breaking  up  of  the  party,  while 
the  remnants  of  the  dinner  were  being  put  away ;  and  I  strolled 
otfVfoy  myself  among  the  trees,  in  a  raging  and  remorseful 

20« 


^Vl 


>-- 


308 


state.  I  was  debating  whether  I  shoald  pretend  that  I  was  not 
well,  and  fly  —  I  don*t  know  where  —  upon  my  gallant  grey, 
when  Dora  and  Miss  Mills  met  me. 

'"Mr.  Copperfield,"  said  Miss  Mills,  "you  are  dull." 

I  begged  her  pardon.    Not  at  alL 

*' And,  Dora,'*  said  Miss  Mills,  *^you  are  dull. 

Oh  dear  no  I    Not  in  the  least. 

'VMr.  Copperfield  and  Dora,"  said  Miss  Mills,  with  an  al- 
most venerable  air.  "Elnough  of  this.  Do  not  allow  a  trivial 
misunderstanding  to  wither  the  blossoms  of  spring,  which, 
once  put  forth  and  blighted,  can  not  be  renewed.  I  speak,** 
said  Miss  Mills,  "from  experience  of  the  past  —  the  remote 
irrevocable  past.  The  gushing  fountains  which  sparkle  in  the 
sun,  must  not  be  stopped  in  mere  caprice;  the  oasis  in  the 
desert  of  Sahara,  must  not  be  plucked  up  idly.** 

I  hardly  knew  what  I  did,  I  was  burning  all  over  to  that  ex- 
traordinary extent;  but  I  took  Dora*s  little  hand  and  kissed  it 
—  and  she  let  me  I  I  kissed  Miss  Mills's  hand ;  and  we  all 
seemed,  to  my  thinking,  to  go  straight  up  to  the  seventh 
heaven. 

We  did  not  come  down  again.  Wc  stayed  up  there  all  the 
evening.  At  first  we  strayed  to  and  fro  among  the  trees :  I 
with  Dora's  shy  arm  drawn  through  mine:  and  Heaven  knows, 
folly  as  it  all  was,  it  would  have  been  a  happy  fate  to  have  been 
struck  immortal  with  those  foolish  feelings,  and  have  strayed 
among  the  trees  for  ever! 

But,  much  too  soon,  we  heard  the  others  laughing  and 
talking,  and  calling  "where  *s  Dora  I "  So  we  went  back,  and 
they  wanted  Dora  to  sing.  Red  Whisker  wdbld  have  got  the 
guitar-case  out  of  the  carriage ,  but  Dora  told  him  nobody 
knew  where  it  was,  but  |.  So  Ked  Whisker  was  done  for  in  a 
moment;  and /got  it,  and  / unlocked  it,  and  / took  the  guitar 
out,  and  /  sat  by  her,  and  /held  her  handkerchief  and  gloves, 
/ 
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and  /  drank  in  every  note  of  her  dear  voice,  and  slie  sang  to 
010  who  loved  her,  and  all  the  others  might  applaad  as  much  as 
they  liked,  but  they  had  nothing  to  do  Tvith  it  I 

I  was  intoxicated  with  joy.  I  wa8  afraid  it  was  too  happy 
to  be  real,  and  that  I  should  wake  in  Buckingham  Street  pre- 
sently, and  hear  Mrs.  Crupp  blinking  the  tea-cups  in  getting 
breakfast  ready.  But  Dora  sang,  and  others  sang,  and  Miss 
Mills  sang  —  about  the  slumbering  echoes  in  the  caverns  of 
Memory ;  as  if  she  were  a  hundred  years  old  —  and  the  evening 
came  on ;  and  wo  had  tea,  with  a  kettle  boiling  gipsy-fashion ; 
and  I  was  still  as  happy  as  ever. 

*  I  was  happier  than  ever  when  the  party  broke  up,  and 
the  other  people,  defeated  Bed  Whisker  and  all,  went 
their  several  ways,  and  we  went  ours  through  the  still 
evening  and  the  dying  light,  with  sweet  sceiits  rising  up 
around  us.  Mr.  Spenlow  being  a  little  droway  aA^er  the 
champagne  —  honour  to  the  soil  that  grew  the  grape,  to 
the  grape  that  made  the  wine,  to  the  sun  that  ripened  it,  and 
to  the  merchant  who  adulterated  it!  —  and  being  fast  asleep  in 
ft  comer  of  the  carriage,  I  rode  by  the  side,  and  talked  to 
Dora.  She  admired  my  horse  and  patted  him  —  oh ,  what  a 
dear  little  hand  it  looked  upon  a  horse  1  —  and  her  shawl 
would  not  keep  right,  and  now  and  then  I  drew  it  round  her 
with  my  arm ;  and  I  even  fancied  that  Jip  began  to  see  how  it 
was,  and  to  understand  that  he  must  make  up  his  mind  to  be 
friends  with  me. 

That  sagacious  Miss  Mills,  too ;  that^miable ,  though  quite 
used  up,  reclnib;  that  little  patriarch  of  something  less  than 
twenty,  who  had  done  with  the  world,  and  mustn't  on  any  ac- 
count have  the  slumbering  echoes  in  the  caverns  of  Memory 
awakened;  what  a  kind  thing  M0  did  I 

''Mr.  Copperfield,"  said  Miss  iViiUs,  "come  to  this  side  of 
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the  carriage  a  moment  —  if  you  can  spare  a  moment.    I  want 
to  speak  to  yon.*' 

Behold  me,  on  mj  gallant  grey,  bending  at  the  side  of 
Miss  Mills,  with  my  hand  upon  the  carriage-door  I 

"Dora  is  coming  to  stay  with  me.  She  is  coming  home 
with  me  the  day  after  to-morrow.  If  you  would  like  to  call, 
I  am  sure  papa  would  be  happy  to  see  you.** 

What  could  I  do  but  invoke  a  silent  blessing  on  Miss  Mills's 
head,  and  store  Miss  Mills's  address  in  the  securest  comerof  my 
memory!  What  could  I  do  but  tell  Miss  Mills,  with  graleful 
looks  and  fervent  words,  how  much  I  appreciated  her  good 
offices,  and  what  an  inestimable  value  I  set  upon  ber  friend- 
ship ! 

XIaen  Miss  BtCIls  benignantly  dismissed  me,  saying,  "Go 
back  to  Dora!  *'  and  I  went;  and  Dora  leaned  out  of  the  car- 
riage to  talk  to  me,  and  we  talked  all  the  rest  of  the  way ;  and 
I  rode  my  gallant  grey  so  close  to  the  wheel  that  I  grazed  hia 
near  fore  leg  against  it,  and  "took  the  bark  off,*'  as  his  owner 
told  me,  "to  the  tune  of  three  pun'  sivin"  —  which  I  paid, 
and  thought  extremely  cheap  for  so  much  joy.  What  time 
Miss  Mills  sat  looking  at  the  moon,  murmuring  verses  and  re* 
calling,  I  suppose,  the  ancient  days  when  she  and  earth  had 
anything  in  common. 

Norwood  was  many  miles  too  near,  and  we  reached  it  many 
hours  too  soon ;  but  Mr.  Spenlow  came  to  himself  a  little  short 
of  it,  and  said,  "You  must  come  in,  Copperfield,  and  rest!" 
and  I  consenting,  wo  had  sandwiches  and  wine-and-water.  In 
the  light  room,  Dora  blushing  looked  so  lovely,  that  I  could 
not  tear  myself  away,  but  sat  there  staring,  ift  a  dream,  until 
the  snoring  of  Mr.  Spenlow  inspired  me  with  sufficient  con- 
sciousness to  take  my  leave.  So  we  parted;  I  riding  all  the 
way  to  London  with  the  farewell  touch  of  Dora's  hand  still 
light  on  mine,  recalling  every  incident  and  word  ten  thousand 
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times;  lying  down  in  my  own  bed  at  last,  as  enraptured  a 
jronng  noodle  as  ever  was  carried  out  of  his  five  wits  by  love. 
JLWhen  I  awoke  next  morning,  I  was  resolute  to  declare  my 
passion  to  Dora ,  and  know  my  fate.  Happiness  or  miiery  was 
now  the  question.  There  was  no  other  question  that  I  knew 
of  in  the  world,  and  only  Dora  could  give  the  answer  to  it.  I 
passed  three  days  in  a  luxury  of  wretchedness,  torturing  my* 
self  by  putting  every  conceivable  variety  of  discouraging  con- 
struction on  all  that  ever  had  taken  place  between  Dora  and 
me.  At  last,  arrayed  for  the  purpose  at  a  vast  expense,  I  went 
to  Miss  Mills's,  fraught  with  a  declaration. 

How  many  times  I  went  up  and  down  the  street,  and  round 
the  square  —  painfully  aware  of  being  a  much  better  answer  to 
the  old  riddle  than  the  original  one  —  before  I  could  persuade  ^ 
myself  to  go  up  the  steps  and  knock,  is  no  matter  now.  Even 
when,  at  last,  I  had  knocked,  and  was  waiting  at  th&door»  I 
bad  some  flurried  thought  of  asking  if  that  were  Mr.  Black'* 
boy*s  (in  imitation  of  poor  Barkis),  begging  pardon,  and  x^ 
treating.    But  I  kept  my  ground. 

Mr.  Mills  was  not  at  home.  I  did  not  expect  he  would  bo«. 
Nobody  wanted  him*  Miss  Mills  was  at  home.  Miss  Mills 
would  do. 

I  was  shown  into  a  room  upstairs,  where  Miss  Mills  and 
Dora  were.  Jip  was  there.  Miss  Mills  was  copying  music 
(I  recollect,  it  was  a  new  song,  called  AflTcction's  Dirge) ,  and 
Dora  was  painting  flowers.  What  were  my  feelings,  when  I 
recognised  my  own  flowers;  the  identical  Covcnt  Garden 
Market  purchase  I  I  cannot  say  that  thay  were  very  like,  or 
that  they  partienlarly  resembled  any  flowers  that  have  ever 
come  under  my  observation ;  but  I  knew  from  the  paper  round 
them,  which  was  accurately  copied,  what  the  composition  was. 

Miss  Mills  was  very  glad  to  see  me,  and  very  sorry  her 
Papa  was  not  at  home :  though  I  thought  we  all  bore  that  with 
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fortitude.  Miss  Mills  was  conYersatioiiil  for  a  few  minntes, 
and  then,  laying  down  her  pen j^pon  Affection's  Diige,  got  up, 
and  left  the  room. 

I  bf^an  to  think  I  would  pat  it  off  till  to-movow. 

**I  hope  youp  poor  horse  was  not  tired ,  when  he  got  home 
at  night/*  said  Dora,  lifHng  up  her  beautiful  eyes.  ''It  was  a 
long  way  for  him.'* 

I  began  to  think  I  would  do  it  to-day. 

"It  was  a  long  way  for  him ,"  said  I,  ''for  he  had  nothing  to 
uphold  him  on  the  journey." 

"  Wasn't  he  fed ,  poor  thing?  "  asked  Dora. 

I  began  to  think  I  would  put  it  off  till  to-morrow. 

"Ye  —  yes ,"  I  said,  " he  was  well  taken  care  of.  I  mean 
he  had  not  the  unutterable  happiness  that  I  had  in  being  so 
near you." 

Dora  bent  her  head  over  her  drawing,  and  said,  after  a 
little  while  —  I  had  sat,  in  the  interval,  in  a  burning  fever,  and 
with  my  legs  in  a  very  rigid-state  — 

"You  didn't  seem  to  be  sensible  of  that  happiness  yotnrself, 
at  one  time  of  the  day." 

I  saw  now  that  I  was  in  for  it,  and  it  must  be  done  on 
the  spot. 

"You  didn't  care  for  that  happiness  in  the  least,"  said 
Dora,  slightly  raising  her  eyebrows,  and  shaking  her  head, 
"when  you  were  sitting  by  Miss  Kitt." 

Kitt,  I  should  observe,  was  the  name  of  the  creature  in 
pink,  with  the  little  eyes. 

"Though  certainly  I  don't  know  why  you  should,"  said 
Dora,  "or  why  you  should  call  it  a  happiness  at  all.  But  of 
course  you  don't  mean  what  you  say.  And  I  am  sure  no  one 
doubts  your  being  at  liberty  to  do  whatever  you  Uke.  Jip, 
vou naughty  boy,  come  here!" 
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I  don^t  know  how  I  did  it.  I  did  it  in  a  Bdoment.  I  inter- 
cepted Jip.  I  had  Dora  in  my  arms.  I  was  full  of  eloquence. 
I  neyer  stopped  for  a  word*  I  told  her  how  I  loved  her.  I  toUl 
her  I  should  die  without  her.  I  told  her  that  I  idolii^  and 
worshipped  her.    Jip  barked  madly  all  the  time. 

When  Dora  hong  her  head  and  cried,  and  trembled,  my 
eloqaence  increaaed  so  much  the  more.  If  she  would  like  mc 
to  die  for  her,  she  had  but  to  say  the  word,  and  I  was  ready. 
Lifa  without  Dora's  love  was  not  a  thing  to  have  on  any  terms. 
I  couldn't  bear  it,  and  I  wouldn't.  I  had  loved  her  every 
minute,  day  and  night,  since  I  first  saw  her.  I  loved  her  at 
that  minute  to  distraction.  I  should  always  love  her,  ever}' 
minute ,  to  distraction.  Lovers  had  loved  before ,  and  lovers 
would  love  again;  but  no  lover  had  ever  loved,  might,  could, 
would,  or  should  ever  love,  as  I  loved  Dora.  The  more  I 
raved,  the  more  Jip  barked.  Each  of  us,  in  his  own  way, 
got  more  mad  every  moment. 

Well,  well!  Dora  and  I  were  sitting  on  the  sofa by<^and-> 
by,  quiet  enough,  and  Jip  was  lying  in  her  lap,  winking 
peacefully  at  me.  It  was  off  my  mind.  I  was  in  a  state  of 
perfect  rapture.    Dora  and  I  were  engaged. 

I  suppose  we  had  some  notion  that  this  was  to  end  in  mar- 
riage. We  must  have  had  some ,  becanse  Dora  stipulated  that 
we  were  never  to  be  married  without  her  papa's  consent.  But, 
in  our  youthful  oostaCy,  I  don't  think  that  we  really  looked 
before  us  or  behind  us;  or  had  any  aspii'ation  beyond  the 
ignorant  present.  We  were  to  keep  our  secret  from  Mr. 
Spenlow ;  but  I  am  sure  the  idea  never  entered  my  head,  then, 
that  there  was  anything  dishonourable  in  that. 

Miss  Mills  mns  more  than  usually  pensive  when  Dora, 
going  to  find  her,  brought  her  back ;  —  I  apprehend,  becanse 
there  was  a  tendency  in  what  had  passed  to  awaken  the  slum- 
bering echoes  in  the  caverns  of  memory.    But  she  gave  us  her 
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blessing,  and  the  assurance  of  her  lasting  friendship ,  and 
spoke  to  us,  generallj,  as  became  a  Voice  from  the 
Cloister. 

W^t  an  idle  time  it  was  1  What  an  unsubstantial ,  happy, 
foolish  time  it  wasl 

When  I  measured  Dora's  finger  for  a  ring  that  was  to  be 
made  of  Forget-me-nots,  and  when  the  jeweller,  to  whom  I 
took  the  measure,  found  me  out,  and  laughed  over  his  order 
book,  and  charged  me  anything  he  liked ,  for  the  pretty  little 
toy,  with  its  blue  stones  —  so  associated  in  my  remembrance 
withDora*B  hand,  that  yesterday,  when  I  saw  such  another, 
by  chance,  on  the  finger  of  my  own  daughter,  there  was  a 
momentary  stirring  in  my  heart ,  like  pain  I 

When  I  walked  about,  exalted  with  my  secret,  and  full  of 
my  own  interest,  and  felt  the  dignity  of  loying  Dora,  and  of 
being  beloved,  so  much,  that  if  I  had  walked  the  air,  I  could 
not  have  been  more  above  the  people  not  so  situated,  who 
were  creeping  on  the  earth  I 

When  we  had  those  meetings  in  the  garden  of  the  squaro* 
and  sat  within  the  dingy  summer-house,  so  happy,  that  I  love 
the  London  sparrows  to  this  hour,  for  nothing  else,  and  see 
the  plumage  of  the  tropics  in  their  smoky  feathers  1  • 

When  we  had  our  first  great  quarrel  (within  a  week  of  our 
betrothal),  and  when  Dora  sent  me  back  the  ring,  enclosed 
in  a  despairing  cocked-hat  note,  wherein  she  used  the  terrible 
expression  that  '*our  love  had  begun  in  folly,  and  ended  in 
madness  r'  which  dreadful  words  occasioned  me  to  tear  my 
hair,  and  cry  that  all  was  over! 

When,  under  cover  of  the  night,  I  flew  to  Miss  Mills, 
whom  I  saw  by  stealth  in  a  back-kitchen  where  there  was  a 
mangle,  and  implored  Miss  Mills  to  interpose  between  us  and 
avert  insanity.  When  Miss  lifills  undertook  the  office  and 
returned  fnih  Dora ,  exhorting  us ,  from  the  pulpit  of  her  own 
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bitter  youth,  tomatnalconceBsion,  and  the  ftvoidance  of  the 
Desert  of  Sahara  1 

When  we  cried,  and  made  itnp,  and  were  so  blest  again, 
that  the  back-kitchen,  mangle  and  all,  changed  to  Love's 
own  temple,  where  we  arranged  a  plan  of  correspondence 
through  Miss  Mills,  always  to  comprehend  at  least  one  letter 
on  each  side  every  day  I 

What  an  idle  time  I  What  an  unsubstantial ,  happy,  foolish 
time !  Of  all  the  times  of  mine  that  Time  has  in  ^is  grip,  there 
is  none  that  in  one  retrospection  I  can  smile  at  half  so  much, 
imd  think  of  half  so  tenderly. 


CHAPTER  XVIIL 

My  aunt  astonishes  me. 

I  WROTE  to  Agnes  as  soon  as  Dora  and  I  "were  engaged. 
I  wrote  her  a  long  letter,  in  which  I  tried  to  make  her  com- 
prehend how  blest  I  was ,  and  what  a  darling  Dora  was.  I  en- 
treated Agnes  not  to  regard  this  as  a  thoughtless  passion  which 
could  ever  yield  to  any  other,  or  had  the  least  resemblance  to 
the  boyish  fancies  that  we  used  to  joke  about.  I  assured  her 
that  its  profundity  was  quite  unfathomable,  and  expressed  my 
belief  that  nothing  like  it  had  ever  been  known. 

Somehow,  as  I  wrote  to  Agnes  on  a  fine  evening  by  my 
open  window,  and  the  remembrance  of  her  clear  calm  eyes 
and  gentle  face  came  stealing  over  me ,  it  shed  such  a  peaceful 
influence  upon  the  hurry  and  agitation  in  which  I  had  been 
living  lately ,  and  of  which  my  very  happiness  partook  in  some 
degree,  that  it  soothed  me  into  tears.  I  remember  that  I  sat 
resting  my  head  upon  my  hand,  when  the  letter  was  half  done, 
cherishing  a  general  fancy  as  if  Agnes  were  one  of  the  ele-> 
ments  of  my  natural  home.  As  if,  in  the  retirement  of  the 
house  made  almost  sacred  to  me  by  her  presence ,  Dora  and  I 
must  be  happier  than  anywhere.  As  if,  in  love,  joy,  sorrow, 
hope,  or  disappointment;  in  all  emotions;  my  heart  turned 
naturally  there,  and  found  its  refuge  and  best  friend. 

Of  Steerforth ,  I  said  nothing.  I  only  told  her  there  had 
been  sad  grief  at  Yarmouth ,  on  account  of  Emily*s  flight;  and 
that  on  me  it  made  a  double  wound,  by  reason  of  the  circum- 
stances attending  it.  I  knew  how  quick  she  always  was  to 
divine  the  truth,  and  that  she  would  never  be  the  first  to 
breathe,  his  name. 
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To  this  letter « I  received  an  answer  by  return  of  post. 
Aa  I  read  it,  I  seemed  to  hear  Agnes  speaking  to  me.  It 
was  like  her  cordial  voice  in  my  ears.  What  cax>  I  say 
more! 

While  I  had  been  away  from  home  lately,  Trad  dies  had 
Galled  twice  or  thrice.'  Finding  Peggotty  within,  and  being 
informed  by  Peggotty  (who  always  volunteered  that  informa* 
tion  to  whomsoever  would  receive  it),  that  she  was  my  old 
nurse,  he  had  established  a  good-hamoured  acquaintance  with 
her,  and  had  stayed  to  have  a  little  chat  with  her  about  me. 
So  Peggotty  said ;  but  I  am  afraid  the  chat  was  all  on  her  own 
side,  and  of  immoderate  length,  as  she  was  very  difficult 
indeed  to  stop,  God  bless  heri  when  she  had  me  for  her 
theme.. 

This  reminds  me ,  not  only  that  I  expected  Traddles  on 
a  certain  afternoon  of  his  own  appointing,  which  was  now; 
come,  but  that  Mrs.  Crupp  had  resigned  everything  apper- 
taining to  her  oiBce  (the  salary  excepted)  until  Peggotty 
should  cease  to  present  herself.  Mrs.  Crupp,  afler  holding 
divers  conversations  respecting  Peggotty,  in  a  very  high 
pitched  voice,  on  the  staircase  — *  with  some  invisible  Familiar. 
it  would  appear,  for  corporeally  speaking  she  was  quite  alone 
at  thoae  times  —  addressed  a  letter  to  me,  developing  her 
Views.  Beginning  it  with  that  statement  of  universal  applica- 
tion, which  fitted  every  occurrence  of  her  life,  namely,  that 
she  was  a  mother  herself,  she  went  on  to  inform  me  that  she 
had  once  seen  very  different  days,  but  that  at  all  periods-'of 
her  existence  she  had  had  a  constitutional  objection  to  spies, 
intruders,  and  informers.  She  named  no  names,  she  said; 
let  them  the  cap  fitted,  wear  it;  but  spies,  intruders,  and 
informers,  especially  in  widders*  weeds  (this  clause  waa 
underlined) »  she  had  ever  accustomed  herself  to  look  down 
upon.    If  a  gentleman  was  the  victim  of  spies,  intruders,  and 
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informen  (but  still  naming  no  names),  that  was  his  own  plea- 
sure. He  had  a  right  to  please  himself;  so  let  him  do.  All 
that  she,  Mrs.  Crupp,  stipulated  for,  was,  that  she  should 
not  be  '^brought  in  contract*'  with  such  persons.  Therefore 
she  begged  to  be  excused  from  any  further  attendance  on  the 
top  set,  until  things  was  as  they  formerly  was,  and  as  they 
could  be  wished  to  be ;  and  further  mentioned  that  her  little 
book  would  be  found  upon  the  breakfast- table  every  Saturday 
morning,  when  she  requested  an  immediate  settlement  of  the 
same,  with  the  benevolent  view  of  saving  trouble,  **and  an 
ill-conwenience  "  to  all  parties. 

Afler  this,  Mrs.  Crupp  confined  herself  to  making  pit-falla 
on  the  stairs,  principally  with  pitchers,  and  endeavouring  to 
delude  Peggotty  into  breaking  her  legs.  I  found  it  rather 
harassing  to  live  in  this  state  of  siege,  but  was  too  much  afraid 
of  Mrs.  Crupp  to  see  any  way  out  of  it. 

"My  dear  Copperfield,"  cried  Traddles,  punctually  ap- 
pearing at  my  door,  in  spite  of  all  these  obstacles,  '*how  do 
you  do?" 

*«My  dear  Traddles,*'  said  I,  **Iam  delighted  to  see  you 
at  last,  and  very  sorry  I  have  not  been  at 'home  before.  But  I 
,have  been  so  much  engaged  — " 

"Yes,  yes,  I  know,"  said  Traddles,  "of  course.  Yours 
lives  in  London,  I  think." 

"What  did  you  say?" 

<*She  —  excuse  me  T— Miss  D.,  yon  know,"  said  Traddles, 
colouring  in  his  great  delicacy,  "lives  in  London,  I  be- 
lieve?" 

"Oh  yes.    Near  London." 

"Mine,  perhaps  you  recollect,"  sdd  Traddles,  with  a 
serious  look,  "lives  down  in  Devonshire  —  one  of  ten. 
Consequently,  I  am  not  so  much  engaged  as  you  —  in  that 
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*<I  wonder  you  can  bear,'*  I  returned,  ''to  see  her  so 
addom.** 

"Haht*'  said  Traddles,  thonghtfuUy.  ''It  does  seem  a 
wonder.  I  suppose  it  is,  Copperfield,  because  there  's  no 
help  for  it?" 

"  I  suppose  so,"  I  replied,  with  a  smile,  and  not  without  a 
blush.  "And  because  you  have  so  mudi  constancy  and  pa- 
tience, Traddles." 

**Dear  me!"  said  Traddles,  considering  about  it,  "do  I 
atrike  you  in  that  way,  Copperfield?  Really  I  didn't  know 
that  I  had.  But  she  is  such  an  extraordinarily  dear  girl  her- 
self, that  it 's  possible  she  may  have  imparted  something  of 
those  virtues  to  me.  Now  you  mention  it,  Copperfield,  I 
shouldn't  wonder  at  alL  I  assure  you  she  is  always  forgetting 
herself^  and  taking  care  of  the  other  nine." 

<<I8  she  the  eldest?"  I  inquired. 

"Oh  dear,  na,'*  said  Traddles.  **The  eldest  is  a 
Beauty." 

He  saw,  I  suppose,  that  I  could  not  help  smiling  at  the 
simplicity  of  this  reply ;  and  added,  with  a  smile  upon  his  own 
ingenuous  faoe: 

"Not,  of  course,  but  that  my  Sophy  —  pretty  name,  Cop- 
perfield, I  always  think?" 

"Very  pretty  I"  said  I. 

"Not,  of  course,  but  that  Sophy  is  beautiful  too,  in  my 
eyes,  and  would  be  one  of  the  dearest  girls  that  eyer  was,  in 
anybody's  eyes  (I  should  think).  But  when  I  say  the  eldest  is 
a  Beauty,  I  mean  she  really  is  a—"  he  seemed  to  be  describing 
clouds  about  himself,  with  both  hands:  "Splendid,  you 
know,"  said  Traddles,  energetically. 

"Indeed  1"  said  I. 

"Oh,  I  assure  you,"  said  Traddles,  " something  very  un- 
common, indeed!  Then,  you  know,  being  formed  for  sodety 
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and  admiration,  and  not  being  able  to  enjo^  much  of  it,  in 
consequence  of  their  limited  means,  she  naturally  gets  arlitde 
irritable  and  exacting,  sometimes.  Sophy  puts  her  m  good 
humour  1'* 

*'Is  Sophy  the  youngest?  '*  I  hazarded. 

''  Oh  dear,  no ! "  said  Traddles,  stroking  his  chin.  "  The 
two  youngest  are  only  nine  and  ten.    Sophy  educates  'em." 

'*  The  second  daughter,  perhaps  ?  **   I  hazarded. 

''No,"  said  Traddles.  <<  Sarah 's  the  second.  Sarah  has 
something  the  matter  with  her  spine,  poor  girl.  The  malady 
will  wear  out«by-and-by,  the  doctors  say,  but  in  the  mean- 
time she  has  to  lie  down  for  a  twelvemonth.  Sophy  nnssea 
her.     Sophy 's  the  fourth." 

"  Is  the  mother  living?  "  I  inqoired. 

"Oh  yes,"  said  Traddles,  ^'sho  is  alive.  She  is  a  very 
superior  woman,  indeed,  but  the  damp  country  is  not  adapted 
to  her  constitution,  and  ~*  in  fact,  she  has  lost  the  use  of 
her  limbs." 

"Dearmel"  saidL 

''Very  sad,  is  it  not?"  returned  Traddles*  "But  in  a 
merely  domestic  view  it  is  not  so  bad  as  it  might*  be,  because 
Sophy  takes  her  place.  She  is  quite  as  much  a  mother  to  her 
mother,  as  she  is  to  the  other  nine." 

I  felt  the  greatest  admiration  for  the  virtues  of  this  young 
lady ;  and,  .honestly  with  the  view  of  doing  my  best  to  prevent 
the  good-nature  of  Traddles  from  being  imposed  upon,  to  the 
detriment  of  their  joint  prospects  in  life,  inquired  how  Mr. 
Mtcawberwas? 

"He  is  quite  well,  Copperfield,  thankyou,"  said  Traddles. 
**  I  am  not  living  with  him  at  present," 

"No?" 

"No  You  see  the  truth  is,"  said  Traddles,  in  a  whisper, 
"he  has  changed  his  name  to  Mortimer,  in  consequence  of  his 
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temporary  embarrassments;  and  he  don*t  come  out  till  after 
dark— and  then  in  spectacles.  There  was  an  execution  put 
into  our  house,  for  rent.  Mrs.  Micawber  was  in  such  a 
dreadful  state  that  I  really  couldn^t  resist  giving  my  name 
to  that  second  bill  we  spoke  of  here.  You  may  imagine 
bow  delightful  it  was  to  my  feelings,  Copperfield,  to  see 
the  matter  settled  with  it,  and  Mrs.  Micawber  recover  her 
spirits. " 

<«Hnm!"  said  J. 

*'Not  that  her  happiness  was  of  long  duration  ,'*  pursued 
Traddles,  "for,  unfortunately,  within  a  week  another  execu- 
tion came  in.  It  broke  up  the  establishment.  I  have  been 
living  in  a  furnished  apartment  since  then,  and  the  Mortimers 
have  been  very  private  indeed.  I  hope  yon  won*t  think  it 
selfish,  Copperfield,  if  I  mention  that  the  broker  carried  off 
my  little  round  table  with  the  marble  top,  and  Sophy's  flower- 
pot and  stand  ?'^ 

''What  a  hard  thing ! "  I  exclaimed  indignantly. 

"It  was  a  —  it  was  a  pull,"  said  Traddles,  with  his  usual 
wince  at  that  expression.  "I  don*t  mention  it  reproachfuHy, 
however,  but  with  a  motive.  The  fact  is,  Copperfield,  I  was 
unable  to  repurchase  them  at  the  time  of  their  seizure ;  in  the 
first  place,  because  the  broker,  having  an  idea  that  I  wanted 
them,  ran  the  price  up  to  an  extravagant  extent;  and,  in  the 
second  place,  because  I  —  hadn't  any  money.  Now,  I  have 
kept  my  eye  since,  upon  the  broker's  shop,"  said  Traddles, 
with  a  great  enjoyment  of  his  mystery,  "which  is  up  at  the  top 
of  Tottenham  Court  Road,  and,  at  last,  to-day  I  find  them 
put  out  for  sale.  I  have  only  noticed  them  from  over  the  way, 
because  if  the  broker  saw  me,  bless  you,  he  'd  ask  any  price 
for  them!  What  has  occurred  to  me,  having  now  the  money, 
is,  that  perhaps  you  wouldn't  object  to  ask  that  good  nurse 
of  yours  to 'come  with  me  to  the  shop  —  I  can  show  it  her 
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from  round  the  comer  of  the  next  street  y  and  make  the 
best  bargain  for  them,  as  if  they  were  for^|pjjpMl(  that  she 
canr* 

The  delight  with  which  Traddles  propounded  this  plan 
to  me,  and  the  sense  he  had  of  its  uncommon  artfulness,  are 
among  the  freshest  things  in  my  remembrance. 

I  told  him  that  my  old  nurse  would  be  delighted  to  assist 
him,  and  that  we  would  all  three  take  the  field  together,  but 
on  one  condition.  That  condition  was,  that  he  should  make  a 
solemn  resolution  to  grant  no  more  loans  of  his  name,  or  any- 
thing else,  to  Mr.  Micawber. 

"My  dear  Copperfield,**  said  Traddles,  "I  have  already 
done  so,  because  I  begin  to  feel  that  I  have  not  only  been 
inconsiderate,  but  that  I  have  been  positively  unjust  to 
Sophy.  My  word  being  passed  to  myself,  there  is  no  longer 
any  apprehension;  but  I  pledge  it  to -you,  too,  with  the 
greatest  readiness.  That  first  unlucky  obligation,  I  have 
paid.  I  have  no  doubt  Mr.  Micawber  would  have  paid  it 
if  he  could,  but  he  could  not.  One  thing  I  ought  to  men- 
tion, which  I  like  very  much  in  Mr.  Micawber,  Copperfield. 
It  refers  to  the  second  obligation,  which  is  not  yet  due.  He 
don't  tell  me  that  it  t«  provided  for,  but  he  says  it  will  be. 
Now,  I  think  there  is  something  very  fair  and  honest  about 
thatl" 

I  was  unwilling  to  damp  my  good  friend's  confidence,  and 
therefore  assented.  After  a  little  further  conversation,  we 
went  round  to  the  chandler's  shop,  to  enlist  Peggotty; 
Traddles  declining  to  pass  the  evening  with  me,  both  because 
he  endured  the  liveliest  apprehensions  that  his  property  would 
be  bought  by  somebody  else  before  he  could  re-purchase  it, 
and  because  it  was  the  evening  he  always  devoted  to  writing  to 
the  dearest  girl  in  the  world. 

I  never  shall  forget  him  peeping  round  the  comer  of  the 
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street  in  Tottenham  Court  Road,  while  Feggotty  was  bar- 
gaining for  tl^e  precious  articles ;  or  his  agitation  when  she 
came  slowly  towards  us  after  vainly  offering  a  price,  and 
was  hailed  by  the  relenting  broker,  and  went  back  again. 
The  end  of  the  negotiation  was,  that  she  bought  the  property 
on  tolerably  easy  terms,  andTraddles  was  transported  with 
pleasure. 

"lam  very  much  obliged  to  you,  indeed,"  said  Traddles, 
on  hearing  it  was  to  be  sent  to  where  he  lived,  that  night.  If 
I  might  ask  one  other  favour,  I  hope  you  wouldn't  think  it 
absurd,  Copperfield?** 

I  said  beforehand,  certainly  not. 

''Then  if  yon  would  be  good  enough,'*  said  Traddles 
to  Fe^otty,  "to  get  the  flower-pot  now,  I  think  I  should 
like  (it  being  Sophy's,  Copperfield)  to  carry  it  home  my- 
self 1" 

Feggott]^  was  glad  to  get  it  for  him,  and  he  overwhelmed 
her  with  thanks,  and  went  fiis  way  up  Tottenham  Court 
Road,  carrying  the  flower-pot  affectionately  in  his  arms,  with 
one  of  the  most  delighted  expressions  of  countenance  I  ever 
saw. 

We  then  turned  back  towards  my  chambers.  As  the  shops 
had  charms  for  Feggotty  which  I  never  knew  them  possess  in 
the  same  degree  for  anybody  else ,  I  sauntered  easily  along, 
amused  by  her  staring  in  at  the  windows,  and  waiting  for  her 
as  often  as  she  chose.  We  were  thus  a  good  while  in  getting 
to  the  Adelphi. 

On  our  way  upstairs,  I  called  her  attention  to  the  sudden 
disiippearance  of  Mrs.  Crupp's  pit-falls,  and  also  to  the  prints 
of  recent  footsteps.  We  were  both  very  much  surprised, 
coming  higher  up,  to  And  my  outer  door  standing  open  (which 
I  had  shut),  and  to  hear  voices  inside. 

We  looked  at  one  another,  without  knowing  what  to 
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make  of  this,  and  went  into  the  sitting-room.  What  was 
my  amazement  to  find,  of  all  people  upon  earth,  my  aant 
there,  and  Mr.  Dick!  My  aunt  sitting  on  a  quantity  of 
luggage,  with  her  two  birds  before  her,  and  her  cat  on 
her  knee,  like  a  female  Robinson  Crusoe,  drinking  tea. 
Mr.  Dick  leaning  thoughtfully  on  a  great  kite,  such  as  we  had 
often  been  out  together  to  fly,  with  more  luggage  piled  about 
him! 

"My  dear  aunt!"  cried  I.  "Why,  what  an  unexpected 
pleasure !  ** 

We  cordially  embraced;  and  Mr.  Dick  and  I  cordially 
shook  hands;  and  Mrs.  Crupp,  who  was  busy  making  tea, 
and  could  not  be  too  attentive,  cordially  said  she  had  knowed 
well  as  Mr.  CopperMl  would  have  his  heart  in  lus  mouth, 
when  he  see  his  dear  relations. 

"Hollaol*'  said  my  auntto  Peggotty,  who  quailed  before 
her  awful  presence.    "Howareyow?"  % 

"You  remember  my  aunt,  Peggotty?"  saidL 

"For  the  love  of  goodness,  child,*'  exclaimed  my  aunt, 
"  don't  call  the  woman  by  that  South  Sea  Island  name  1  If  she 
married  and  got  rid  of  it,  which  was  the  best  thing  she  could 
do,  why  don't  you  give  her  the  benefit  of  the  change?  What's 
your  name  now, — F?"  said  my  aunt,  as  a  compromise  for  the 
obnoxious  appellation. 

"Barkis,  Ma'am,"  said  Peggotty,  with  a  curtsey. 

"  Well!  that  *s  human,'*  said  my  aunt.  "It  sounds  less  as 
if  you  wanted  a  Missionary.  How  d'  ye  do ,  Barkis  ?  I  hope 
you 're  well?" 

Encouraged  by  these  gracious  words,  and  by  my  aanl's 
extending  her  hand,  Barkis  came  forward,  and  took  the  hand, 
and  curtseyed  her  acknowledgments. 

"We  are  older  than  we  were,  I  see,"  said  my  aunt.  "We 
have  only  met  each  other  once  before,  you  know.    A  nice 
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business  we   made  of  it  then  I    Trot,   my  dear,   another 
cup." 

I  handed  it  dutifully  to  my  aunt,  who  was  in  her  usual  in- 
flexible state  of  figure ;  and  ventured  a  remonstrance  with  her 
on  the  subject  of  sitting  on  a  box« 

"Let  roe  draw  the  sofa  here,  or  the  easy  chair,  aunt," 
said  I.    *'  Why  should  you  be  so  uncomfortable  ?  " 

"Thank  you,  Trot,"  replied  my  aunt,  "I  prefer  to  sit 
upon  my  property."  Here  my  aunt  looked  hard  at  Mrs.Crupp, 
and  observed,  "  We  needn*t  trouble  you  to  wait,  Ma'am. 

"  Shall  I  put  a  little  more  tea  in  the  pot  afore  I  go,  Ma*am  ? 
said  Mrs.  Crupp. 

"No,  I  thank  you,  Ma'am,"  replied  my  aunt. 

"  Wodld  you  let  me  fetch  another  pat  of  butter,  Ma'am? 
said  Mrs.  Crupp.  "  Or  would  you  be  persuaded  to  try  a  new- 
laid  hegg?  or  should  I  brile  a  rasher?  Ain't  there  nothiugl 
could  do  for  your  dear  aunt,  Mr.  Copperfull?" 

"Nothing,  Ma'am,"  returned  my  aunt.  "I  shall  do  very 
well,  I  thank  you." 

Mrs.  Crupp ,  who  had  been  incessantly  smiling  to  express 
sweet  temper,  and  incessantly  holding  her  head  on  one  side, 
to  express  a  general  feebleness  of  constitution,  and.  inces- 
santly rubbing  her  hands,  to  express  a  desire  to  be  of  service 
to  all  deserving  objects,  gradually  smiled  herself ,  one-sided 
herself,  and  rubbed  herself,  out  of  the  room. 

" Dick  1"  said  my  aunt.  "  You  know  what  I  told  you  about 
time-servers  and  wealth-worshippers?  " 

Mr.  Dick  -^  with  rather  a  scared  look,  as  if  he  had  for- 
^tten  it  —  returned  a  hasty  answer  in  the  affirmative. 

"Mrs.  Crupp  is  one  of  them,"  said  my  aant.  "Barkis, 
I  *11  trouble  you  to  look  aAer  the  tea,  and  let  me  have  another 
cup,  for  I  don't  fancy  that  woman's  pouring-out! " 

I  knew  my  aunt  sufficiently  well  to  know  that  she  had  some- 
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thing  of  importance  on  her  mind,  and  that  there  was  far  more 
matter  in  this  arrival  than  a  stranger  might  have  supposed.  I 
noticed  how  her  eye  lighted  on  me,  when  she  thought  my  at- 
tention otherwise  occupied;  and  what  a  curious  process  of 
hesitation  appeared  to  be  going  on  within  her,  while  she  pre- 
served her  outward  stifihess  and  composure.  I  began  to 
reflect  whether  1  had  done  anything  to  offend  her;  and  my 
conscience  whispered  me  that  I  had  not  yet  told  her  about 
Dora.    Could  it  by  any  means  be  that,  I  wondered! 

As  I  knew  she  would  only  speak  in  her  own  good  time,  I 
sat  down  near  her,  and  spoke  to  the  birds,  and  played  with 
the  cat,  and  was  as  easy  as  I  could  be.  But  I  was  very  far 
from  being  really  easy;  and  I  should  still  have  been  so,  even 
if  Mr.  Dick,  leaning  over  the  great  kite  behind  my  aunt,  had 
not  taken  every  secret  opportunity  of  shaking  his  head  darkly 
at  me,  and  pointing  at  her. 

''Trot,*'  said  my  aunt  at  last,  when  she  had  finished  her 
tea,  and  carefully  smoothed  down  her  dress,  and  wiped  her 
lips  —  "you  needn't  go,  Barkis!  —  Trot,  have  you  got  to  be 
firm,  and  self-reliant?*' 

"I  hope  so,  aunt.** 

"What  do  you  think?"  inquired  Miss  Betsey. 

"1  think  80,  aunt." 

"Then  why,  my  love,"  said  my  aunt,  looking  earnestly 
at  me,  "why  do  you  think  I  prefer  to  sit  upon  this  property  of 
mine  to-night?" 

I  shook  my  head ,  unable  to  guess. 

"Because,"  said  my  aunt,  "it 'sail  I  have.  Because  I'm 
mined,  my  dear!" 

If  the  house,  and  every  one  of  us,  had  tumbled  out  into 
the  river  together,  I  could  hardly  have  received  a  greater 
shock. 

"Dick  knows  it,"  said  my  aunt,  laying  her  hand  calmly  on 
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my  shonlder.  "lam  rained,  my  dear  Trot!  All  I  have  in 
the  world  is  in  this  room,  except  <ihe  cottage;  and  that  I  hare 
left  Janet  to  let.  Barkis ,  I  want  to  get  a  bed  for  this  gentle- 
man to-night.  To  save  expense,  perhaps  70a  can  make  up 
something  here  for  myself.  Anything  will  do.  It 's  only  for 
to-night.    We '11  talk  about  this,  more,  to-morrow.*' 

I  was  roused  from  my  amazement,  and  concern  for  her  — 

I  am  sure,  for  her  —  by  her  falling  on  my  neck,  for  a  moment, 

and  crying  that  she  only  grieved  for  me.   In  another  moment, 

she  suppressed  this  emotion ;   and  sud  with  an  aspect  more 

^triumphant  than  dejected : 

<«We  must  meet  reverses  boldly,  and  not  suffer  them  to 
frighten  us,  my  dear.  We  must  learn  to  act  the  play  out.  We 
must  live  misfortune  down ,  Trot  I " 
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CHAPTER  XDL 

Depression. 

As  soon  as  I  could  recover  my  presence  of  mind,  which 
qnite  deserted  me  in  the  first  overpowering  shock  of  my  aant*s 
intelligence,  I  proposed  to  Mr.  Dick  to  come  round  to  the 
chandler's  shop,  and  take  possession  of  the  bed  which  Mr. 
Peggotty  had  lately  vacated.  The  chandler's  shop  being  in 
ilungerford  Market,  and  Hungerford  Market  being  a  very 
difi*erent  place  in  those  days,  there  was  a  low  wooden  colon- 
nade before  the  door  (not  very  unlike  that  before  the  house 
where  the  little  man  and^ woman  used  to  live,  in  the  old 
weather-glass),  which  pleased  Mr.  Dick  mightily.  The  glory 
of  lodging  over  this  structure  would  have  compensated  hira, 
I  dare  say,  for  many  inconveniences ;  but,  as  there  were  really 
few  to  bear,  beyond  the  compound  of  flavours  I  have  already 
mentioned,  and  perhaps  the  want  of  a  little  more  elbow-room, 
he  was  perfectly  charmed  with  his  accommodation.  Mrs. 
Cmpp  had  indignantly  assured  him  that  there  wasn't  room 
to  swing  a  cat  there ;  but,  as  Mr.  Dick  justly  observed  to  me, 
sitting  down  on  the  foot  of  the  bed,  nursing  his  leg,  "You 
know,  Trotwood,  I  don't  want  to  swing  a  cat.  I  never  do 
swing  a  cat.     Therefore ,  what  does  that  signify  to  om  /  *' 

I  tried  to  ascertain  whether  Mr.  Dick  had  any  Understand- 
ing of  the  causes  of  this  sudden  and  great  chptnge  in  my  aunt's 
affairs.  As  t'lnight  have  expected,  he  had  none  at  all.  The 
only  account  he  could  give  of  it,  was,  that  my  aunt  had  said 
to  him,  the  day  before  yesterday,  "Now,  Dick,  are  you  really 
and  truly  the  philosopher  I  take  you  for?  "  That  then  he  had 
said,  Yes,  he  hoped  so.    That  then  my  aunt  had  said,  "Dick, 


S29 

I  am  ruined.  ^  That  then  he  had  said  *'0h,  indeed  I "  That 
then  my  abnt  had  praised  him  highly,  which  he  was  very  glad 
of.  And  that  then  they  had  come  to  me ,  and  had  had  bottled 
porter  and  sandwiches  on  the  road. 

Mr.  Dick  was  so  very  complacent,  sitting  on  the  foot  of 
the  bed,  nursing  his  leg,  and  telling  me  this,  with  his  eyes 
wide  open  and  a  surprised  smile ,  that  I  am  sorry  to  say  I  was 
proYoked  into  explaining  to  him  that  ruin  meant  distress, 
want,  and  starvation;  but,  I  was  soon  bitterly  reproved  for 
this  harshness,  by  seeing  his  face  turn  pale,  and  tears  course 
down  his  lengthened  cheeks ,  while  he  fixed  upon  me  a  look 
of  such  unutterable  woe,  that  it  might  have  softened  a  far 
harder  heart  than  mine.  I  took  infinitely  greater  pains  to 
cheer  him  up  again  than  I  had  taken  to  depress  him;  and  I 
soon  understood  (as  I  ought  to  have  known  at  first)  that  he 
had  been  so  confident,  merely  because  of  his  faith  in  the  wisest 
and  most  wonderful  of  women ,  and  his  unbounded  reliance 
on  my  intellectual  resources.  The  latter,  I  believe,  he  con- 
sidered a  match  for  any  kind  of  disaster  not  absolutely  mortal. 

"  What  can  we  do,  Trotwood  ?  *  *  said  Mr.  Dick.  "  There 's 
the  Memorial  — " 

'*To  be  sure  there  is,"  said  I.  '*But  all  we  can  do  just 
now,  Mr.  Dick,  is  to  keep  a  cheerful  countenance,  and  not 
let  my  aunt  see  that  we  are  thinking  about  it." 

He  assented  to  this  in  the  most  earnest  manner;  and  im- 
plored me,  if  I  should  see  him  wandering  an  inch  out  of  the 
right  course,  to  recall  him  by  some  of  those  superior  methods 
which  were  always  at  my  command.  But  I  regret  to  state 
that  the  fright  I  had  given  him  proved  too  much  for  his  best 
attempts  at  concealment.  All  the  evening  his  eyes  wandered 
to  my  aunt's  face,  with  an  expression  of  the  most  dismal 
apprehension,  as  if  he  saw  her  growing  thin  on  the  spot.  He 
was  conscious  o^  this,  and  put  a  constraint  upon  his  head ;  but 
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hifl  keeping  that  immovable,  and  sitting  rolling  his  eyes  like 
a  piece  of  machinery,  did  not  mend  the  matter  at  all.  I  saw 
him  look  at  the  loaf  at  sapper  (which  happened  to  be  a  small 
one),  as  if  nothing  else  stood  betweeir  as  and  famine;  and 
when  mj  aunt  insisted  on  his  making  his  customary  repast, 
I  detected  him  in  the  act  of  pocketing  fragments  of  his  bread 
and  cheese ;  I  have  no  doabt  for  the  purpose  of  reviving  us 
with  those  savings,  when  we  should  have  reached  an  ad- 
vanced stage  of  attenuation. 

My  aunt,  on  the  other  hand,  was  in  a  composed  frame  of 
mind,  which  was  a  lesson  to  all  of  us  —  to  me,  I  am  sure.  She 
was  extremely  gracious  to  Peggotty,  except  when  I  inadver- 
tently called  her  by  that  name;  and,  strange  as  I  knew  she 
felt  in  London,  appeared  quite  at  home.  She  was  to  have  my 
bed,  and  I  was  to  lie  in  the  sitting-room,  to  keep  guard  over 
her.  She  made  a  great  point  of  being  so  near  the  river,  in 
case  of  a  conflagration;  and  I  suppose  really  did  find  some 
satisfaction  in  that  circumstance. 

''Trot,  my  dear,*'  said  my  aunt,  when  she  saw  me  ma- 
king preparations  for  compounding  her  usual  night-draughty 
"No!" 

"Nothing,  aunt?" 

"Not  wine,  my  dear.     Ale." 

"But  there  is  wine  here,  aunt.  And  you  always  have  it 
made  of  wine." 

"Keep  that,  in  case  of  sickness,"  said  my  aunt.  "We 
mustn't  use  it  carelessly,  Trot.    Ale  for  me.    Half  a  pint." 

I  thought  Mr.  Dick  would  have  fallen,  insensible.  My 
aunt  being  resolute,  I  went  out  and  got  the  ale  myself.  As  it 
wlets  growing  late,  Peggotty  and  Mr.  Dick  took  that  opportu- 
nity of  repairing  to  the  chandler's  shop  together.  I  parted 
from  him,  poor  fellow,  at  the  corner  of  the  street,  with  his 
great  kite  at  his  back,  a  very  monument  of  human  misery. 
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My  aunt  was  walking  np  and  down  the  room  when  I 
returned,  crimping  the  borders  of  her  nightcap  with  her 
fingers.  I  warmed  tlie  ale  and  made  the  toast  on  the  usual 
infallible  principles.  When  it  was  ready  for  her,  she  was 
ready  for  it,  with  her  nightcap  on,  and  the  skirt  of  her  gown 
turned  back  on  her  knees. 

"My  dear,"  said  my  aunt,  afler  taking  a  spoonful  of  it; 
**it  's  a  great  deal  better  than  wine.    Not  half  so  bilious.** 

I  suppose  I  looked  doubtful ,  for  she  added : 

"Tut,  tut,  child.  If  nothing  worse  than  Ale  happens  to 
as,  we  are  well  off.** 

"I  should  think  so  myself,  aunt,  I  am  sure,^'  said  I. 

"Well,  then,  why  £fon*^  you  think  so?**  said  my  aunt. 

"Because  yon  and  I  are  very  different  people,**  I  returned. 

"Stuff  and  nonsense.  Trot  I**  replied  my  aunt. 

My  aunt  went  on  with  a  quiet  enjoyment,  in  which  there 
was  very  little  affectation ,  if  any;  drinking  the  warm  ale  with 
a  tea-spoon ,  and  soaking  her  strips  of  toast  in  it. 

"Trot,**  said  she,  "I  don*t  care  for  strange  faces  in 
general,  but  I  rather  like  that  Barkis  of  yours,  do  you 
know!" 

"It  *s  better  than  a  hundred  pounds  to  hear  you  say  so !  *' 
aiddl. 

"It*8  a  most  extraordinary  world,"  observed  my  aunt, 
rubbing  her  nose ;  "  how  that  woman  ever  got  into  it  with  that 
name,  is  unaccountable  to  me.  It  would  be  much  more  easy 
to  be  bom  a  Jackson,  or  something  of  that  sort,  one  would 
think." 

"Perhaps  she  thinks  so,  too;  it  *s  not  her  fault,*'  said  I. 

"I  suppose  not,**  returned  my  aunt,  rather  grudging  the 
admission;  "but  it  *s  very  aggravating.  However,  she  *b 
Barkis  now.  That  *8  aome  comfort.  Barkis  is  uncommonly 
fond  of  you,  Trot." 
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'*  There  is  nothing  she  would  leaye  andone  to  prove  it»** 
said  I. 

"Nothing,  I  belieye,"  returned  my  aunt.  "Here,  the  poor 
fool  has  been  begging  and  praying  about  handing  over  aome 
of  her  money  —  because  she  has  got  too  much  of  it!  A  simple- 
ton!" 

My  aunt's  tears  of  pleasure  were  positively  trickling  down 
into  the  warm  ale. 

"She 's  the  most  ridiculous  creature  that  ever  was  bom," 
said  my  aunt.  "I  knew,  from  the  first  moment  when  I  saw  her 
with  that  poor  dear  blessed  baby  of  a  mother  of  yours,  that 
she  was  the  most  ridiculous  of  mortals.  But  there  are  good 
points  in  Barkis ! " 

Aflecting  to  laugh ,  she  got  an  opportunity  of  putting  her 
hand  to  her  eyes.  Having  availed  herself  of  it,  she  resumed 
her  toast  and  her  discourse  together. 

"Ahl  Mercy  upon  us!"  sighed  my  aunt.  "I  know  all 
about  it.  Trot!  Barkis  and  myself  had  quite  a  gossip  while 
you  were  out  with  Dick.  I  know  all  about  it.  I  don't  know 
where  these  wretched  girls  expect  to  go  to,  for  my  part. 
I  wonder  they  don't  knock  out  their  brains  against  —  agunst 
mantelpieces,"  said  my  aunt;  an  idea  which  was  probably 
Bugg^ted  to  her  by  her  contemplation  of  mine. 

"Poor  Emily!"  said  I. 

"Oh,  don't  talk  to  me  about  poor,"  returned  my  aunt. 
"  She  should  have  thought  of  that,  before  she  caused  so  much 
misery!  Give  me  a  kiss.  Trot.  I  am  sorry  for  your  early 
experience." 

As  I  bent  forward,  she  put  her  tumbler  on  my  knee  to 
detain  me,  and  said: 

"Oh,  Trot,  Trot!  And  so  you  fancy  yourself  in  love! 
Do  you? 
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'^Fancj,  annt! "  I  ezclaimedy  as  red  as  I  could  be.  **1  adore 
her  with  my  whole  soul  I  *' 

''Dora,  indeed  I"  returned  my  aunt  "And  you  mean  to 
say  the  little  thing  is  very  fascinating,  I  suppose?  '* 

«My  dear  aunt,"  I  replied,  "no  one  can  form  the  least 
idea  what  she  is  1" 

*'Ah!  And  not  silly?"  said  my  aunt. 

"Silly,  aunt  I" 

I  seriously  believe  it  had  nerer  once  entered  my  head  for 
a  single  moment,  to  consider  whether  she  was  or  not.  I  re- 
sented the  idea,  of  course ;  but  I  was  in  a  manner  struck  by  it, 
as  a  now  one  altogether. 

"  Not  light-headed  ?  "  said  my  aunt. 

"Light-headed,  aunt!"  I  could  only  rejteat  this  daring 
speculation  with  the  same  kind  of  feeling  with  which  I  had 
repeated  the  preceding  question. 

"Well,  well  I"  said  my  aunt.  "I  only  ask.  I  don't  de- 
preciate her.  Poor  little  couple  1  And  so  you  think  you  were 
formed  for  one  another,  and  are  to  go  through  a  party-supper- 
table  kind  of  life,  like  two  pretty  pieces  of  confectionary, 
do  you.  Trot?" 

"  She  asked  me  this  so  kindly,  and  with  such  a  gentle  air, 
half  playful  and  half  sorrowful,  that  I  was  quite  touched. 

"We  are  young  and  inexperienced,  aunt,  I  know,"  I  re- 
plied; "and  I  dare  say  we  say  and  think  a  good  deal^that  is 
rather  foolish.  But  wo  love  one  another  truly,  I  am  sure. 
If  I  thought  Dora  could  ever  love  anybody  else,  or  cease  to 
love  me;  or  that  I  could  ever  love  anybody  else,  or  cease  to 
love  her ;  I  don't  know  what  I  should  do «—  go  out  of  my  mind, 
I  think!" 

"Ah,  Trot!"  said  my  aunt,  shaking  her  head,  and  smiling 
gravely;  "blind,  blind,  blind!" 

"Some  one  that  I  know,  Trot,"  my  aunt  pursued,  after  a 
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paase,  ''tbongli  of  a  yery  pliant  disposition ,  has  an  eamestneaa 
of  affection  in  him  that  reminds  me  of  poor  Baby.  Eamestnesa 
is  what  that  Somebody  must  look  for,  to  sustain  him  and  im* 
prove  him,  Trot.   Deep,  downright,  faithful  earnestness.'* 

"If  you  only  knew  the  earnestness  of  Dora,  aunt  I  *'  I  cried. 

"  Oh ,  Trot ! "  she  said  again ;  "  blind ,  blind  I  *'  and  without 
knowing  why,  I  felt  a  vague  unhappy  loss  or  want  of  some- 
thing overshadow  me  like  a  cloud. 

**  However,'*  said  my  aunt,  'T  don't  want  to  put  two  young 
creatures  out  of  conceit  with  themselves,  or  to  make  them 
unhappy;  so,  though  it  is  a  girl  and  boy  attachment,  and  girl 
and  boy  attachments  very  oflen —  mind !  I  don't  say  always !  — 
come  to  nothing,  still  we  '11  be  serious  about  it,  and  hope  for  a 
prosperous  issue  one  of  these  days.  There 's  time  enough  for 
it  to  come  to  anything  1 " 

This  was  not  upon  the  whole  very  comforting  to  a 
rapturous  lover;  but  I  was  glad  to  have  my  aunt  in  my  con- 
fidence, and  I  was  mindful  of  her  being  fatigued.  So  I  thanked 
her  ardently  for  this  mark  of  her  affection,  and  for  all  her 
other  kindnesses  towards  me;  and  afler  a  tender  good  night» 
she  took  her  nightcap  into  my  bed-room. 

How  miserable  I  was,  when  I  lay  downl  How  I  thought 
and  thought  about  my  being  poor,  in  Mr.  Spenlow's  eyes; 
about  my  not  being  what  I  thought  I  was ,  when  I  proposed  to 
Dora;  about  the  chivalrous  necessity  of  telling  Dora  what  my 
worldly  condition  was,  and  releasing  her  from  her  engagement 
*  if  she  thought  fit;  about  how  I  should  contrive  to  live ,  during 
the  long  term  of  my  articles,  when  I  was  earning  nothing; 
about  doing  something  to  assist  my  aunt,  and  seeing  no  way 
of  doing  anything;  about  coming  down  to  have  no  money  in 
my  pocket,  and  to  wear  a  shabby  coat,  and  to  be  able  to  carry 
Dora  no  little  presents,  and  to  ride  no  gallant  greys,  and  to 
show  myself  in  no  agreeable  light  I    Sordid  and  selfish  as  I 
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knew  it  was,  and  as  I  tortured  myself  by  knowing  that  it  was, 
to  let  my  mind  run  on  my  own  distress  so  much,  I  was  so  de- 
voted to  Dora  that  I  could  not  help  it.  I  knew  that  it  was  base 
in  me  not  to  think  more  of  my  aunt,  and  less  of  myself ;  but,  so 
far,  selfishness  was  inseparable  from  Dora,  and  I  could  not  put 
Dora  on  one  side  for  any  mortal  creature.  How  exceedingly 
miserable  I  was,  that  night  I  \ 

As  to  sleep,  I  had  dreams  of  poverty  in  all  sorts  of  shapes, 
but  I  seemed  to  dream  without  the  previous  ceremony  of  going 
to  sleep.  Now  I  was  ragged,  wanting  to  sell  Dora  matches, 
six  bundles  for  a  halfpenny ;  now  I  was  at  the  office  in  a  night- 
gown and  boots,  remonstrated  with  by  Mr.  Spenlow  on  ap- 
pearing before  the  clients  in  that  airy  attire ;  now  I  was  hun- 
grily picking  up  the  crumbs  that  fell  from  old  Tifiey*s  daily 
biscuit,  regularly  eaten  when  Saint  Paul's  struck  one;  now  I 
was  hopelessly  endeavouring  to  get  a  license  to  marry  Dora, 
having  nothing  but  one  of  Uriah  Heep's  gloves  to  ofier  in  ex- 
change, which  the  whole  Commons  rejected;  and  still,  more  or 
less  conscious  of  my  own  room,  I  was  always  tossing  about  like 
a  distressed  ship  in  a  sea  of  bed-clothes* 

My  aunt  was  restless,  too,  for  I  frequently  heard  her  walk- 
ing to  and  fro.  Two  or  three  times  in  the  course  of  the  night, 
attired  in  a  long  flannel  wrapper  in  which  she  looked  seven 
feet  high,  she  appeared,  like  a  disturbed  ghost,  in  my  room, 
and  came  to  the  side  of  the  sofa  on  which  I  lay.  On  the  first 
occasion  I  started  up  in  alarm,  to  leam  that  she  inferred  from 
a  particular  light  in  the  sky,  that  Westminster  Abbey  was  on 
fire;  and  to  be  consulted  in  reference  to  the  probability  of  its 
igniting  Buckingham  Street,  in  case  the  wind  changed.  Lying 
still,  after  that,  I  found  that  she  sat  down  near  me,  whispering 
to  herself  **Foor  boy  I "  And  then  it  made  me  twenty  times 
more  wretched,  to  know  how  unidfishly  mindful  she  was  of 
me,  and  how  selfishly  mindful  I  was  of  iqyself* 
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It  was  difBcalt  to  believe  that  a  night  so  long  to  me,  could 
be  short  to  anybody  else.  This  consideration  set  me  thinking 
and  thinking  of  an  imaginary  party  where  people  were  dancing 
the  hours  away,  until  that  became  a  dream  too,  and  I  heard  the 
music  incessantly  playing  one  tune,  and  saw  Dora  incessantly 
dancing  one  dance,  without  taking  the  least  notice  of  me.  The 
man  who  had  been  playing  the  harp  all  night,  was  trying  in 
vain  to  cover  it  with  an  ordinary  sized  nightcap,  when  I  awoke; 
or  I  should  rather  say,  when  I  left  off  trying  to  go  to  sleep,  and 
saw  the  sun  shining  in  through  the  window  at  last. 

There  was  an  old  Roman  bath  in  those  days  at  the  bottom 
of  one  of  the  streets  out  of  the  Strand  •—  it  may  be  there  still 
—  in  which  I  have  had  many  a  cold  plunge.  Dressing  myself 
as  quietly  as  I  could,  and  leaving  Pcggotty  to  look  afler  my 
aunt,  I  tumbled  head  foremost  into  it,  and  then  went  for  a  walk 
to  Hampstead.  I  had  a  hope  that  this  brisk  treatment  might 
freshen  my  wits  a  little;  and  I  think  it  did  them  good,  for  I 
soon  came  to  the  conclusion  that  the  first  step  I  ought  to  take 
was,  to  try  if  my  articles  could  be  cancelled  and  the  premium 
recovered.  I  got  some  breakfast  on  the  Heath,  and  walked 
back  to  Doctors*  Commons,  along  the  watered  roads  and 
through  a  pleasant  smell  of  summer  flowers,  growing  in  gar- 
dens and  carried  into  town  on  hucksters*  heads,  intent  on  this 
first  effort  to  meet  our  altered  circumstances. 

I  arrived  at  the  office  so  soon,  after  all,  that  I  had  half  an 
hour's  loitering  about  the  Commons,  before  old  Tiffey,  who 
was  always  first,  appeared  with  his  key.  Then  I  sat  down  in 
my  shady  corner,  looking  up  at  the  sunlight  on  the  opposite 
chimney-pots,  and  thinking  about  Dora;  until  Mr.  Spenlow 
came  in ,  crips  and  curly. 

"  How  are  you,  Copperfield  ?  *'  said  he.    "  Fine  morning ! " 

"Beautiful  morning,  Sir,*  said  I.  "Could  I  say  a  word  to 
yon  before  you  go  into  Court? 
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"  By  all  meana,"  8ud  he,     "  Come  into  my  room." 

I  followed  him  into  his  room,  and  he  began  putting  on  hb 
gown,  and  touching  himself  up  before  a  little  glass  ho  had, 
hanging  inside  a  closet  door. 

"I  am  sorry  to  say,**  said  I,  'HhatI  have  some  rather  dis- 
heartening intelligence  from  my  aunt." 

"No  1 "  said  he,    **  Dear  me  I    Not  paralysis,  I  hope?  " 

"It has  no  reference  to  her  health,  Sir,"  I  replied.  "She 
has  met  with  some  large  losses.  In  fact,  she  has  very' little 
left,  indeed," 

"You  as-tound  me,  Copperfield!  **  cried  Mr.  Spenlow. 

I  shook  my  head.  "Indeed,  Sir,*'  said  I,  "her  afiairs  are  so 
changed,  that  I  wished  to  ask  you  whether  it  would  bo  possible 
—  at  a  sacrifice  on  our  part  of  some  portion  of  the  premium, 
of  course,**  I  put  in  this,  on  the  spur  of  the  moment, 
warned  by  the  blank  expression  of  his  face  —  "  to  cancel  my 
articles?*' 

What  it  cost  me  to  make  this  proposal,  nobody  knows.  It 
was  like  asking,  as  a  favour,  to  be  sentenced  to  transportation 
from  Dora. 

"  To  cancel  your  articles,*Copperficld?    Cancel?  " 

I  explained  with  tolerable  firmness,  that  I  really  did  not 
know  where  my  means  of  subsistence  were  to  come  from,  un* 
less  I  could  earn  them  for  myself.  I  had  no  fear  for  the  future, 
I  said  —  and  I  laid  great  emphasis  on  that,  as  if  to  imply  that 
I  should  still  be  decidedly  eligible  for  a  son-in-law  one  of  these 
days  —  but,  for  the  present,  I  was  thrown  upon  my  own  re- 
sources. 

"I  am  extremely  sorry  to  hear  this,  Copperfield,'*  said  Mr. 
Spenlow.  "Extremely  sorry.  It  is  not  usual  to  cancel  ar- 
ticles for  any  such  reason.  It  is  not  a  professional  course  of 
proceeding.  It  is  not  a  convcnj^'nt  precedent  at  all.  Far  from 
it-     At  the  same  time  "  — 

David  Copjierfidd.  II.  ^^ 
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**You  are  reiy  good,  Sir,**  I  murmured,  anticipating  a 
eoneesBion. 

"Not  at  all.  Don't  mention  it,"  said  Mr.  Spenlow.  '*  At 
the  same  time,  I  was  going  to  saj,  if  it  bad  been  mj  lotto  have 
my  bands  unfettered -^if  I  bad  not  a  partner — Mr.  Jorkins  ** — 

My  bopes  were  dasbed  in  a  moment,  but  I  made  anotber 
effort.  . 

"Do  you  tbink,  Sir,*'  said  I,  "if  I  were  to  mention  it  to  Mr. 
Jorkins — " 

Mr.  Spenlow  sbook  bis  bead  discouragingly.  "Heaven 
forbid,  Copperfidd,**  be  replied,  "that  I  should  do  any  man  an 
injustice;  still  less,  Mr.  Jorkins.  But  I  know  my  partner, 
Copperfield.  Mr.  Jorkins  is  not  a  man  to  respond  to  a  propo- 
sition of  this  peculiar  nature.  Mr.  Jorkins  is  very  difficult  to 
move  from  the  beaten  track.    You  know  what  be  is !  ** 

I  am  sure  I  knew  nothing  about  bim,  except  that  he  bad 
originally  been  alone  in  the  business,  and  now  lived  by  himself 
in  a  bouse  near  Montagu  Square,  which  was  fearfully  in  want 
of  painting;  that  be  came  very  late  of  a  day,  and  went  away 
very  early;  that  be  never  appeared  to  be  consulted  about 
anything;  and  that  be  bad  a  dingy  little  black-bole  of  bis  own 
np-stairs,  where  no  business  was  ever  done,  and  where  there 
was  a  yellow  old  cartridge-paper  pad  upon  his  desk,  unsoiled 
by  ink,  and  reported  to  be  twenty  years  of  age. 

"Would  you  object  to  my  mentioning  it  to  him,  Sir?*'  I 
asked. 

"  By  no  means,*'  said  Mr.Spenlow.  "  But  I  have  some  ex- 
perience of  Mr.  Jorkins,  Copperfield.  I  wish  it  were  other- 
wise, for  I  should  be  happy  to  meet  your  views  in  any  respect. 
I  cannot  have  the  least  objection  to  your  mentioning  it  to 
Mr.  JoiMns,  Copperfield ,  if  you  tbink  it  worth  while.*' 

Availing  myself  of  this  peHnission ,  which  was  given  with  a 
wann  shake  of  the  band,  I  sat  thinking  about  Dora,  and  look- 
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iag  «fc  Uke  fanlight  stealing  from  the  chimney-pots  down  the 
-vtOH  of  the  opposite  house,  until  Mr.  Jorkins  came.  I  then 
went  up  to  Mr.  Jorkins's  room,  and  evidently  astonished 
Mr.  Joxkins  very  mueh  by  making  my  appearance  there. 

"  Come  m,  Mr.Copperfield,'*  saidMr.  Jorkins.  *'  Come  inl*' 

I  went  in,  and  sat  down;  and  stated  my  case  to  Mr.  Jorkins 
pretty  much  as  I  had  stated  it  to  Mr.  Spenlow.  Mr.  Jotkins 
was  not  by  any  means  the  awful  creature  one  might  have  ex- 
pected, but  a  large,  mild,  smooth-faced  man  of  sixty,  who 
took  00  mueh  snuff  that  there  was  a  tradition  in  the  Commons 
that  he  lived  principally  on  that  stimulant,  having  little  room 
in  his  system  for  any  other  article  of  diet. 

"You  have  mentioned  this  to  .Mr.  Spenlow,  I«iq)poso?** 
Mud  Mr.  Jorkins ;  when  he  had  heard  me,  very  restlessly,  to 
An  end. 

I  answered  Yes,  and  told  him  that  Mr.  Spenlow  had  intro- 
duced his  name. 

"He  said  I  should  object?  *'  asked  Mr.  Jorkins. 

I  was  obliged  to  admit  that  Mr.  Spenlow  had  considered  it 
probable. 

<*I  am  sorry  to  say,  Mr.  Copperfield,  I  can't  advance  your 
object,"  saidMr.  Jorkins,  nervously.  "The  fact  is  —  but  I 
ha;ve  an  appointment  at  the  Bank ,  if  you  Ul  have  the  goodness 
to  exouae  me." 

With  that  he  rose  in  a  great  hnny,  and  was  going  out  of 
the  room,  whenlmadeboldtosay  that  I  feared,  then,  there 
was  no  way  of  arranging  the  matter? 

"Koi"  said  Mr.  Jorkins,  stopping  at  the  door  to  shake 
hif  head.  "Ob,  no!  I  olject,  yon  know,"  which  he  said 
tery  vapidly,  and  went  out.  "  Xou  must  be  aware;,  'Mr.  Cop- 
perfield," he  added,  looking  restlessly  in  at  the  door  again» 
"if  Mr.  fipenlow  objeota— " 

"Personally,  he  does  not  object.  Sir,"  said  I. 
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"  Oh  I  Personally  I  **  repeated  Mr.  Jorkins ,  in  an  impatient 
manner.  "I  assure  you  there*s  an  objection,  Mr.  Copperfield. 
Hopeless  I  What  yon  wish  to  be  done,  can*t  be  done.  I  —  I 
really  have  got  an  appointment  at  the  Bank.*'  With  that  he 
fairly  ran  away;  and  to  the  best  of  my  knowledge,  it  was 
three  days  before  he  showed  himself  in  the  Commons  again. 

Being  very  anxious  to  leave  no  stone  unturned,  I  waited 
until  Mr.  Spenlow  came  in,  and  then  described  what  had 
passed;  giving  him  to  understand  that  I  was  not  hopeless  of 
his  being  able  to  soften  the  adamantine  Jorkins,  if  he  would 
undertake  that  task. 

*' Copperfield,"  returned  Mr.  Spenlow,  with  a  sagacious 
smile,  "you  have  not  known  my  partner,  Mr.  Jorkins,  as 
long  as  I  have.  Nothing  is  farther  from  my  thoughts  than  to 
attribute  any  degree  of  artifice  to  Mr.  Jorkins.  But  Mr. 
Jorkins  has  a  way  of  stating  his  objections  which  often  de* 
ceives  people.  No,  Copperfield!"  shaking  his  head.  **Mr. 
Jorkins  is  not  to  be  moved ,  believe  me !  '* 

I  was  completely  bewildered  between  Mr.  Spenlow  and 
Mr.  Jorkins,  as  to  which  of  them  really  was  the  objecting 
partner;  but  I  saw  with  sufficient  clearness  that  there  was  ob- 
duracy somewhere  in  the  firm,  and  that  the  recovery  of  my 
aunt*s  thousand  pounds  was  out  of  the  question.  In  a  state  of 
despondency,  which  I  remember  with  anything  but  satisfac- 
tion, for  I  know  it  still  had  too  much  reference  to  myself 
(though  always  in  connexion  with  Dora),  I  left  the  office,  and 
went  homeward. 

I  was  tr^nng  to  familiarise  my  mind  with  the  worst,  and  to 
present  to  myself  the  arrangements  we  should  have  to  make 
for  the  future  in  their  sternest  aspect ,  when  a  hackney  chariot 
coming  after  me,  and  stopping  at  my  very  feet,  occasioned 
me  to  look  up.  A  fair  hand  was  stretched  forth  to  me  from 
the  window;  and  the  face  I  had  never  seen  without  a  feeling 
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of  serenity  an^  happiness ,  from  the  moment  when  it  first 
tamed  hack  on  the  old  oak  staircase  with  the  great  broad  ba- 
lustrade, and  when  I  associated  its  softened  beauty  with  the 
stained  glass  window  in  the  church,  was  smiling  on  me. ' 

**  Agnes  1"  I  joyfully  exclaimed.  '*0h,  my  dear  Agnes, 
of  all  people  in  the  world ,  what  a  pleasure  to  see  you  1 " 

*'Isit,  indeed?"  she  said,  in  her  cordial  voice. 

'* I  want  to  talk  to  you  so  much  1'*  said  I.  *'It 's  such  a 
lightening  of  my  heart,  only  to  look  at  youl  If  I  had  had  a 
conjuror*8  cap,  there  is  no  one  I  should  have  wished  for  but 
youl" 

"What?"  returned  Agnes. 

"Well!  perhaps  Dora,  first,"  I  admitted,  with  a  blush. 

"Certainly,  Dora  first,  I  hope,"  said  Agnes,  laughing. 

"But  you  next! "  said  I.    "  Where  are  you  going? " 

She  was  going  to  my  rooms  to  see  my  aunt.  The  day  be- 
ing very  fine,  she  was  glad  to  come  out  of  the  chariot,  which 
smelt  (I  had  my  head  in  it  all  this  time)  like  a  stable  put  under 
a  cucumber- frame.  I  dismissed  the  coachman,  and  she  took 
my  arm,  and  we  walked  on  together.  She  was  like  Hope  em- 
bodied, to  me.  How  different  I  felt  in  one  short  minute, 
having  Agnes  at  my  side  1 

My  aunt  had  written  her  one  of  the  odd ,  abrupt  notes  — 
very  little  longer  than  a  Bank  note  —  to  which  her  epistolary 
efforts  were  usually  limited.  She  had  stated  therein  that  she 
had  fallen  into  adversity,  and  was  leaving  Dover  for  good, 
but  had  quite  made  up  her  mind  to  it,  and  was  so  well  that 
nobody  need  be  uncomfortable  about  her.  Agnes  had  come 
to  London  to  see  my  aunt,  between  whom  and  herself  there 
had  been  a  mutual  liking  these  many  years:  indeed,  it  dated 
from  the  time  of  my  taking  up  my  residence  in  Mr.  Wickfield's 
house.  She  was  not  alone,  she  said.  Her  papa  was  with  her 
—  and  Uriah  Heep. 
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"  And  now  they  are  partner* ,' *  said  I.    < '.Confound  htm  I ' 

**Yei/*  said  Agnes.  ''They  have  some  hasinese  here; 
and  I  took  advantage  of  their  coming,  to  come  too.  Ton 
must  not  think  my  visit  all  friendly  and  disinterested.  Trot- 
wood,  for  —  I  am  afraid  I  may  be  cruelly  prejudiced  —  I  do 
not  like  to  let  papa  go  away  alone,  with  him." 

"Does  he  exercise  the  same  influence  over  Mr.  Wickfield 
stiU,  Agnes?" 

Agnes  shook  her  head*  "There  is  such  a  change  at 
home,"  said  she,  "that  you  would  scarcely  know  the  dear 
old  house.    They  live  with  us  now." 

"They?"  said  I. 

"Mr.  Heep  and  his  mother.  He  deeps  in  your  ^old  room," 
said  Agnes,  looking  up  into  my  face. 

"I  wish  I  had  the  ordering  of  his  dreams,"  said  L  "He 
wouldn*t  sleep  there  long." 

"I  keep  my  own  little  room,"  said  Agnes,  "where  I 
used  to  learn  my  lessons.  How  the  time  goes  I  Yon  re- 
meniber?  The  little  paneUed  room  that  opens  from  the 
drawing-room?" 

"Remember,  Agnes?  When  I  saw  you,  for  the  first  time, 
coming  out  at  the  door,  with  your  quaint  little  basket  of  keys 
hanging  at  your  side?  " 

"It  is  just  the  same,"  said  Agnes,  smiling.    "I  am  glad 
you  think  of  it  so  pleasantly.    We  were  very  happy." 
We  were,  indeed,"  said  I, 

I  keep  that  room  to  myself  still?  but  I  cannot  always 
desert  Mrs.  Heep,  you  know.  And  so,"  said  Agnes» quietly, 
"I  feel  obliged  to  bear  her  company,  when  I  might  prefer 
to  be  alone.  But  I  have  no  other  reason  to  complain  of 
her.  If  she  tires  me,  sometimes,  by  her  praises  of  her  son, 
it  is  only  natural  in  a  mother.  He  is  a  very  good  son  to 
her."  * 
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I  looked  at  Agnes  when  she  said  these  words,  without 
detecting  in  her  any  consciousness  of  Uriah's  design.  Her 
mild  bnt  earnest  eyes  met  mine  with  their  own  beautiful  frank- 
ness, and  there  was  no  change  in  her  gentle  face. 

**The  chief  evil  of  their  presence  in  the  house/*  said 
Agnes,  '^is  that  I  cannot  be  as  near  papa  as  I  could  wish 
^-  Uriah  Heep  being  so  much  between  us  —  and  cannot 
watch  OTCr  him,  if  that  is  not  too  bold  a  thing  to  say,  aa 
closely  as  I  would.  But,  if  any  fraud  or  treachery  is  prac- 
tising against  him,  I  hope  that  simple  love  and  truth  will 
be  stronger,  in  the  end.  I  hope  that  real  love  and  truth 
are  stronger  in  the  end  than  any  evil  or  misfortune  in  the 
world.*' 

A  certain  bright  smile  which  I  never  saw.  on  any  other  face, 
died  away,  even  while  I  thought  how  good  it  was,  and  how 
familiar  it  had  once  been  to  me;  and  she  asked  me,  with  a 
quick  change  of  expression  (we  were  drawing  very  near  my 
street),  if  I  knew  how  the  reverse  in  my  aunt's  circumstances 
had  been  brought  about.  On  my  replying  no,  she  had  not 
told  me  yet,  Agnes  became  thoughtful,  and  I  fancied  I  felt 
her  arm  tremble  in  mine. 

We  found  my  aunt  alone,  in  a  state  of  some  excitement. 
A  difiference  of  opinion  had  arisen  between  herself  and  Mrs. 
Crupp,  on  an  abstract  question  (the  propriety  of  chambers 
being  inhabited  by  the  gentler  sex);  and  my  aunt,  utterly 
indifferent  to  spasms  on  the  p^rt  of  Mrs.  Crupp,  had  cut  the 
dispute  short,  by  informing  that  lady  that  she  smelt  of  my 
brandy,  and  that  she  would  trouble  her  to  walk  out.  Both 
of  these  expressions  Mrs.  Crupp  considered  actionable ,  and 
had  expressed  her  intention  of  bringing  before  a  "British 
Judy"  —  meaning,  it  was  supposed,  the  bulwark  of  our 
national  liberties. 

My  aunt,  however,  having  had  time  to  cool,  while  Peg- 
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gotty  ifM  oat  showing  Mr.  Dick  the  soldiers  at  the  Horse 
Guards  —  and  being,  besides,  greatly  pleased  to  see  Agnes 
—  rather  plumed  herself  on  the  affair  than  otherwise,  and 
received  us  with  unimpaired  good  humour.  When  Agnes 
laid  her  bonnet  on  the  table,  and  sat  down  beside  her,  I  could 
not  but  think,  looking  on  her  mild  eyes  and  her  radiant  fore- 
head, tibw  natural  it  seemed  to  have  her  there;  how  trust- 
fully, although  she  was  so  young  and  inexperienced,  my  aunt 
confided  in  her;  how  strong  she  was,  indeed,  in  simple  Ioto 
and  truth. 

We  began  to  talk  about  my  aunt*s  losses,  and  I  told  them 
what  I  had  tried  to  do  that  morning. 

*' Which  was  injudicious.  Trot,"  said  my  aunt,  "but  well 
meant.  You  are  a  generous  boy  —  I  suppose  I  must  say, 
young  man,  now  —  and  I  am  proud  of  you,  my  dear.  So 
far,  so  good.  ,Now,  Trot  and  Agnes,  let  us  look  the  case  of 
Betsey  Trotwood  in  the  face,  and  see  how  it  stands.*' 

I  observed  Agnes  turn  pale,  as  she  looked  very  atten- 
tively at  my  aunt.  My  aunt,  patting  her  cat,  looked  very 
attentively  at  Agnes. 

"Betsey  Trotwood,*'  said  my  aunt,  "who  had  always  kept 
her  money  matters  to  herself:  "  —  I  don't  mean  your  sister. 
Trot,  my  dear,  but  myself  —  had  a  certain  property.  It 
don't  matter  how  much;  enough  to  live  on.  More;  for  she 
had  saved  a  little,  and  added  to  it.  Betsey  funded  her  pro- 
perty for  some  time,  and  then,  by  the  advice  of  her  man 
of  business,  laid  it  out  on  landed  security.  That  did  very 
well,  and  returned  very  good  interest,  till  Betsey  was  paid 
off.  I  am  talking  of  Betsey  as  if  she  was  a  man-of-war.  Well  I 
Then,  Betsey  had  to  look  about  her,  for  a  new  investment. 
She  thought  she  was  wiser,  now,  than  her  man  of  business, 
who  was  not  such  a  good  man  of  business  by  this  time,  as  he 
used  to  be  —  I  am  aUuding  to  your  father,  Agnes  —  and  she 
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took  it  into  her  head  to  lay  it  oat  for  herself.  So  she  took  her 
pigs,**  said  my  aunt,  *'to  a  foreign  market;  and  a  very  bad 
market  it  turned  out  to  be.  First,  she  lost  in  the  mining  way, 
and  then  she  lost  in  the  diving  way  —  fishing  up  treasure,  or 
some  such  Tom  Tidier  nonsense,*'  explained  my  aunt, 
rubbing  her  nose ;  '*  and  then  she  lost  in  the  mining  way  again, 
and,  last  of  all,  to  set  the  thing  entirely  to  rights,  she  lost  in 
the  banking  way.  I  don*t  know  what  the  Bank  shares  were 
worth  for  a  little  while,*'  said  my  aunt ;  "  cent  per  cent  was  the 
lowest  of  it,  I  believe;  but  the  Bank  was  at  the  other  end  of 
the  world,  and  tumbled  into  space,  for  what  I  know;  anyhow, 
it  fell  to  pieces,  and  never  will  and  never  can  pay  sixpence ; 
and  Betsey *s  sixpences  were  all  there,  and  there 's  an  end  of 
them.    Least  said,  soonest  mended ! " 

My  aunt  concluded  this  philosophical  summary,  by  fixing 
her  eyes  with  a  kind  of  triumph  on  Agnes,  whose  colour  was 
gradually  returning. 

**Dear  Miss  Trotwood,  is  that  all  the  history?"  said 
Agnes. 

*'I  hope  it  *s  enough,  child,"  said  my  aunt.  "If  there 
had  been  more  money  to  lose,  it  wouldn't  have  been  all,  I 
dare  say.  Betsey  would  have  contrived  to  throw  that  after 
the  rest,  and  make  another  chapter,  I  have  little  doubt.  But, 
there  was  no  more  money,  and  there 's  no  more  story.** 

Agnes  had  listened  at  fiirst  with  suspended  breath.  Her 
colour  still  came  and  went,  but  she  breathed  more  freely. 
I  thought  I  knew  why.  I  thought  she  had  had  some  fear 
that  her  unhappy  father  might  be  in  some  way  to  blame  for 
what  had  happened.  My  aunt  took  her  hand  in  hers,  and 
laughed. 

'^Is  that  all?*'  repeated  my  aunt.  "Why,  yes,  that  *s  all, 
except,  'And  she  lived  happy  ever  afterwards.*  Perhaps  I 
may  add  that  of  Betsey  yet,  one  of  these  days.    Now,  Agnes, 
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you  have  a  wise  head.  So  have  you,  Trot,  in  some  things, 
though  I  can't  compliment  you  always;"  and  here  my  aunt 
shook  her  own  at  me,  with  an  energy  peculiar  to  herself. 
"What's  to  be  done?  Here 's  the  cottage,  taking  one  time 
with  another,  will  produce,  say  seventy  pounds  a-year.  I 
think  we  may  safely  put  it  down  at  that.  Well!  —  That  *8 
all  we've  got,**  said  my  aunt;  with  whom  it  was  an  idio- 
syncrasy, as  it  is  with  some  horses,  to  stop  very  short  when 
she  appeared  to  be  in  a  fair  way  of  going  on  for  a  long 
while. 

"Then,"  said  my  aunt,  after  a  rest,  "there's  Dick. 
He 's  good  for  a  hundred  a-year,  but  of  course  that  must 
be  expended  on  himself.  I  would  sooner  send  him  away, 
though  I  know  I  am  the  only  person  who  appreciates  him, 
than  have  him,  and  not  spend  his  money  on  himself.  How 
cin  Trot  and  I  do  best,  upon  our  means?  What  do  you  say, 
Agnes?" 

"/say,  aunt,"  I  interposed,  "that  I  must  do  something!" 

"Go  for  a  soldier,  do  you  mean?"  returned  my  aunt, 
alarmed;  "or  go  to  sea.?  I  won't  hear  of  it.  You  are  to  be 
a  proctor.  We  're  not  going  to  have  any  knockings  on  the 
head  in  this  family,  if  you  please,  Sir." 

I  was  about  to  explain  that  I  was  not  desirous  of  intro- 
ducing that  mode  of  pi'ovision  into  the  family,  when  Agnes 
inquired  if  my  rooms  were  held  for  any  long  term? 

"Yon  come  to  the  point,  my  dear,"  said  my  aunt.  " They 
are  not  to  be  got  rid  of,  for  six  months  at  least,  unless  they 
could  be  underlet,  and  that  I  don't  believe.  The  last  man 
died  here.  Five  people  out  of  six  would  die  —  of  course  — 
of  that  woman  in  nankeen  with  the  flannel  petticoat*  I  have 
a  little  ready  money;  and  I  agree  with  you,  the  best  thing  we 
can  do,  is,  to  live  the  term  out  here,  and  get  Dick  a  bed-room 
hard  by.' 
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I  thought  it  my  duty  to  hint  at  the  discomfort  my  aunt 
would  sustain,  from  living  in  a  continnaL  state  of  guerilla  war- 
fare with  Mrs*  Cmpp ;  but  she  disposed  of  that  objection  sum- 
marily by  declaring,  that,  on  the  first  demonstration  of  hosti- 
lities, she  was  prepared  to  astonish  Mrs.  Cmpp  for  the  whole 
remainder  of  her  natural  life. 

''I  have  been  thinking,  Trotwood,"'  said  Agnes,  diffi- 
dently, *'  that  if  you  had  time  — " 

**I  have  a  good  deal  of  time,  Agnes.  I  am  always  dis- 
eng^ed  after  four  or  five  o'clock,  and  I  have  time  early  in 
the  morning.  In  one  way  and  another,**  said  I,  conscious 
of  reddening  a  little  as  I  thought  of  the  hours  and  hours  I  had 
devoted  to  faggiug  about  town,  and  to  and  fro  upon  the  Nor- 
wood Road,  '*  I  have  abundance  of  time.** 

''I  know  you  would  not  mind,**  said  Agnes,  coming  to 
me«  and  speaking  in  a  low  voice,  so  full  of  sweet  and  hope- 
ful consideration  that  I  hear  it  now,  ''the  duties  of  a  secre- 
tary." 

'*Mind,  my  dear  Agnes?** 

''Because,"  continued  Agnes,  "Doctor  Strong  has  acted 
on  his  intention  of  retiring,  and  has  come  to  live  in  London; 
and  he  asked  papa,  I  know,  if  he  could  recommend  him  one. 
Don*t  you  think  he  would  rather  have  his  favourite  old  pupil 
near  him,  than  anybody  else?** 

"Dear  Agnes  r*  said  I.  "What  should  I  do  without  you! 
Yon  are  always  my  good  angel*  I  told  you  so.  I  never 
^ink  of  you  in  any  other  light,'* 

Agnes  answered  with  her  pleasant  laugh,  that  one  good 
imgel  (meaning  Dora)  was  enough ;  and  went  on  to  remind  me 
that  the  Doctor  had  been  used  to  occupy  himself  in  his  study, 
early  in  the  morning,  and  in  the  evening  —  and  that  probably 
my  leisure  would  suit  his  requirements  very  well.  I  was 
scarcely  more  delighted  with  the  prospect  of  earning  my 
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own  bread,  than  with  the  hope  of  earning  it  under  my  old 
master;  in  short,  acting  on  the  advice  of  Agnes,  I  sat  down 
and  wrote  a  letter  to  the  Doctor,  stating  my  object,  and  ap- 
pointing to  call  on  him  next  day  at  ten  in  the  forenoon.  This 
I  addressed  to  Highgate  —  for  in  that  place,  so  memorable  to 
me,  he  lived  —  and  went  out  and  posted,  myself,  without 
losing  a  minute. 

Wherever  Agnes  was,  some  agreeable  token  of  her  noise- 
less presence  seemed  inseparable  from  the  place.  When  I 
came  back,  I  found  my  aunt*s  birds  hanging,  just  as  they  had 
hung  so  long  in  the  parlour  window  of  the  cottage ;  and  my 
easy  chair  imitating  my  aunt's  much  easier  chair  in  its  position 
at  the  open  window;  and  even  the  round  green  fan,  which  my 
aunt  had  brought  away  with  her,  screwed  on  to  the  window- 
sill.  I  knew  who  had  done  all  this,  by  its  seeming  to  have 
quietly  done  itself;  and  I  should  have  known  in  a  moment 
who  had  arranged  my  neglected  books  in  the  old  order  of  my 
school  days,  even  if  I  had  supposed  Agnes  to  be  miles  away, 
instead  of  seeing  her  busy  with  them,  and  smiling  at  the  dis- 
order into  which  they  had  fallen. 

My  aunt  was  quite  gracious  on  the  subject  of  the  Thames 
(it  really  did  look  very  well  with  the  sun  upon  it,  though  not 
like  the  sea  before  the  cottage) ,  but  she  could  not  relent  to- 
wards the  London  smoke,  which,  she  said,  ''peppered  every- 
thing.*' A  complete  revolution,  in  which  Peggotty  bore  a 
prominent  part,  was  being  effected  in  every  comer  of  mj 
rooms,  in  regard  of  this  pepper;  and  I  was  looking  on,  think- 
ing how  little  even  Peggotty  seemed  to  do  with  a  good  deal  of 
bustle,  and  how  much  Agnes  did  without  any  bustle  at  aU, 
when  a  knock  came  at  the  door. 

''I  think,"  said  Agnes,  turning  pale,  ''it*B  papa.  He 
promised  me  that  he  would  come." 

I  opened  the  door,  and  admitted,  not  only  Mr.  Wick- 
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field,  but  Uriah  Heep.  I  had  not  seen  Mr.  Wickfield  for 
flome  time.  I  was  prepared  for  a  great  change  in  him,  after 
what  I  had  heard  from  Agnes,  bnt  his  appearance  shocked 
me. 

It  was  not  that  he  looked  many  years  older,  though  still 
dressed  with  the  old  scrupulous  cleanliness;  or  that  there 
was  an  unwholesome  ruddiness  upon  his  face;  or  that  his 
eyes  were  full  and  bloodshot;  or  that  there  was  a  neryous 
trembling  in  his  hand,  the  bause  of  which  I  knew,  and  had 
for  some  years  seen  at  work.  It  was  not  that  he  had  lost 
his  good  looks,  or  his  old  bearing  of  a  gentleman  —  for  that 
he  had  not  —  but  the  thing  that  struck  me  most,  was,  that 
with  the  evidences  of  his  native  superiority  stiU  upon  him,  he 
should  submit  himself  to  that  crawling  impersonation  of 
meanness,  Uriah  Heep.  The  reversal  of  the  two  natures, 
in  their  relative  positions,  Uriah's  of  power  and  Mr.  Wick- 
field's  of  dependence,  was  a  sight  more  painful  to  me  than 
I  can  express.  If  I  had  seen  an  Ape  taking  command  of 
a  Man,  I  should  hardly  have  thought  it  a  more  degrading 
spectacle. 

He  appeared  to  be  only  too  conscious  of  it  himself. 
When  he  came  in,  he  stood  still;  and  with  his  head  bowed, 
as  if  he  felt  it.  This  was  only  for  a  moment;  for  Agnes.soflly 
8^d  to  him,  "Papal  Here  is  Miss  Trotwood  —  and  Trot- 
wood,  whom  you  have  not  seen  for  a  long  while  1*'  and  then 
he  approached,  and  constrainedly  gave  my  aunt  his  hand, 
and  shook  hands  more  cordially  with  me.  In  the  moment's 
pause  I  speak  of,  I  saw  Uriah's  countenance  form  itself  into 
a  most  i}l-favoured  smile.  Agnes  saw  it  too,  I  think,  for  she 
shrank  from  him. 

What  my  aunt  saw,  or  did  not  see,  I  defy  the  science  ot 
physiognomy  to  have  made  out,  witliout  her  own  consent.  I 
believe  there  never  was  an}- body  with  such  an  impertur'' 
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conntenanee  when  site  chose.  Her  face  might  have  been  a 
dead  wall  on  the  occasion  in  question,  for  any  light  itUirew 
upon  her  thoughts;  until  she  broke  silence  with  biUr  nsiud 
abruptness. 

<^WeU,  Wickfield!*'  said  my  aunt;  and  he  looked  up 
at  her  for  the  first  time.  "I  haye  been  telling  your  daughter 
how  well  I  have  been  disposing  of  my  money  for  myself,  be- 
cause I  couldn*t  trust  it  to  you ,  as  you  were  growing  rusty  in 
business  matters.  We  have  bee  A  taking  counsel  together, 
and  getting  on  very  well,  all  things  considered.  Agnes  is 
worth  the  whole  firm,  in  my  opinion." 

"If  I  may  umbly  make  the  remark,*'  said  Uriah  Heep, 
with  a  writhe,  **I  fully  agree  with  Miss  Betsey  Trot  wood, 
and  should  be  only  too  appy  if  Miss  Agnes  was  a  partner." 

**You  're  a  partner  yourself,  you  know/*  returned  my 
aunt,  ^and  that 's  about  enough  for  you*  I  expect.  How  do 
you  find  yoursd^  Sir?" 

In  acknowledgment  of  this  question,  addresse<i  to  him 
with  estraordinary  curtneas,  Mr.  Heep,  uncomfortably 
clutching  the  blue  bag  he  carried,  replied  that  he  was 
pretty  well,  he  thanked  my  aunt,  and  hoped  she  was  the 


*'And  you,  Master  —  I  should  say,  Mister  Copperfield^" 
puxsned  Uriah.  ''I  hope  I  see  you  well  I  I  am  rejoiced  to 
see  you.  Mister  Copperfield,  even  under  present  oircom- 
stanoes."  I  believed  tixat;  for  he  seemed  to  relish  them  very 
much.  ^Present  circumstances  is  not  what  your  firiends 
irould  wish  for  you.  Mister  Copperfield,  but  it  isn't  money 
makes  the  man:  it 's  -^  I  am  really  unequal  with  my  urable 
powers  to  express  what  it  is,"  said  Uriah,  with  a  fawning  j^^kt 
^'bni  it  isn't  money  I  ** 

Here  he  riiook  hands  with  me:  not  in  the  eommon  way, 
bit  standing  at  a  good  distance  ivom  me,  and  .liiUng  my 
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hand  np  and  down  like  a  pomp  bandle,  that  he  was  a  liitld 
afraid  of. 

''And  how  do  ^^ou  think  we  are  looking,  Master  Copper* 
field,  —  I  should  say,  Mister?"  fawned  Uriah.  "Don't you 
find  Mr.  Wickfield  blooming,  Sir?  Years  don't  tell  nrach  in 
our  firm,  Master  Copperfield,  except  in  raising  np  the  umble, 
namely,  mother  and  self  —  and  in  developing/*  he  added 
as  an  after-thought,  "the  beautiful,  namely  ^liss  Agnes." 

He  jerked  himself  about,  after  this  compliment,  in  such  an 
intolerable  manner,  that  my  aunt,  who  had  sat  looking  straight 
at  him,  lost  all  patience. 

"Deuce  take  the  man!"  said  my  aunt,  sternly,  "what's 
he  about?    Don't  be  galvanic,  Sir!" 

"I  ask  your  pardon.  Miss  Trotwood,"  returned  Uriah; 
**  I  *m  aware  you  're  nervous." 

"Go  along  with  you,  Sirl"  said  my  aunt,  anything  but 
appeased.  "Don't  presume  to  say  sol  I  am  nothing  of  the 
sort.  If  you're  an  eel.  Sir,  conduct  yourself  like  one.  If 
you're  a  man,  control  your  limbs.  Sir!  GrOodGodI"  said 
my  aunt,  with  great  indignation,  "I  am  not  going  to  be  ser^ 
pentined  and  corkscrewed  out  of  my  senses  I " 

Mr.  Heep  was  rather  abashed,  as  most  people  might  ha^o 
been,  by  this  explosion ;  which  derived  great  additional  force 
from  the  indignant  manner  in  which  my  aunt  afterwards  raoYcd 
in  her  chair,  and  shook  her  head  as  if  she  were  making  snaps 
or  bounces  at  him.  But,  he  said  to  me  aside  in  a  meek 
voice: 

"I  am  well  aware,  Master  Copperfield,  that  Miss  Trotwood, 
though  an  excellent  lady,  has  a  quick  temper  (indeed  I  think 
I  had  the  pleasure  of  knowing  her,  when  I  wm  a  numble  olcrk, 
before  you  did ,  Master  Copperfield),  and  it 's  o^y  natural, 
I  am  sure,  that  it  should  be  made  quicker  by  present  circum- 
stances.   The  wonder  is,  that  it  isn't  mooh  nforse!    I  only 


352 


called  to  say  that  if  there  was  anything  we  could  do,  in  present 
drcumstances,  mother  or  self,  or  Wickfield  and  Heep,  we 
should  be  really  glad.  I  may  go  so  far?  '*  said  Uriah,  with  a 
sickly  smile  at  his  partner. 

''Uriah  Heep,"  said  Mr.  WickfielJ,  In  a  monotonous  forced 
way,  '*is  active  in  the  business,  Tiotwood.  What  he  says, 
I  quite  concur  in.  Yo\i  know  1  had  an  old  interest  in  you. 
Apart  from  that,  what  Uriah  says  I  quite  concur  in  i  *' 

''Oh,  what  a  reward  it  is,"*  said  Uriah,  drawing  up  one 
leg,  at  the  risk  of  bringing  down  upon  himself  another  visita- 
tion from  my  aunt,  "  to  be  so  trusted  in '  But  I  hope  I  am  able 
to  do  something  to  relieve  him  from  the  fatigues  of  business. 
Master  Coppcrfield!" 

"Uriah  Heep  is  a  great  relief  to  me,"  said  Mr.  WickfielJ, 
in  the  same  dull  voice.  "It  *s  a  load  off  my  mind,  Trotwood, 
to  have  such  a  partner.*' 

The  red  fox  made  him  say  all  this,  I  knew,  to  exhibit  him 
to  me  in  the  light  he  had  indicated  on  the  night  when  he 
poisoned  my  rest.  I  saw  the  same  ill-favoured  smile  upon  his 
face  again ,  and  saw  how  he  watched  mo. 

"You  are  not  going.  Papa?"  said  Agnes,  anxiously. 
"  Will  you  not  walk  back  with  Trotwood  and  me  ?  " 

He  would  have  looked  to  Uriah,  I  believe,  before  replying, 
if  that  worthy  had  not  anticipated  him. 

"I  am  bespoke  myself ,"  said  Uriah,  "on  business;  other- 
wise I  should  have  been  appy  to  have  kept  with  my  friends. 
But  I  leave  my  partner  to  represent  the  firm.  Miss  Agnes, 
ever  yours  I  1  wish  you  good-day,  Master  Copperfield,  and 
leave  my  nmble  respects  for  Miss  Betsey  Trotwood." 

With  those  words ,  he  retired,  kissing  his  great  hand,  and 
leering  at  us  like  a  mask. 

We  sat  there,  talking  about  our  pleasant  old  Canterbury 
days,  an  hour  or  two.    Mr.  Wickfield,  left  to  Ague?,  soon  be- 
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came  more  like  his  former  self;  thongh  there  was  a.  settled 
depression  upon  him,  which  he  never  shook  o^ff.  For  alUhat, 
he  brightened;  and  had  an  evident  pleasure  in  hearing  us 
recall  the*  littte  ineidents  of  our  bid  life^  many  of  whiohhe  re- 
membered Werj  weU«  He*  said  $t  w«s  like'those  times ,  to  tee 
alone  with  Agnes  and  me  again ;  and  he  wished  tofietfventhey 
had  never  changed.  I  am  sure  there  "was  an  infliieikee-iii  the 
placid  face  of  Agnes,  and  in  the  very  touch  of  her  hand  upon 
bis  arm,  that  did  wonders  for  him. 

My  aunt  (who  was  busy  nearly  all  this  while  with  Peggotty, 
in  the  inner  room)  would  not  accompany  us  to  the  place  where 
they  were  staying,  but  insisted  on  my  going;  and  I  went.  We 
dined  together.  After  dinner,  Agnes  sat  beside  him,  as  of  old, 
and  poured  out  his  wine.  He  took  what  she  gave  him,  and  no 
more  —  like  a  child  —  and  we  all  three  sat  together  at  a  win- 
dow as  the  evening  gathered  in.  When  it  was  almost  dark, 
he  lay  down  on  a  sofa,  Agnes  pillowing  his  head  and  bending 
over  him  a  little  while ;  and  when  she  came  back  to  the  win- 
dow, it  was  not  so  dark  but  I  could  see  tears  glittering  in  her 
eyes. 

I  pray  Heaven  that  I  never  may  forget  the  dear  girl  in  her 
love  and  truth,  atthattimeof  my  life;  for  if  I  should,  I  must 
be  drawing  near  the  end,  and  then  I  would  desire  to  remember 
her  best!  She  filled  my  heart  with  such  good  resolutions, 
strengthened  my  weakness  so ,  by  her  example ,  so  directed  — 
I  know  not  how,  she  was  too  modest  and  gentle  to  advise  me  in 
mapy  words  —  the  wandering  ardour  and  unsettled  purpose 
within  me,  that  all  the  little  good  I  have  done,  and  all  the  harm 
I  have  forborne,  I  solemnly  believe  I  may  refer  to  her. 

And  how  she  spoke  to  me  of  Dora,  sitting  at  the  window  in 

the  dark;    listened  to  my  praises  of  her;   praised  again;    and 

round  the  little  fairy-figure  shed  some  glimpses  of  her  own 

pure  light,  that  made  it  yet  more  precious  and  more  innocent 
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to  me!  Oh,  Agnes,  sister  of  mj  boyhood,  if  I  had  known 
then^  what  I  knew  long  afterwards !  — 

There  was  a  beggar  in  the  street,  when  I  went  down;  and 
.as  I  turned  my  head  towards  the  window,  thinking  of  her  cahn, 
tf^raphic  eyes ,  he  made  me  start  by  muttering,  as  if  he  were  an 
*  echo  of  the  morning: 

•«Blindl    Blindl    BHndl" 


CHAPTER  XX. 

Eoibusiasm. 

I  BEGAN  the  next  day  with  another  dive  into  the  Roman 
bath,  and  then  started  for  Highgate.  I  was  not  dispirited  now. 
I  was  not  afraid  of  the  shabby  coat,  and  had  no  yearnings  after 
gallant  greys.  My  whole  manner  of  thinking  of  our  late  mis- 
fortune was  changed.  What  I  had  to  do ,  was ,  to  show  my 
aunt  that  her  past  goodness  to  me  had  not  been  thrown  away 
on  an  insensible,  ungrateful  object.  What  I  had  to  do,  was,  to 
turn  the  painful  discipline  of  my  younger  days  to  account,  by 
going  to  work  with  a  resolute  and  steady  heart.  What  I  had 
to  do ,  was,  to  take  my  woodman's  aze  in  my  hand ,  and  clear 
my  own  way  through  the  forest  of  difficulty,  by  cutdng  down 
the  trees  until  I  came  to  Dora.  And  I  went  on  at  a  mighty 
rate ,  as  if  it  could  be  done  by  walking. 

When  I  found  myself  on  the  familiar  Highgate  road,  pur- 
suing such  a  different  errand  from  that  old  one  of  pleasure, 
with  which  it  was  associated ,  it  seemed  as  if  a  complete  change 
had  come  on  my  whole  life.  But  that  did  not  discourage  me. 
With  the  new  life,  came  new  purpose,  new  intention.  Great 
was  the  labour;  priceless  the  reward.  Dora  was  the  reward, 
and  Dora  must  be  won. 

I  got  into  such  a  transport,  that  I  felt  quite  sorry  my  coat 

was  not  a  little  shabby  already.     I  wanted  to  be  cutting  at 

those  trees  in  the  forest  of  difficulty,  under  circumstances  that 

should  prove  my  strength.    I  had  a  good  mind  to  ask  an  old 

man,  in  wire  spectacles,  who  was  breaking  stones  upon  the* 

road,  to  lend  me  hb  hammer  for  a  little  while,  and  let  me  begin 
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to  beat  a  path  to  Dora  oat  of  granite.  I  stimulated  myself  into 
such  a  heat,  and  got  so  oat  of  breath,  that  I  felt  as  if  I  had  been 
earning  I  don*t  know  how  much.  In  this  state ,  I  went  into  a 
cottage  that  I  saw  was  to  let,  and  examined  it  narrowly,  —  for 
I  felt  it  necessary  to  be  practical.  It  would  do  for  me  and 
Dora  admirably:  with  a  little  front  garden  for  Jip  to  ran 
about  in,  and  bark  at  the  tradespeople  through  the  railings, 
and  a  capital  room  up-stairs  for  my  aunt.  I  cama  out  again, 
hotter  and  faster  than  ever,  and  dashed  up  to  Highg^e,  at 
such  a  rate  that  I  was  there  an  hour  too  early;  and*  though  I 
had  Aot  b^j9n,  should  have  been  obliged  to  stroll  aJboul  to  cool 
i^yself ,  before  I  was  ai  all  prasentaU^* 

My  fivst  care,  after  putting  mysetf  under  thjs  ii^ecessar^^ 
course  of  preparation ,  was  to  find  the  Doctor's  houaa..  It  waa 
not  In  that  part  of  Highgate  where  Mrs.  Steerforth  lived >  bgogb 
quite  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  little  town.  Whea  I  had 
made  ihis  discovery,  I  went  back,  in  an  attraction  I  cpuld  not 
resist,  to  a  lane  by.  Mrs.  Steerforth*ii,  and  looked  oxer.tbj^ 
comer  of  the  garden  wa|L  His  room  was  shut  up  close*  Tha 
conservatory  doors  were  standing  open,  and  Kosa  Dartle  waa 
walking,  bareheadod,  with  a  quick,  impetuous  siep^  u|^and 
down  a  gravel  walk  on  one  side  of  the  lawn.  She^ave  me  the 
idea  of  some  fierce  thing,  that  was  dragging  the  lex^gih  of 
its  chain  to  and  firo  upon  a  beaten  track,  and  wearing  its 
heart  out. 

I  cam6  softly  away  from  my  place  of  observation^  and 
avoiding  that  part  of  the  neighbourhood,  and  wishing  I  had  not 
gi»ne  near  it,  strolled  about  until  it  was  ten  o'clock.  The 
church  with  the  slender  spire,  that  stands  on  the  top  of  the  hiUL 
now ,  was  not  there  then  to  tell  me  the  time.  Aa  old  red^brick 
mansion,  used  as  a  .school,  was  in  its  place;  and  a  fine 
old  house  it  must  have  been  to  go  to  school  at,  aa  I  re* 
collect  it. 
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When  I  approached  the  Doctor's  cottagle  —  a  pretty  old 
place,  on  which  he  seemed  to  have  expended  some  money,  if 
I  might  judge  from  the  embellishments  and  repairs  that  had 
the  look  of  being  jnst  completed  —  I  saw  him  walking  in  the 
garden  at  the  side,  gaiterl  and  all,  as  if  he  had  never  left  off 
walking  since  the  days  of  my  pnpilage.  He  had  his  old  com- 
panions about  him ,  too ;  for  there  were  plenty  of  high  trees  in 
the  neighbonrhood,  tod  two  or  three  rooks  were  on  the  grass, 
looking  after  him»  ite  if  they  had  been  written  to  about'him  by 
the  Canterbury  rooks,  and  were  observing  him  closely  in  con- 
sequence. 

Knowing  the  utter  hopelessness  of  attracting  his  attention 
from  that  distance,  I  made  bold  to  open  the  gate,  and  walk 
after  him,  so  as  to  meet  him  when  he  should  turn  round. 
When  he  did,  and  came  towards  me,  he  looked  at  me  though t- 
foUy  for  a  few  moments,  evidently  without  thinking  about  me 
At  all;  and  then  his  benevolent  face  expressed  extraordinary 
pleasure,  and  he  took  me  by  both  hands. 

"  Why,  my  dear  Copperfield, "  said  the  Doctor;  "you  are 
a  man!  How  do  you  do?  I  am  delighted  to  see  you.  My 
dear  Copperfield,  how  very  much  you  have  improved.  iTou 
are  quite  —  yes  —  dear  me  I " 

I  hoped  he  was  well,  and  Mrs.  Strong  too. 

"Oh  dear,  yes!*'  said  the  Doctor;  "AnniiB  's  quite  well, 
^d  she  '11  be  delighted  to  see  you.  Ton  were  always  her 
fiivourite.  She  said  so,  last  night,  when  I  showed  her  your 
letter.  And  —  yes  to  be  sure  —  you  recollect  Mr.  Jack 
Maldon,  Copperfield?" 

"Perfectly,  Sir." 

"  Of  course,"  said  the  Doctor.  "  To  be  sure.  He  *$  pretty 
well,  too." 

*^  Has  he  come  home ,  Sir?  "    I  inquired. 

"Prom  India?"  said  the  Doctor.    "Yes.    Mr.  Jack  Mai- 
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don  couldn*t  bear  the  climate,  my  dear.    Mrs.  Markleham  — - 
you  haYe  not  forgotten  Mrs.  Markleham?" 

Forgotten  the  Old  Soldier !    And  in  that  short  time  \ 

"Mrs.  Markleham/*  said  the  Doctor,  "was  quite  vexed 
about  him,  poor  thing ;  so  we  have  got  him  at  home  again ;  and 
we  have  bought  him  a  little  Patent  place,  which  agrees  with 
him  much  better.** 

I  knew  enough  of  Mr.  Jack  Maldon  to  suspect  from  this 
account  that  it  was  a  place  where  there  was  not  much  to  do, 
and  which  was  pretty  well  paid.  The  Doctor,  walking  up  and 
down  with  his  hand  on  my  shoulder,  and  his  kind  face  turned 
encouragingly  to  mine,  went  on : 

"Now,  my  dear  Copperfield,  in  reference  to  this  proposal 
of  yours.  It  *s  very  gratifying  and  agreeable  to  me,  I  am  sure ; 
but  don*t  you  think  yon  could  do  better?  You  achieved 
distinction,  you  know,  when  you  were  with  us.  Ton  are  qua- 
lified for  many  good  things.  You  have  laid  a  foundation  that 
any  edifice  may  be  raised  upon;  and  is  it  not  a  pity  that  you 
should  devote  the  spring-time  of  your  life  to  such  a  poor  pur- 
suit as  I  can  offer?** 

I  became  very  glowing  again,  and,  expressing  myself  in  a 
rhapsodical  style,  I  am  afraid,  urged  my  request  strongly;  re- 
minding the  Doctor  that  I  had  already  a  profession. 

"Well,  well,**  returned  the  Doctor,  "that's  true.  Cer- 
tainly, your  having  a  profession,  and  being  actually  engaged  in 
studying  it,  makes  a  difference.  But,  my  good  young  friend, 
what 's  seventy.pounds  a-year?** 

"It  doubles  our  income.  Doctor  Strong,"  said  I. 

"Dear  me!**  replied  the  Doctor.  "To  think  of  that  I  Not 
that  I  mean  to  say  it  *s  rigidly  limited  to  seventy  pounds 
a-year,  because  I  have  always  contemplated  making  any  young 
friend  I  might  thus  employ,  a  pr^ent  too.  Undoubtedly,** 
said  the  Doctor,  still  walking  me  up  and  down  with  his  hand 
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on  my  shoulder,  "I  have  always  taken  an  annual  present  into 
account." 

^^My  dear  tutor,*'  said  I  (now,  really,  without  any  non- 
sense), *'towhomI  owe  more  obligations  already  than  I  ever 
can  acknowledge  — '* 

''No,  no ,"  interposed  the  Doctor.    "Pardon  me  1  *' 

''If  you  will  take  such  time  as  I  have,  and  that  is  my  morn- 
ings and  eyenings,  and  can  think  it  worth  seventy  pounds 
a-year,  you  will  do  me  such  a  service  as  I  cannot  express." 

"  Dear  me  I "  said  the  Doctor,  innocently.  "  To  think  that 
80  little  should  go  for  so  much  I  Dear,  dear  I  And  when  you 
can  do  better,  you  will?  On  your  word,  now?"  said  the 
Doctor,  —  which  he  had  always  made  a  very  grave  appeal  to 
the  honour  of  us  boys. 

'^Onmy  word,  Sir  I"  I  returned,  answering  in  our  old 
school  manner. 

"Then  be  it  so!"  said  the  Doctor,  clapping  me  on  the 
shoulder,  and  still  keeping  his  hand  there,  as  we  stiU  walked 
up  and  down. 

"And  I  shall  be  twenty  times  happier.  Sir,"  said  I,  with  a 
little  —  I  hope  innocent  —  flattery,  "if  my  employment  is  to 
be  on  the  Dictionary." 

The  Doctor  stopped,  smilingly  clapped  me  on  the  shoulder 
again,  and  exclaimed,  with  a  triumph  most  delightful  to  be- 
hold, as  if  I  had  penetrated  to  the  profoundest  depths  of  mor- 
tal sagacity,  "My  dear  young  friend,  you  have  hit  it.  It  is 
the  Dictionary ! " 

How  could  it  be  anything  else !  Hla  pockets  were  as  full 
of  it  as  his  head.  It  was  sticking  out  of  him  in  all  directions. 
He  told  me  that  since  his  retirement  from  scholastic  life,  he 
had  been  advancing  with  it  wonderfully;  and  that  nothing 
could  suit  him  better  than  the  proposed  arrangements  for 
morning  and  evening  works  as  it  was  his  custom  to  walk  about 
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in  the  dAy^time  with  hia  co^ideri|»g  citp  on.  His  papers  were 
in  a  little  confusion,  in  consequence  of  Mr.  Jack  Afaldon 
having  lately  proffered  his  occa0ilO|a^  services  ag  an  aviianuen- 
fis,  and  not  being  accustomed  to.  that,  occupation;  but  we 
should  soon  put  right  what  was  amiss,  and  go  on  swimmingly. 
Afterwards,  when  we  were  fairly  at  our  work,  I  found  Mr. 
Jack  Maldon^s  efforts  more  troublesome  to  me  than  liiad  ex- 
pected ,  as  he  had  not  confined  himself  to  making  numerous 
mistakes,  but  had  sketched,  so  many  soldiers,  and  ladies* 
'a'<^':b^/iyer  the  Doctor's  manuscript,  that  I  often  became  in- 
volved in  iifrOyriRth''  of  obscqrity. 

The  Doctor  was  quite  happy  in  the  prospect  of  our  going 
to  work  together  on  that  wonderful  performance,  and  we  set- 
tled to  begin  next  morning  at  seven  o'clock.  We  were  to  work 
two  hours  every  morning,  and  two  or  three  hours  every  night, 
except  on  Saturdays ,  when  I  was  to  rest.  On  Sundays ,  of 
course,  I  was  to  rest  also,  and  I  considered  these  very  easy 
terms. 

Our  plans  being  thus  arranged  to  our  mutual  satisfa/i^tion, 
the  Doctor  took  me  into  the  lw>nse  to  present  me  to  Mrs. 
Strong,  whpm  we  found  in  the  Doctor's  new  study,  dpsting  his 
books,  —  a  freedom  which  he  never  permitted  anybody  else  to 
take  with  those  sacred  favourites. 

They  had  postponed  their  breakfast  on  my  account,  and 
we  sat  down  to  table  together.  We  had  not  been  seated  long, 
when  I  saw  an  approaching  arrival  in  Mrs.  Strong's  face ,  be- 
fore I  heard  any  sound  of  it.  A  gentleman  on  horseback  eame 
to  the  gate,  and,  leading  his  horse  into  the  little  court,  with  the 
bridle  over  his  arm,  as  if  he  were  quite  at  home,  tied  him  to  a 
ring  in  the  empty  coach-house  wall,  and  came  into  the  break- 
fast parlour ,  whip  in  hand.  It  was  Mr.  Jack  Maldon ;  and  Mr. 
Jack  Maldon  was  not  at  all  improved  by  India«  I  thought.  I 
was  in  a  state  of  ferocious  virtue,  however,  as  to  voung  men 
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fftho  were  not  euUiog  down  tlie  trees  in  the  fereat  of  dkBiniltj; 
«itfl  fDy  .inf  ression  must  be  reoeived  with  due  aUowaaoe. 

'*Jfo.Jaek!**  said  the  Doctor,  "Copperfield!** 

>Mr.  Jftck  MiUdon  shook  hands  with  a^;  bat. not  Tery 
Tmvntly^  I  believed;  end  with  an  air  of  languid  patronage,  at 
which  I  secretly  took  great  umbrage.  Bat  his  languor  alto- 
gettker  msB  quite  a  wonder  Ail  sight ;  except  when  he. addressed 
himself  to  his  cousin  Anilie. 

"Haye  you  breakfasted- this  morning,  Mr.  Jack?*'  said  the 
Doctor. 

**I  hardly  ever  take  break&st,  Sir,**  he  replied,  with  his 
jbead  thrown  ba^  in  |m<  easy  chair.    * '  I  find  it  bores  me. " 

*'  Is  there  any  news  to'day  ?  **  inqiured  the  Doctor. 

''Nothing  at  all,  Sir/*  replied  Mr.  Maldon.  "Them  *s 
an- account  id>out  ^le  people  being  hungry  and  discontented 
down  in  the  JSTorth ,  but  they  are  d^way  s '  being  Jiungry  and  dis- 
contented somewhere." 

The  Doctor  looked  graTe^  and  said,  as  though  he/wtshed  to 
change  ;the. subject,  "Then  there 's  .no  newci-at  all;  and  no 
n«wSy  they  say,  is;good  news.** 

"There  's  a  long  statement  in  the  papers,  Sir,  About  a 
murder,*'  observed  Mr.  Maldon.  "But  somebody  is  always 
being  murdered ,  and  I  didn*  t  read  h, ' ' 

A  display  of. indifference  to  all  the  actions  and  passions  of 
mankind  was  not  supposed  to  be  such  a  distinguished  quality 
Ht  that  time,  I  think,  as  I  have  observed  it  to  be  considered 
lince.  I  have  known  it  veiy  fashionable  indeed.  I  have  seen 
it  displayed  with  such  success,  that  I  have  encountered  some 
fine  ladies  and  gentlemen  who  might  as  well  have  been  bom 
cxfcerpillars.  Perhaps  it  impressed  me  the  more  then,  be- 
cause it  was  new  to  me,  but  it  certainly  did  not  tend  to  esalt 
my  opinion  of,  or  to  strengthen  my  confidence  in,  Mr.  Jack 
Maldon. 
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*'I  came  out  to  inquire  whether  Annie  would  like  to  go  to 
the  opera  to-night,"  saidBlr.Maldon,  turning  to  her.  **It'8 
the  last  good  night  there  will  be,  this  season;  and  there 's  a 
singer  there,  whom  she  really  ought  to  hear.  She  is  perfectly 
exquisite.  Besides  which,  she  is  so  charmingly  ugly,'*  re- 
lapsing into  languor. 

The  Doctor,  ever  pleased  with  what  was  likely  to  please 
his  young  wife ,  turned  to  her  and  said : 

^"Toumustgo,  Annie.    You  must  go." 
r^**I  would  rather  not,"  she  said  to  the  Doctor.    *'I  prefer 
to  remain  at  home.    I  would  much  rather  remain  at  home." 

Without  looking  at  her  cousin,  she  tt^en  addressed  me, 
and  asked  me  about  Agnes,  and  whether  she  should  see  her, 
and  whether  she  was  not  likely  to  come  that  day;  and  was  so 
much  disturbed,  that  I  wondered  how  even  the  Doctor,  but- 
tering his  toast,  could  be  blind  to  what  was  so  obvious. 

But  he  saw  nothing.  He  told  her,  good-naturedly,  thet 
she  was  young  and  ought  to  be  amused  and  entertained,  and 
must  not  allow  herself  to  be  made  dull  by  a  dull  old  fellow. 
Moreover,  he  sud,  he  wanted  to  hear  her  sing  all  the  new 
singer's  songs  to  him ;  and  how  could  she  do  that  welf,  unless 
she  went?  So  the  Doctor  persisted  in  midcing  the  engagement 
for  her,  and  Mr.  Jack  Maldon  was  to  come  back  to  dinner. 
This  concluded,  he  went  to  his  Patent  place,  I  suppose;  bnt 
at  all  events  went  away  on  his  horse ,  looking  very  idle. 

I  was  curious  to  find  out  next  morning,  whether  she  had 
been.  She  had  not,  but  had  sent  into  London  to  put  her 
cousin  off;  and  had  gone  out  in  the  afternoon  to  see  Agnes, 
and  had  prevailed  upon  the  Doctor  to -go  with  her;  and  they 
had  walked  home  by  the  fields,  the  Doctoi^  told  me,  the 
evening  being  delightful.  I  wondered  then,  whether  she 
would  have  gone  if  Agnes  had  not  been  in  town,  and  whether 
Agnes  had  some  good  influence  over  her  too ! 
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She  did  not  look  rery  happy,  I  thought;  but  it  was  a  good 
face ,  or  a  very  false  one.  I  often  glanced  at  it,  for  she  sat  in 
the  window  all  the  time  we  were  at  work;  and  made  our 
breakfast,  which  we  took  by  snatches  as  we  were  employed. 
When  I  left,  at  nine  o'clock ,  she  was  kneeling  on  the  ground 
at  the  Doctor's  feet,  putting  on  his  shoes  and  gaiters  for  him. 
There  was  a  softened  shade  upon  her  face,  thrown  from  some 
green  leaves  overhanging  the  open  window  of  the  low  room; 
and  I  thought  all  the  way  to  Doctors'  Commons ,  of  the  ndght 
when  I  had  seen  it  looking  at  him  as  he  read. 

I  was  pretty  busy  now;  up  at  five  in  the  morning,  and 
home  at  nine  or  ten  at  night.  But  I  had  infinite  satisfaction 
in  being  so  closely  engaged ,  and  never  walked  slowly  on  any 
account,  and  felt  enthusiastically  that  the  more  I  tired  myself, 
the  more  I  was  doing  to  deserve  Dora.  I  had  not  revealed 
myself  in  my  altered  character  to  Dora  yet,  because  she  waa- 
coming  to  see  Miss  Mills  in  a  few  days,  and  I  deferred  all  I . 
had  to  tell  her  until  then;  merely  informing  her  in  my  letters 
(all  our  communications  were  secretly  forwarded  through 
Miss  Mills) ,  that  I  had  much  to  tell  her.  In  the  meantime ,  I 
put  myself  on  a  short  allowance  of  bear's  grease,  wholly 
abandoned  scented  soap  and  lavender  water,  and  sold  off 
three  waistcoats  at  a  prodigious  sacrifice,  as  being  too  luxu- 
rious for  my  stern  career. 

Not  satisfied  with  aU  these  proceedings,  but  burning  with 
impatience  to  do  something  more,  I  went  to  seeTraddles, 
now  lodging  up  behind  the  parapet  of  a  house  in  Castle  Street, 
Holborn.  Mr.  Dick,  who  had  been  with  me  to  Highgate 
twice  already,  and  had  resumed  his  companionship  with  the 
Doctor,  I  took  with  me. 

I  took  Mr.  Dick  with  me ,  because ,  actutely  sensitive  to 
my  aunt's  reverses,  and  sincerely  believing  that  no  galley- 
slave  or  convict  worked  as  I  did,   he  had  begun  to  fret  and 
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worry  himself  out  of  8|»irit8  and  appetite,  m  kaving  notbin^ 
useful  to  do.  In  this  condition,  he  felt  Mere  incapable  of 
finishing  the  Memorial  than  ever;  and  the  harder  he  worked 
at  it,  the  oflener  that  unlucky  head  of  King  Charles  the  First 
got  into  it.  Seriously  apprdiending  that  his  malady  would 
increase,  unless  we  put  some  innocent  deception  upon  him  and 
caused  him  to  believe  that  he  was  useM,  or  unless  we  could 
put  him  in  the  way  of  being  really  useful  (whieh  would  be 
better) ,  I  made  up  my  mind  to  try  if  Traddles  could  help'ue. 
Before  we  went,  I  wrote  Traddles  a  Ml  statement  of  all  that 
had  happened,  and  Tmddles  wrote  me  back  a  capital  answer, 
ezpressiTe  of  his  sympathy  and  friendship. 

We  found  him  hard  at  work  with  his  inkstand  and  papers, 
refreshed  by  the  sight  of  the  flowerpot->8tand  and  the  little 
round  table  in  a  comer  of  the  small  apartment.  He  received 
us  cordially,  and  made  friends  with  Mr.  Dick  in  a  moment. 
Mr.  Dick  professed  an  absolute  certainty  of  having  seen  him 
before,  and  we  both  said,  "Very  likely." 

The  first  subject  on  which  I  had  to  consult  Traddles  was 
this :  —  I  had  heard  that  many  men  distinguished  in  various 
pursuits  had  begun  life  by  reporting  the  debates  in  Parlia- 
ment. Traddles  having  mentioned  newspapers  to  me,  as  one 
of  his  hopes,  I  had  put  the  two* things  together,  and  told 
Traddles  in  my  letter  that  I  wished  to  know  howl  could  qitali- 
fy  myself  for  this  pursuit.  Traddles  now  informed  me ,  as  the 
result  of  his  inquiries,  that  the  mere  mechanical  aoqnisitioii 
necessary,  except  in  rare  cases ,  for  thorough  excellence  in  it, 
that  is  to  say ,  a  perfect  and  entire  command  of  the  mysteiy  of 
short-hand  writing  andTcading,  was  about  equal  in  diffieulty 
to  the  mastery  of  six  languages ;  and  that  it  might  perhaps  be 
attained,  by  dint  of  perseverance,  in  the  course  ofaf\iw  years. 
Traddles  reasonably  supposed  that  this  would  settle  the  bust- 
ness ;  but  I,  only  feeling  that  here  indeed  were  a  few  tall  trees 
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to  be  hewn  down,  immediately  reBolved  to  woxk  my  way  on  to 
Dora  through  this  UMiCket,  axe  in  hand. 

''I  am  Ywy  moch  obliged  to  you,  my  dear  TraddlesT* 
said  I.     **  1  '11  begin  to-morrow." 

Toddles  looked  astonished ,  as  he  well  might;  bot  he  had 
no  notion  as  yet  of  my  rapturous  condition. 

"  I  'U  buy  a  book  ,'*  said  I ,  "  with  a  good  scheme  of  this  art 
in  it;  1*11  work  at  it  at  the  Coihmons,  where  I  haven't  half 
enough  to  do ;  I  '11  take  down  the  speeches  in  our  court  for 
practice  —  Traddles,  my  dear  fellow ,  I'll  master  it!" 

''Dear  me,"  said  Traddles ,  opening  his  eyes,  "I  had  no 
idea  you  were  such  a  determined  character,  Gopperfield  I " 

I  don't  know  how  he  should  have  had,  for  it  was  new 
enough  to  me.  I  passed  that  off,  and  brought  Mr.  Dick  on  the 
carpet. 

"You  see,"  said  Mr.  Dick,  wistfully,  "if  I  could  exert 
myself,  Mr.  Traddles  —  if!  could  beat  a  drum  —  or  blow  any- 
thing!" 

Poor  fellow!  I  haye  little  doubt  he  would  have  preferred 
such  an  employment  in  his  heart  to  all  others.  Traddles,  who 
would  not  haye  smiled  fpr  the  world,  replied  composedly : 

"But  you  are  a  very  good  pen-maa»  Sir.  You  told  me  so, 
Copperaeld?" 

"Excellent!"  said  I.  And  indeed  he  was.  He  wrote  with 
extraordinary  neatness. 

"Don't  you  think,"  said  Tjraddles,  "you  could  copy 
writings,  Sir,  if  I  got  them  for  you?" 

Mr.  Dick  looked  doubtfully  at  me.    "Eh,  Trotwood?" 

I  shook  my  head.  Mr.  Dick  shook  his ,  and  sighed.  "  Tell 
him  about  the  Memorial,"  said  Mr.  Dick. 

I  explained  to  Traddles  that  there  was  a  difficulty  in 
keeping  King  Charles  the  First  out  of  Mr.  Dick's  matiuscripts : 
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Mr.  Dick  in  the  meanwhile  looking  yery  deferentially  and 
seriously  at  Trad  dies ,  and  sucking  his  thnmb. 

''Bat  these  writings,  you  know,  that  I  speak pf,  are  already 
drawn  up  and  finished,"  said  Traddles  after  a  little  con- 
sideration. "Mr.  Dick  has  nothing  to  do  with  them.  Wouldii*t 
that  make  a  difference,  Copperfield?  At  all  events  wouldn't 
it  be  well  to  try?" 

This  gave  us  new  hope.  Traddles  and  I  laying  our  heads 
together  apart,  while  Mr.  Dick  anxiously  watched  us  from  his 
chair,  we  concocted  a  scheme  in  virtue  of  which  we  got  him  to 
work  next  day,  with  triumphant  success. 

On  a  table  by  the  window  in  Buckingham  Street,  we  set 
out  the  work  Traddles  procured  for  him  — which  was  to  make, 
I  forget  how  many  copies  of  a  legal  document  about  some 
right  of  way  —  and  on  another  table  we  spread  the  last 
unfinished  original  of  the  great  Memorial.  Our  instructions  to 
Mr.  Dick  were  that  he  should  copy  exactly  what  he  had  before 
him,  without  the  least  departure  from  the  original;  and  that 
when  he  felt  it  necessary  to  make  the  slightest  allusion  to  King 
Charles  the  First,  he  should  fly  to  the  Memorial.  We  exhorted 
him  to  be  resolute  in  this^,  and  left  my  aunt  to  observe  him. 
My  aunt  reported  to  us ,  afterwards,  that,  at  first,  he  was  like 
a  man  playing  the  kettle-drums,  and  constantly  divided  his 
attentions  between  the  two ;  but  that,  finding  this  confuse  and 
fatigue  him,  and  having  his  copy  there «  plainly  before  his 
eyes,  he  soon  sat  at  it  in  an  orderly  business-like  manner,  and 
postponed  the  Memorial  to  a  more  convenient  time.  In  a 
word,  although  we  took  great  care  that  he  should  have  no 
more  to  do  than  was  good  for  him,  ard  although  he  <Hd  not 
begin  with  the  beginning  of  a  week,  he  earned  by  the  fol- 
lowing Satarday  night  ten  shillings  and  nine  pence ;  and  nerer, 
while  I  live,  shall  I  forget  his  going  about  to  all  the  shops  in 
the  neighbourhood  to  change  this  treasure  into  sixpences  ^  or 
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hiB  bringing  them  to  my  aunt  arranged  in  the  form  of  a  heart 
upon  a  waiter,  with  tears  of  joy  and  pride  in  his  eyes.  He  was 
like  one  under  the  propitious  influence  of  a  charm,  from  the 
moment  of  his  being  usefully  employed;  and  if  there  were  a 
happy  man  in  the  world,  that  Saturday  night,  it  was  the  grate- 
ful creature  who  thought  my  aunt  the  most  wonderful  woman 
in  existence ,  and  me  the  most  wonderful  young  man. 

VNo  starring  now,  Trotwood,"  said  Mr.  Dick,  shaking 
bands  with  me  in  a  comer.  "I  '11  provide  for  her.  Sir!  *'  and 
be  flourished  his  ten  fingers  in  the  air,  as  if  they  were  ten 
banks. 

I  hardly  know  which  was  the  better  pleased ,  Traddles  or  I. 
*'It  really,*'  said  Traddles,  suddenly,  taking  a  letter  out  of  his 
pocket,  and  giving  it  to  me,  *'put  Mr.  Micawber  quite  out 
of  my  head!" 

The  letter  (Mr.  Micawber  never  missed  any  possible  op- 
portunity of  writing  a  letter)  was  addressed  to  me,  "By  the 
kindness  of  T.  Traddles,  Esquire,  of  the  Inner  Temple.'* 
It  ran  thus :  — 

"My  deab  Coppebfibld, 

''You  may  possibly  not  be  unprepared  to  receive  the  in- 
timation that  something  has  turned  up.  I  may  have  mentioned 
to  you  on  a  former  occasion  that  I  was  in  expectation  of  such 
an  event.  ^ 

"I  am  abont  to  establish  myself  in  one  of  the  provincial 
towns  of  our  favoured  island,  (where  the  sodety  may  be 
described  as  a  happy  admixture  of  the  agricultural  and  the 
derioal),  in  immediate  connexion  with  one  of  the  learned 
professions*  Mrs.  Micawber  and  our  oflTspring  will  accompany 
me.  Our  ashes,  at  a  future  period,  will  probably  be  found 
coBuningled  in  the  cemetry  attached  to  a  venerable  pile,  for 
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which  ih«  spot  to  whieh  I  refer,  has  acqubed  a  reputatioiiy 
shall  I  saj  from  Chma  to  Fern  ? 

^In  bidding  adiea  to  the  modern  Babylon,  where  we  have 
undergone  many  Ticissitodes,  I  trast  not  ignobly,  Mrs.Mi- 
cawfoer  and  myself  cannot  disguise  from  our  minds  that  we 
part,  it  may  be  for  years  and  it  may  be  for  ever,  with  an 
individual  linked  by  strong  associations  to  the  altar  of  our 
domestic  life.    If,  on  the  eve  of  such  a  departure,  you  .will 
accompany  our  mutual  friend,  Mr.  Thomas  Traddles,  to  <mt 
present  abode ,  and  there  reciprocate  the- wishes  natural  to  the 
occasion,  you  will  confer  a  Boon 
"On 
"One 
"Who 
"Is 
"Ever  yours, 

"WiLKINS  MiCAWBEB." 

I  was  glad  to  find  that  Mr.  Micawber  had  got  rid  of  his  dust 
and  ashes,  and  that  something  really  had  turned  up  at  last. 
Learning  from  Traddles  that  the  invitation  referred  to  the 
evening  then  wearing  away,  I  expressed  my  readiness  to  do 
honour  to  it;  and  we  went  off  together  to  the  lodging  which 
Mr.  Micawber  occupied  as  Mr.  Mortimer,  and  which  yrnM 
situated  near  the  top  of  the  Gray's  Inn  Boad. 

The  resources  of  this  lodging  were  so  limited,  that  we 
found  the  twins,  now  some  eight  or  nhie  years  old,  reposing 
in  a  tum-np  bed«stead  in-  the  family  siltSng-room,  wlker« 
Mr.  ifioawfoer  had  prepared,  in  a  wash-hand-sttutd  jug,  whftC 
he  called  "a  Brew"  of  the  agpeeable'bevenige  for  wlii<fti  fa« 
was  famous.  I  had  the  pleasure,  on  tills  oecasibn,  ofrsnewinn 
the  acquaintance  of  Master  Micawber,  whom  I  ifound  a  pro- 
mising boy  of  about  twelve  or  thirteen,  very  sulijeet  to  that 
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reatleflsness  of  iimb  wfaich  is  not  an  anfreqaent  phenomenon 
in  yottthe  of  his  age.  I  also  became  onoe  more  known  to  his 
sister,  Miss  Micawber,  in  whom,  as  Mr*  Micawber  told  us, 
''  hepr  mother  renewed  her  youth ,  like  the  Fhomix. " 

**llij  d^ttr  Copperfield,*'  said  Mr.Micawber,  "yourself  and 
Mr«  Traddles  find  us  on  the  brink  of  migration,  and  will  ez- 
cofle  any  little  discomibrts  incidental  to  that  position.** 

GlanciAg  round  as  I  made  a  suitable  reply ,  I  observed  that 
liid  family  effects  w^e  already  packed,  and  that  the  amount 
of  luggage  was  by  no  means  overwhelming.  I  congratulated 
Mjts.  Micfvwber  on  the  approaching  change* 

**My  dear  Mr.  Coppfiorfield,*'  said  Mrs.  Micawber,  "of  your 
friendly  kiterest  in  all  our  affairs,  I  am  well  assured.  My 
family  may  consider  it  banishment,  if  they  please ;  but  I  am  a 
wife  and  mother,  and  I  never  will  desert  Mr.  Micawber." 

Traddles,  appealed  to,  by  Mrs.  Micawber*s  eye,  fedingly 
acquiesced. 

"That,"  said  Mrs.  Micawber,  "that,  at  least,  is  my  view, 
my  dear  Mr.  Copperfield  and  Mr.  Traddles,  of  the  obligation 
which  I  took  upon  myself  when  I  repeated  the  irrevocable 
words,  *I,  Emma,  take  thee,  Wilkins.*  I  read  the  service 
over  with  a  flat-eandle  on  the  previous  night,  and  the  con- 
clusion I  derived  from  it  was,  that  I  never  could  desert  Mr. 
2tficawber.  And,"  said  Mrs.  Micawber,  "though  it  is  possible 
I  may  be  austaken  in  my  view  of  the  ceremony ,  I  never  will ! " 

"My  dear,"  said  Mr.  Micawber,  a  little  impatiently,  "I  am 
not  conscious  that  you  are  expected  to  do  any  thing  of  the 
sort." 

"I  am  aware,  my  dear  Mr.  Copperfield,"  pursued  Mrs. 
Ifieawber,  "that  I  am  now  about  to  cast  my  lot  among 
strangers;  and  I  am  also  aware  that  the  various  members  of 
my  family,  to  whom  Mr.  Micawber  has  written  in  the  most  gen- 
tlemanly terms,  announcing  that  fact,  have  not  taken  the  le""^ 
Daoid  Copperfield.  /i.  24 
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notice  of  Mr/  Micawber*8  commiinication.  Indeed  I  may  be 
soperstitions,*'  said  Mrs.  Micawber,  ^'but  it  appears  to  me 
that  Mr.  Micawber  is  destined  neyer  to  deceive  any  answers 
whatever  to  the  great  majdrity  of  the  commnnications  he 
writes.  I  may  augur,  from  the  silence  of  my  family,  that  they 
object  to  the  resolution  I  hare  taken;  but  I  should  not  allow 
myself  to  be  swerved  from  the  path  of  duty,  Mr.  Copperfield, 
even  by  my  papa  and  mama,  were  they  still  living.** 

I  expressed  my  opinion  that  this  was  going  in  the  riglit 
direction. 

-**It  may  be  a  sacrifice,*'  said  Mrs.  Micawber,  "to  immure 
one's  self  in  a  Cathedral  town;  but  surely,  Mr.  Copperfield, 
if  it  is  a  sacrifice  in  me ,  it  is  much  more  a  sacrifice  in  a  man  of 
Mr.  Micawber's  abilities."    . 

'*  Oh  1    Ton  are  going  to  a  Cathedral  town?  "  said  I. 

Mr.  Micawber,  who  had  been  helping  us  all,  out  of  the 
wash-hand-stand  jug,  replied: 

"To  Canterbury.  In  fact,  my  dear  Copperfield,  I  have 
etitered  into  arrangements,  by  virtue  of  which  I  stand  pledged 
and  contracted  to  our  friend  Heep,  to  assist  and  serve  him  in 
the  capacity  of —  and  t<r  be  —  his  confidential  clerk'." 

I  stared  at  Mr.  Micawber,  who  greatly  enjoyed  my  surprise. 

«I  am  bound  to  state  to  you,"  he  said,  with  an  official 
air,  "that  the  business  habits,  and  the  prudent  suggestions, 
of  Mrs.  Micawber,  have  in  a  great  measure  coeduced  to  this 
result.  The  gauntlet,  to  which  Mrs.  Micawber  referred  upon 
a  former  occasion ,  being  thrown  down  in  the  form  of  an  ad- 
vertisement, was  taken  up  by  my  friend  Heep,  and  led  to  a 
mutual  recognition.  Of  my  friend  Heep,"  said  Mr.  Micawber, 
"who  is  a  man  of  remarkable  shrewdness,  I  desire  to  speak 
with  aU  possible  respect.  My  friend  Heep  has  not  fixed  the 
positive  remuneration  at  too  high  a  figure,  but  he  has  made  a 
great  deal,  in  the  way  of  extrication  from  the  pressure  of 
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peeaniaiy  dif&cnlties ,  oontiiigent  on  the  Taloe  of  my  services ; 
and  on  the  Talae  of  those  services  I  pin  my  futh.  Such  address 
and  intelligence  as  I  chaAce  to  possess,"  said  Mr.  Micawber, 
boastfully  disparaging  himself,  with  the  old  genteel  air,  '*  will 
be  devoted,to  my  friend  Heep's  service.  I  have  already  some 
acquaintance  with  the  law  •—  as  a  defendant  on  civil  process  — 
and  I  shall  immediately  apply  myself  to  the  Commentaries  of 
one  of  the  most  eminent  and  remarkable  of  our  English  Jurists. 
I  believe  it  is  unnecessary  to  add  that  I  allude  to  Mr.  Justice 
Blaekstone'." 

These  observations,  and  indeed  the  greater  part  of 
the  observations  made  that  evening,  were  interrupted 
by  Mrs.  Micawber's  discovering  .  that  Master  Micawber 
was  sitting  on  his  boots,  or  holding  his  head  on  with  both 
arms  as  if  he  felt  it  loose,  or  accidentally  kicking  Traddles 
u^der  the  table,  or  shuffling  his  feet  over  one  another,  or 
producing  them  at  distances  from  himself  apparently 
outrageous  to  nature,  or  lying  sideways  with  his  hair  among 
the  wine-glasses,  or  developing  his  restlessness  of  limb  In 
fome  other  form  incompatible  with  the  general  interests,  of 
society ;  and  by  Master  Micawber's  receiving  those  discoveries 
in  a  resentful  spirit.  I  sat  all  the  whUe ,  amazed  by  Mr.  Mi- 
cawber's disclosure,  and  wondering  what  it  meant;  until 
Mrs.  Micawber  resumed  the  thread  of  the  discourse,  and 
cliumed  my  attention. 

**  What  I  particularly  request  Mr.  Micawber  to  be  careful 
of,  is,"  said  Mrs.  Micawber,  "that  he  does  not,  my  dear 
Mr.  Copperfield,  in  applying  himself  to  this  subordinate 
branch  of  the  law ,  place  it  out  of  his  power  to  rise,  ultimately, 
to  the  top  of  the  tree.  I  am  convinced  that  Mr.  Micawber, 
giTing  his  mind  to  a  profession  so  adapted  to  his  fertile  re- 
sources ,  and  his  flow  of  language ,  must  distinguish  himself. 
Now,   for  example,  Mr.  Traddles,"   said  Mrs.  Micawber, 
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asrammg  a  profound  air,  ^^aJadge^  or  even  say  a  ChBaeeUor. 
Does  an  individoal  place  himself  bejrond  the  pale  of  th^ee 
preferments  by  entering  on  such  an  oflce  as  Mx.  Mioawber 
has  accepted?*' 

*'My  dear/*  observed  Mr.  Blicawber  •<-  but  glancing  in- 
quisitiyely  at  Traddles,  too;  *'we  have  time  enough  belore 
us,  for  the  consideration  of  those  questions.** 

**Micawber,'*  she  returned,  ''no!  Your  mistake  in  life  is, 
that  you  do  not  look  forward  far  enough.  Yon  are  bound,  in 
justice  to  your  family,  if  not  to  yourself,  to  take  in  at  a  com- 
prehensive glance  the  extremest  point  in  the  horizon  to  vhich 
your  abiUdes  may  lead  you." 

Mr.  Micawber  coughed,  and  drank  his  punc&  witii  an  air 
of  exceeding  sattefaetion  —  stiH  glancing  at  Traddles,  as  if  be 
desired  to  have  his  opinion. 

^Why,  the  plain  state  of  the  case,  Mrs.  Micawber,"  said 
Traddles,  mildly  breaking  the  truth  to  her,  **  I  meaa  the  real 
prosaic  fact,  you  know  —  ** 

"Just  so,**  said  Mrs.  Micawber,  '^my  dear  Mr.  Traddles, 
I  wish  to  be  as  prosaic  and  literal  as  possible  on  a  subject  of  so 
much  importance." 

** — Is,**  said  Traddles,  *' that  this  branch  of  the  law,  even 
if  Mr.  Micawber  were  a  regular  solicitor  —  " 

"Exactly  so,*'  returned  Mrs.  Micawber.  ("Wilkins,  you 
are  squinting,  and  will  not  be  able  to  get  your  eyes  back.*^ 

** — Has  nothing,"  pursued  Traddles,  "to  do  with  that. 
Only  a  barrister  is  eligible  for  such  prefbrments ;  and  lifr.  Mi> 
cawber  could  not  be  a  barrister,  without  being  entered  at  an 
inn  of  court  as  a  student,  for  five  years." 

"Do  I  follow  you?*'  smd  Mrs.  Micawber,  with  her  most 
affable  air  of  business.  "Do  I  understand,  my  dear  Mr. 
Traddles,  that,  at  the  expiration  of  that  period,  Mr.  Micaw- 
ber would  be  eligible  as  a  Judge  or  Chancellor?' 
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''He  woiiM  be  eUgibie^"  returned  Tvaddle0»  with  a  strong 
emphaaift  on  that  word." 

•'Thank  you,"  Baid  Mrs.  Mioawber.  "That  ifl  quite  suf- 
ficient. If  such  is  the  ease ,  and  Mr.  Mieawber  forfeits  no  pri- 
Tilege  by  enteriai;  on  these  duties,  my  anxiety  is  set  at  rest. 
I  speafc,"  said  Mrs.  Mieawber,  ''as  a  female,  necessarily ;  but 
I  have  always  been  of  opinion  that  Mr.  Mieawber  possesses 
what  I  have  heard  my  papa  call,  when  I  lived  at  home,  the 
judicial  mind ;  and  I  hope  Mr.  Mieawber  is  now  entering  on  a 
field  where  that  mind  will  deyelope  itself,  and  take  a  com- 
manding station." 

I  quite  believe  that  Mr.  Mieawber  saw  himself,  in  his 
judidal  mind*s  eye,  on  the  woolsack.  He  passed  his  hand 
oomplacently  over  his  bald  head,  and  said  with  ostentatious 
resignation: 

"My  dear,  we  will  not  anticipate  the  decrees  of  fortune. 
If  I  am  reserved  to  wear  a  wig,  I  am  at  least  prepared,  exter- 
nally," m  allusion  to  his  baldness,  "  for  that  distinction.  I  do 
not,"  said  Mr.  Mieawber,  "regret  my  hair,  and  I  may  have 
been  deprived  of  it  for  a  specific  purpose.  I  cannot  say.  It 
is  my  intention,  ray  dear  Copperfield,  to  educate  my  son  for 
ihe  Church ;  I  will  not  deny  that  I  should  be  happy,  on  his  ac* 
county  to  attain  to  eminence." 

"For  the  Church?"  said  I,  still  pondering,  between- 
whiles,  on  Uriah  Heep. 

"Yes,"  said  Mr.  Mieawber.  "He  has  a  remarkable  head- 
voioe,  and  will  commence  as  a  chorister.  Our  residence  at 
Canterbury,  and  our  local  connexion,  will,  no  doubt,  enable 
htm  to  take  advantage  of  any  vacancy  that  may  arise  in  the 
Cathedral  corps« 

On  looking  at  Master  Mieawber  again ,  I  saw  that  he  had  a 
certain  expression  of  face ,  as  if  his  voice  were  behind  his  eye- 
brows; where  it  presently  appeared  to  be,  on  his  singing '^ 
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(as  an  altornaliTe  between  that  and  bed)  *vThe  Wood-Pecker 
tapping."  After  many  compliments  on  this  performance,  we 
fell  into  some  general  conversation;  and  as  I  was  too  fall  of 
mj  desperate  intentions  to  keep  my  altered  oircnmstances  to 
myself,  I  made  them  known  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Micawber.  I 
cannot  express  how  extremely  delighted  they  both  were,  by 
the  idea  of  my  aant*s  being  in  difficnlties;  and  how  comfort- 
able and  friendly  it  made  them. 

When  we  were  nearly  come  to  the  lastroand  of  the  punch, 
I  addressed  myself  to  Traddles,  and  remifaded  him  that  we 
must  not  separate,  without  wishing  oar  friends  health,  hap- 
piness, and  success  in  their  new  career.  I  begged  Mr.  Mi- 
cawber to  fill  us  bumpers,  and  proposed  the  toast  in  due 
form:  shaking  hands  with  him  across  the  table,  and  kissing 
Mrs.  Micawber,  to  commemorate  that  eventful  occasion. 
Traddles  imitated  me  in  the  first  particular,  but  did  not  con- 
sider himself  a  sufficiently  old  friend  to  venture  on  the 
second. 

''My  dear  Copperfield  ,**  said  Mr.  Micawber,  rising  with 
one  of  his  thumbs  in  each  of  his  waistcoat  pockets,  "the  com- 
panion of  my  youth :  if  I  may  be  allowed  toe  expression  —  «nd 
my  esteemed  friend  Traddles :  it  I  may  be  permitted  to  call 
him  so  —  will  allow  me,  on  the  part  of  Mrs.  Micawber,  my- 
self, and  our  offspring,  to  thank  them  in  the  warmest  and 
most  uncompromising  terms  for  their  good  wishes.  It  may  be 
expected  that  on  the  eve  of  a  migration  which  will  consign  us 
to  a  perfectly  new  existence,'*  Mr.  Micawber  spoke  as  if  they 
were  going  five  hundred  thousand  miles,  **I  should  offer  a 
few  valedictory  remarks  to  two  such  friends  as  I  see  before  me. 
But  all  that  I  have  to  say  in  this  way,  I  have  said.  Whatever 
station  in  society  I  may  attain,  through  the  medium  of  the 
learned  profession  of  which  lam  about  to  become  an  unworthy 
•uember,  I  shall  endeavour  not  to  disgrace,  and  Mrs.  Micaw— 


^ 

V 


375 

Iber  will  be  safe  to  adorn.  Under  the  temporary  pressure  of 
peconiary  liabilities,  contracted  with  a  view  to  their  immediate 
liqQidation,  bat  remuning  onliqcudated  through  a  combination 
of  circumstances,  I  have  been  under  the  necessity  of  assuming 
a  garb  from  which  mj  natural  instincts  recoil —  I  allude  to 
spectacles  —  and  possessing  myself  of  a  cognomen,  to  which 
I  can  establish  no  legitimate  pretensions.  All  I  have  to  say 
on  that  score  is,  that  the  cloud  has  passed  from  the  dreary 
scene,  and  the  God  of  Day  is  once  more  high  upon  the  moun- 
tain tops.  On  M6nday  next,  on  the  arriyal  of  the  four  o'clock  ^:  ^. 
afternoon  coach  at  Canterbury,  my  foot  will  be  on  my  native  ^^  ,\ 
heath  —  my  name,  Micawber!"  -^ 

'^ Mr.  Micawber  resumed  his  seat  on  the  dose  of  these  re- 
marks, and  drank  two  glasses  of  pimch  in  grave  succession. 
He  then  said  with  much  solemmty : 

'*  One  thing  more  I  have  to  do,  before  this  separation  is 
complete,  and  that  is  to  perform  an  act  of  justice.  My  friend 
Mr.  Thomas  Traddles  has,  on  two  sevcval  occasions,  'put 
his  name,  *  if  I  may  use  a  common  expression,  to  bills  of  ex- 
change for  my  accommodation.  On  the  first  occasion  Mr. 
Thomas  Traddles  was  left  —  let  me  say,  in  short,  in  the  lurch. 
The  fulfilment  of  the  second  has  not  yet  arrived.  The  amount 
of  the  first  obligation,'*  here  Mr.  Micawber  carefully  referred 
to  papers,  ''was,  I  believe,  twenty-three,  four,  nine  and  a 
half;  of  the  second,  according  to  my  entry  of  that  transaction, 
eighteen,  six,  two.  These  sums,  united,  make  a  total,  if 
my  calculation  is  correct,  amonntmg  to  forty-one,  ten,  eleven 
and  a  half.  My  friend  Copperfield  will  perhaps  do  me  the 
favour  to  check  that  total?" 
I  dad  so  and  found  it  correct. 

"To  leave  this  metropolis,"  said  Mr.  Micawber,  ''and  my 
friend  Mr.  Thomas  Traddles,  without  acquitting  myself  of  the 
pecuniary  part  of  this  obligation,  would  weigh  upon  my  miP'^ 
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to  aa  iiisapporiable  extmt.  I  have,  Hhetefote^  ppep«red  for 
my  friend  Mr.  Thomas  TraddJea,  sad  I  now  Iiold  in  my  hand,, 
a  document,  which  accompliidies  the  deared  object*  I  beg 
to  hand  to  mj  friend  Mr.  Thomas  Traddles  mj  L  O.  U.  for 
forty-one ,  ten ,  eleren  and  a  half;  and  I  am  happy  to  cecoTer 
my  moral  dignity,  and  to  know  that  I  can  once  more  walk 
erect  before  my  fellow  man  1 " 

With  this  introduction  (which  greatly  asffeetod  him),  Mr. 
Mioawber  placed  his  L  O.  U.  in  the  hands  of  Traddles,  and 
said  he  wished  him  well  in  every  rdation  of  life.  I  am  per* 
snaded,  not  only  that  this  was  quito  the  same  to  Mr.  Mioawber 
as  paying  the  money,  bat  that  Traddles  himself  hardly  knew 
the  difference  until  he  had  had  time  to  tkiok  about  it* 

Mr.  Micawber  walked  so  erect  belbre  his  fSsUow  man,  ea 
the  strength  of  this  virtaous  actiion,  thai  his  chest  looked  hidf 
as  broad  again  mhen  he  lightod  us  down  stairs.  We  parted 
with  great  heartiness  on  both  sides;  and  when  I  had  eees^ 
Traddles  to  his  own  door,  and  was  going  home  alone,  I 
thought,  among  the  other  odd  and  contradictory  things  I 
mused  upon,  that,  slippery  asMr.  Micawber  was,  I  was  pro* 
bably  indebted  to.  some  oompasMonato  recollection  he  re- 
tained of  me  as  his  boy-lodger,  for  nerer  having  been  asked 
by  him  for  money.  I  certainly  ^oold  not  haire  had  the  morsd 
courage  to  refuse  it ;  and  I  have  no  doubt  he  knew  that  (to  his 
credit  be  it  written) ,  quite  as  well  as  I  dtd. 


CHAPTER  XXI, 

A  linle  cold  water. 

Mt  new  life  had  lasted  £ot  more  tiian  a  week ,  and  I  was 
stronger  tiiiai  evet  in  those  tremendons  practical  resohitions 
that  I  felt  the  crisiB  required.  I  continued  to  walk  extremely 
fast,  and  to  have  a  general  idea  that  I  was  getting  on.  I  made 
it  a  rale  to  take  as  much  out  of  mysdf  as  I  posiihly  could,  in 
mj  way  of  doing  everything  to  which  I  applied  my  energies.  I 
made  a  perfect  Tietim  of  myself.  I  even  entertained  some  idea 
of  putting  myself  on  a  Tegetable  diet,  vaguely  conceiving  that, 
in  becoming  a  graminivorous  ainmBl,  I  should  sacrifice  to  Dora. 

As  yet,  little  Dora  was  quite  unconscious  of  my  desperate 
firmness,  otherwise  than  as  my  letters  darkly  riiadowed  it 
forth.  But,  another  Saturday  came,  and  on  that  Saturday 
evening  she  was  to  be  at  ]2Gss  Mills's;  and  when  Mr.  MiUs  had 
gome  to  his  whist-dufa  (telegraphed  to  me  in  the  street,  foy  a 
bird-cage  in  the  drawing-room  middle  window),  I  was  to  go 
there  to  tea. 

By  this  time,  we  were  quite  settled  down  in  Buckingham 
Street,  where  Mr.  Dick  continued  his  copying  in  a  state  of 
absofarte  feKcity.  My  aunt  had  obtained  a  signal  victory  over 
Mrs.  Crupp,  by  paying  her  ofiT,  throwing  the  first  pitcher  she 
planted  on  the  stairs  out  of  window,  and  protecting  in  person, 
op  and  down  the  stiurcase,  a  supexnumerary  whom  she  en- 
gaged from  the  outer  world.  These  vigorous  measures  struck 
such  terror  to  die  breast  of  Mrs.  Crupp,  that  she  subsided  mto 
her  own  kitchen ,  under  the  impression  that  my  aunt  was  mad. 
My  aunt  being  supremely  indifferent  to  Mrs.  Crupp*s  opinion 
and  everybody  else's ,  and  rather  favouring  than  discouraging 


878 


the  idea,  Mrs.  Crupp,  of  late  the  bold,  became  within  a  few 
days  so  faint-hearted,  that  rather  than  encounter  my  aunt 
upon  the  staircase,  she  would  endeavour  to  hide  her  portly 
form  behind  doors  —  leaving  visible,  however,  a  wide  margin 
of  flannel  pelticoat  — r  or  would  shrink  into  dark  comers.  This 
gave  my  aunt  such  unspeakable  satisfaction ,  that  I  believe  she 
took  a  delight  in  prowling  up  and  down ,  with  her  bonnet 
insanely  perched  on  the  top  of  her  head,  at  times  when  l&s. 
Cmpp  was  likely  to  be  in  the  way. 

My  aunt,  being  uncommonly  neat  and  ingenious,  made  so 
many  little  improvements  in  our  domestic  arrangements,  that 
I  seemed  to  be  richer  instead  of  poorer.  Among  the  rest,  she 
converted  the  pantry  into  a  dressing-room  for  me;  and  pur- 
chased and  embellished  a  bedstead  for  my  occupation,  which 
looked  as  like  a  bookcase  in  the  daytime,  as  a  bedstead  could. 
I  was  the  object  of  her  constant  solicitude;  and  my  poor 
mother  herself  could  not  have  loved  me  better,  or  studied 
more  how  to  make  me  happy. 

Peggotty  had  considered  herself  .fiighly  privileged  in  being 
allowed  to  participate  in  these  labours ;  and,  although  she  stiU 
retained  something  of  her  old  sentiment  of  awe  in  reference 
to  my  aunt,  had  received  so  many  marks  of  emconragement 
and  confidence,  that  they  were  the  best  friends  possible.  But 
the  time  had  now  come  (I  am  speaking  of  the  Saturday  when 
I  was  to  take  tea  at  Miss  Mills's)  when  it  was  necessary  for  het 
to  return  home,  and  enter  on  the  discharge  of  the  daties  she 
had  undertaken  in  behalf  of  Ham.  "So  good  bye ,  Barkis,** 
said  my  aunt,  "  and  take  care  of  yourself  1  I  am  sore  I  never 
thought  I  could  be  sorry  to  lose  you  1  *' 

I  took  Peggotty  to  the  coach-office,  and  saw  her  off.  She 
cried  at  parting,  and  confided  her  brother  to  my  friendship 
as  EUun  had  done.  We  had  heard  nothing  of  him  since  he 
went  away,  that  sunny  afternoon. 
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"And  now,  my  own  dear  Davy,'*  said  Peggotty,  ''if^  while 
jon  're  a  prentice,  yon  should  want  any  money  to  spend;  or 
if,  when  yon  *re  ont  of  yonr  time,  my  dear,  you  should  want 
any  to  set  yon  up  (and  you  must  do  one  or  other,  or  both,  my 
darling) ;  who  has  such  a  good  right  to  ask  leave  to  lend  it 
you,  as  my  sweet  girl's  own  old  stupid  me ! " 

I  was  not  so  savagely  independent  as  to  say  anything  in 
reply,  but  that  if  ever  I  borrowed  money  of  any  one,  I  would 
borrow  it  of  her.  Next  to  accepting  a  large  sum  on  the  spot, 
I  belieye  this  gave  Peggotty  more  comfort  than  anything  I 
could  have  done. 

*'And,  my  dear!"  whispered  Peggotty,  **teU  the  pretty 
little  angel  that  I  should  so  have  liked  to  see  her,  only  for  a 
minute  I  And  tell  her  that  before  she  marries  my  boy,  I'll  come 
and  make  your  house  so  beautiful  ibr  you,  if  you  '11  let  me ! " 

I  declared  that  nobody  else  should  touch  it;  and  this  gave 
Peggotty  such  delight  that  she  went  away  in  good  spirits. 

I  fatigued  myself  as  much  as  I  possibly  could  in  the  Com- 
mons all  day,  by  a  variety  of  devices,  and  at  the  appointed 
tame  in  the  evening  repaired  to  Mr.  Mills's  street.  Mr.  Mills, 
who  was  a  terrible  fellow  to  faU  asleep  after  dinner,  had  not 
yel  gone  out,  and  there  was  no  bird-cage  in  the  middle  window. 

He  kept  me  waiting  so  long,  that  I  fervently  hoped  the 
Club  would  fine  him  for  being  late.  At  last  he  came  out ;  and 
then  I  saw  my  own  Dora  hang  up  the  bird-cage ,  and  peep  into 
the  balcony  to  look  for  me,  and  run  in  again  when  she  saw  I 
was  there,  while  Jip  remained  behind,  to  bark  injuriously  at 
an  immense  butcher's  dog  in  the  street,  who  could  have  taken 
him  like  a  pill.    ^ 

Dora  came  to  the  drawing-room  door  to  meet  me;  and  Jip 
came  scrambling  out,  tumbling  over  his  own  growls,  under  the 
impression  that  I  was  a  Bandit;  and  we  all  three  went  in,  as 
happy  flttd  loinng  as  could  be.    I  soon  carried  desolation  int'^ 
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the  bosom  of  our  jojrs  —  not  that  I  meant  to  do  it,  but  that  I 
iras  so  fall  of  the  subject  —  by  aaking  Dora,  without  the  small- 
est preparation,  if  she  could  love  a  beggar? 

My  pretty,  Httle,  startled  D  ora  1  Her  only  aasociataon  with 
the  word  was  a  yellow  face  and  a  nightcap,  or  a  pair  of  crutches 
or  a  wooden  leg,  or  a  dog  with  a  decanter*staad  in  his  month* 
or  something  of  that  kind;  and  she  stared  at  me  with  ^e  most 
delightful  wonder* 

^'How  can  you  ask  me  anything  so  foolish ! "  pouted  Dora. 
"Love  a  beggar  I** 

'*  Dora,  piy  own  dearest !  '*  said  I.    *<  /  am  a  beggar  I  ** 

**How  can  you  be  such  a  silly  thing,**  relied  Dora,  slap- 
ping my  hand,  "  as  to  sit  there,  telling  such  stories?  I  '11  make 
Jip  bite  you !  *' 

Her  childish  way  was  Uie  most  delicious  way  in  the  world  to 
me,  but  it  was  necessary  to  be  exptict,and  I  solemnly  repea^d : 
Dora,  my  own  life,  I  am  your  ruined  David  I " 
I  declare  I  '11  make  Jip  bite  you ! "  said  Dora,  shaking  her 
curls,  **if  you  are  so  ridioulous." 

But  I  looked  so  serious,  that  Dora  left  off  shaking  her  Carls* 
and  laid  her  trembling  little  hand  upon  my  shoulder^  and  firai 
looked  scared  and  ana:ious,  then  began  to  cry.  That  w«s 
dreadful.  I  fell  upon  my  knees  before  the  sofa,  caresatng  her» 
and  imploring  her  not  to  rend  my  heart;  but,  for  some  tune* 
poor  little  Dora  did  nothing  but  exclaim*  Oh  dear  1  oh  dear  I 
And  ohv  she  was  ^o  frightened !  And  where  was  Julia  Mille  1 
And  oh,  take  her  to  Julia  Mills,  and  go  away,  please  I  until  I 
was  almost  beside  myself. 

At  last,  after  an  agony  of  supplication  and  proteatalioii»  I 
got  Dora  to  look  at  me,  with  a  horrified  expression  of  fitoe, 
which  I  gradually  soothed  until  it  was  only  loWi^)  and  her  aoft, 
pretty  cheek  was  lying  against  mine.  Then  I  told  her,  witK 
my  arms  dasped  round  her*  how  I  loved  her,  so  dearly,  and  eo 
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deftrlj;  how  I  felt  it  r^ht  to  offer  to  release  her  from  her  en- 
gagement,  beoaose  now  I  was  poor;  how  I  nerer  coald  bear  ii, 
or  recover  it,  if  I  lost  her;  how  I  had  no  fears  of  poYerty,  if  she 
had  none,  my  arm  being  nerved  and  my  heart  inspired  by  her; 
how  I  was  already  working  with  a  courage  such  as  none  but 
lovers  knew ;  how  I  had  begun  to  be  practical,  and  to  look  into 
the  future ;  how  a  crust  well  earned  was  sweeter  far  than  a  feast 
kihefited;  and  much  more  to  the  same  purpose,  which  I  de- 
fivered  in  a  burst  of  passionate  eloqneaee  quite  surprising  to 
myself,  though  I  had  been  thinking  about  it,  day  and  night, 
ever  since  my  aunt  had  astonished  me. 

'*Is  your  heart  mine  still,  dear  Dora?*'  said  I,  rapturously, 
for  I  knew  by  her  clinging  to  me  that  it  was. 

♦*Oh,  yes  I"  cried  Dora.  "Oh,  yes,  it 'sail  yours.  Oh, 
donH  be  dreadful  I " 

/dreadful!    To  Dora  I 

'^Don't  talk  about  being  poor,  and  working  hard  I**  siud 
Dora,  nestling  closer  to  me.    '*  Oh,  don't,  don't ! " 

*^My  dearest  love,"  said  I,  ^' the  crust  well-earned  — " 

"Oh,  yes;  but  I  don't  want  to  hear  any  more  about  crusts  t" 
said  Dora.  "  And  Jlp  must  have  a  mutton»chop  every  day  at 
twelve,  or  he  *11  die ! " 

I  was  charmed  with  her  childish,  winning  way.  I  fondly 
explained  to  Dora  that  Jip  should  have  his  mutton-chop  with 
his  accustomed  regularity.  I  drew  a  picture  of  our  frugal  home, 
made  independent  by  my  labour — sketching-in  the  little  house 
I  had  seen  at  Highgate,  and  my  aunt  in  her  room  up-stairs. 

"I  am  not  dreadful  now,  Dora?  "  said  I,  tenderly. 

'^Oh,  no,  nol"  cried  Dora.  "But  I  hope  your  aunt  will 
keep  in  her  own  room  a  good  deal  1  And  I  hope  she 's  not  a 
scolding  old  thing  I " 

If  it  were  possible  for  me  to  love  Dora  morethan  ever,  I  am 
sure  I  did.    But  I  felt  she  was  a  little  impracticable.    It  dair* 
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ed  my  new-bom  ardour,  to  find  that  ardoar  so  difficoU  of  com- 
munication to  her.  I  made  another  trial.  When  she  was  quite 
herself  again,  and  was  curling  Jip's  ears,  as  he  lay  upon  her 
lap,  I  became  grave,  and  said : 

*'  My  own  t    May  I  mention  something  ?  *' 

"Oh,  please  don*t  be  practical!**  said  Dora,  coaxingly. 
**  Because  it  frightens  me  so !  *' 

*^Sweet  hearti  **  I  returned;  *^  there  is  nothing  to  alarm  you 
in  all  this.  I  want  you  to  think  of  it  quite  differently.  I  want 
to  make  it  nerve  you,  and  inspire  you,  Dora  I " 

"Oh,  but  that 's  so  shocking  I  **  tidied  Dora. 

"My  love,  no.  Perseverance  and  strength  of  character 
will  enable  us  to  bear  much  worse  things.** 

"But  I  haven't  got  any  strength  at  all,**  said  Dora,  shaking 
her  curls.  "Have  I,  Jip?  Oh,  do  kiss  Jip,  and  be 
agreeable  I " 

It  was  impossible  to  resist  kissing  Jip,  when  she  held  him 
up  to  me  for  that  purpose,  putting  her  own  bright,  rosy  little 
mouth  into  kissing  form,  as  she  directed  the  operation,  which 
she  insisted  should  be  performed  symmetrically^  on  the  centre 
of  his  nose.  I  did  as  she  bade  me— rewarding  myself  after- 
wards for  my  obedience  —  and  she  charmed  me  out  of  m^^ 
graver  character  for  I  don*t  know  how  long. 

"But,  Dora,  my  beloved  I**  said  I,  at  last  resuming  it;  **1 
was  going  to  mention  something.'* 

The  Judge  of  the  Prerogative  Court  might  have  fallen  in 
love  with  her,  to  see  her  fold  her  little  hands  and  hold  them 
up,  begging  and  praying  me  not  to  be  dreadful  any  more. 

"Indeed  I  am  not  going  to  be,  my  darling  I  *'  I  assured  her. 
"But,  Dora,  my  love,  ifyou  will  sometimes  think,  —  not  de- 
spondingly,  you  know ;  far  from  that  I  —  but  if  you  will  some- 
times  think  —  just  to  encourage  yourself  —  that  you  are  en- 
gaged to  a  poor  man  —  " 
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" Don't,  don't !  Pray  don't ! "  cried  Dora.  "It  'b  so  very 
dreadful  1" 

"My  Boul,  not  at  all!"  said  I,  cheerfully.  "If  yon  will 
Bometimes  think  of  that,  and  look  about  now  and  then  at  your 
papa'B  housekeeping,  and  endeavour  to  acquire  a  little  habit 
—  of  accounts,  for  instance — " 

Poor  little  Dora  received  this  suggestion  with  something 
that  was  half  a  sob  and  half  a  scream. 

" —  It  will  be  so  useful  to  us  afterwards,"  I  went  on.  "  And 
if  you  would  promise  me  to  read  a  little  —  a  little  Cookery 
Book  that  I  would  send  you,  it  would  be  so  excellent  for  both 
of  us.  For  our  path  in  life,  my  Dora,"  said  I,  warming  with 
the  subject,  "is  stony  and  rugged  now,  and  it  rests  with  us  to 
Bmooth  it.  We  must  fight  our  way  onward.  We  must  be 
brave.  There  are  obstacles  to  be  ^aet,  and  we  must  meet,  alid 
crush  them  1 " 

I  was  going  on  at  a  great  rate ,  with  a  clenched  hand ,  and  a 
most  enthusiastic  countenance ;  but  it  was  quite  unnecessary 
to  proceed.  I  had  said  enough.  I  had  done  it  again.  Oh, 
she  was  so  frightened  I  Oh,  where  was  Julia  Mills!  Oh, 
take  her  to  Julia  Mills,  and  go  away,  please!  So  that,  in 
short,  I  was  quite  distracted,  and  raved  about  the  drawing- 
room. 

I  thought  I  had  killed  her,  this  time.  I  sprinkled  water  on 
her  face.  I  went  down  on  my  knees.  I  plucked  at  my  hair. 
I  denounced  myself  as  a  remorseless  brute  and  a  ruthless 
beast.  I  implored  her  forgiveness.  I  besought  her  to  look 
np.  I  ravaged  Miss  Mills's  work-box  for  a  smelling-bottle,  and 
in  my  agony  of  mind  applied  an  ivory  needle-case  instead,  and 
dropped  all  the  needles  over  Dora.  I  shook  my  fists  at  Jip, 
who  was  as  franctic  as  myself.  I  did  every  wild  extravagance 
that  could  be  done,  and  was  a  long  way  beyond  the  end  of  my 
wits  when  Miss  Mills  came  into  the  room. 
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^' Who  has  done  tkiBl"  exclaimed  Miss  MUIb,  sticoDurtng 
her  friend. 

I  replied,  "/,  Mtss Mills!  /  have  done  HI  Behold  the 
destroyer  1 "  —  or  words  to  that  effect  — :  and  hid  my  face  from 
the  light,  in  the  Bofa  eusfaion. 

At  first  Miss  Mills  thought  it  was  a  quarrel,  and  that  we 
were  verging  on  the  Desert  of  Siihara ;  but  she  soon  foand  out 
how  matters  stood,  for  my  dear  affedUonate  little  Dora,  em- 
bracing her,  began  exdaiming  that  I  was  ^'apoorkboorer;'* 
and  then  cried  for  me ,  and  embraced  me ,  and  asked  me  wocdd 
I  let  her  g^ve  me  all  her  money  to  keep,  and  then  feU  on  Miss 
Ifills's  neck,  sobbing  as  if  her  tender  heart  were  broken. 

Miss  Mills  must  have  been*bom  to  be  a  blessing  to  us.  She 
ascertained  from  me  in  a  few  words  whait  it  was  all  about^  com- 
forted Dora,  and  gradually  convinced  ber  that  I  was  not  a 
labourer  —  from  my  manner  .of  stating  the  case  I  believe  Dora 
concluded  that  I  was  a  navigator,  and  went  balancing  myself 
up  and  down  a  plank  all  day  with  a  wheelbarrow  —  and  so 
brought  ns  together  in  peace.  When  we  were  quite  oomr 
posed,  and  Dora  had  gone  up-stairs  to  put  some  rose-water  to 
her  eyes.  Miss  MiMs  rang  for  tea*  In  the  ensuing  interval,  I 
told  Miss  Mills  that  she  was  evennore  my  friend ,  and  that  my 
heart  must  cease  to  vibrate  ere  I  could  forget  her  sympathy- 

I  then  expounded  to  Miss  Mills  what  I  had  endeavoured,  so 
very  nnsuccessfully,  to  expound  to  Dora.  Miss  Mills  replied,  on 
general  principles,  that  the  Cotttage  of  content  was  better  than 
the  Palace  of  cold  splendour,  and  that  where  love  was,  all  ways. 

I  said  to  Miss  Mills  that  this  was  vety  true ,  and  who  should 
know  it  better  than  I,  who  loved  Dova  with  a  love  that  never 
mortal  had  experienced  yet.  But  on  Miss  Mills  observing, 
with  despondency,  that  it  were  well  indeed  for  some  hearts  if 
this  were  so,  I  explained  that  I  begged  leave  to  restrict  the 
observation  to  mortals  of  the  masculine  gender. 
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I  then  pat  it  to  Miss  Mills,  to  say  whether  she  considered 
that  there  was  or  was  not  any  practical  merit  in  the  suggestion  I 
had  been  anzions  to  make,  concerning  the  accounts,  thehonse- 
keeping,  and  the  Cookery  Book? 

Miss  Mills,  afier  some  consideration,  thns  replied: 

'*Mr.  Copperfield,  I  will  be  plain  with  yon.  Mental  suf- 
fering and  trial  supply,  in  some  natures,  the  place  of  years,  and 
I  will  be  as  plain  with  you  as  if  I  wore  a  Lady  Abbess.  No. 
The  suggestion  is  not  appropriate  to  our  Dora.  Our  dearest 
Dora  is  a  favourite  child  of  nature.  She  is  a  thing  of  light,  and 
airiness,  and  j  oy  •  I  am  free  to  confess  that  if  it  could  be  done, 
it  might  be  well ,  but  — * '    And  Miss  Mills  shook  her  head. 

I  was  encouraged  by  this  closing  admission  on  the  part  of 
Miss  Mills  to  ask  her,  whether,  for  Dora's  sake ,  if  she  had  any 
opportunity  of  luring  her  attention  to  such  preparations  for  an 
earnest  life,  she  would  avail  herselF  of  it?  Miss  Mills  replied 
in  the  affirmative  so  readily,  that  I  further  asked  her  if  she 
would  take  charge  of  the  Cookery  Book;  and,  if  she  ever 
could  insinuate  it  upon  Dora's  acceptance,  without  frightening 
ber,  undertake  to  do  me  that  crowning  service.  Mbs  Mills 
accepted  this  trust,  too ;  but  was  not  sanguine. 

And  Dora  returned,  looking  such  a  lovely  little  creature, 
thatlreally  doubted  whether  she  ought  to  be  troubled  with  any- 
thing so  ordinary.  And  she  loved  me  so  much,  and  was  so  capti- 
vating, (particularly  when  she  made  Jip  stand  on  his  hind  legs 
for  toast,  and  when  she  pretended  to  hold  that  nose  ii  his  against 
the  hot  tea-pot  for  punishment  because  he  wouldn't),  that  I 
felt  like  a  sort  of  Monster  who  had  got  into  a  Fairy's  bower, 
when  I  thought  of  having  frightened  her,  and  made  her  cry. 

After  tea  wo  had  the  guitar;   and  Dora  sang  those  same 
dear  old  French  songs  about  the  impossibility  of  ever  on  any 
account  leaving  off  dancing.  La  ra  la.  La  ra  la,  until  I  felt  a 
much  greater  Monster  than  before- 
lUmA  Copperfield.  II.  23 
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We  had  only  one  check  to  our  pleasure ,  and  that  happened 
a  littf  e  while  before  I  took  my  leave,  when,  Miss  Mills  chancing 
to  make  some  allusion  to  to*morrow  morning,  I  unluckily  let 
out  that  being  obliged  to  exert  myself  now,  I  got  up  at  five 
o'clock.  Whether  Dora  had  any  idea  that  I  was  a  Private 
Watchman ,  I  am  unable  to  say ;  but  it  made  a  great  impression 
on  her,  and  she  neither  played  nor  sang  any  more. 

It  was  stiU  on  her  mind  when  I  bade  her  adieu;  and  she 
said  to  me,  in  her  pretty  coaxing  way  —  as  if  I  were  a  doll ,  I 
used  to  think! 

'*Now  don't  get  up  at  five  o'clock,  you  naughty  boy.  It's 
so  nonsensical!" 

"My  love,"  said  I,  "I  have  work  to  do." 

"  But  don't  do  it ! "   returned  Dora.    "  Why  should  you?  " 

It  was  impossible  to  say  to  that  sweet  little  surprised  face, 
otherwise  than  lightly  and  playfully,  that  we  must  work,  to  live. 

"Oh!    How  ridiculous  I "  cried  Dora. 

"  How  shall  we  live  without ,  Dora  ?  "  said  L 

"How?    Anyhow!"  said  Dora. 

She  seemed  to  think  she  had  quite  settled  the  question, 
and  gave  me  such  a  triumphant  little  kiss,  direct  from  her  in- 
nocent heart,  that  I  would  hardly  have  put  her  out  of  concdt 
with  her  answer ,  for  a  fortune. 

Well ! .  I  loved  her,  and  I  went  on  loving  her,  most  absorb- 
ingly, entirely,  and  completely.  But  going  on,  too,  working 
pretty  hard?  and  busily  keeping  red-hot  all  the  irons  I  now 
had  in  the  fire,  I  would  sit  sometimes  of  a  night,  opposite  my 
aunt,  thinking  how  I  had  frightened  Dora  that  time,  and  how 
I  could  best  make  my  way  with  a  guitar-case  through  the  forest 
of  difficulty,  until  I  used  to  fancy  that  my  head  was  turning 
quite  grey. 
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PREFACE 


I  DO  not  find  it  easy  to  get  sufficiently  far  away 
from  this  Book,  in  the  first  sensations  of  having  finished 
it,  to  refer  to  it  with  the  composure  which  this  formal 
heading  would  seem  to  require.  My  interest  in  it,  is 
so  recent  and  strong;  and  my  mind  is  so  divided  be- 
tween pleasure  and  regret  —  pleasure  iu  the  achieve^ 
raent  of  a  long  design:  regret  in  the  separation  from 
many  companions  —  that  I  am  in  danger  of  wearying 
the  reader  whom  I  love,  with  personal  confidences, 
and  private  emotions. 

Besides  which,  all  that  I  could  say  of  the  Story, 
to  any  purpose,  I  have  endeavoured  to  say  in  it. 

It  would  concern  the  reader  little,  perhaps,  to 
know,  how  sorrowfully  the  pen  is  laid  down  at  the 
close  of  a  two-years'  imaginative  task;  or  how  an 
Author  feels  as  if  he  were  dismissing  some  portion  of 
himself  into  the  shadowy  world,  when  a  crowd  of  the 


VIII 


creatures  of  his  brain  are  going  from  him  for  ever. 
Yet 9  I  have  nothing  else  to  tell,  unless,  indeed,  I  were 
to  confess  (which  might  be  of  less  moment  still)  that 
no  one  can  ever  believe  this  Narrative,  in  the  reading, 
more  than  I  have  believed  it  in  the  writing. 

Instead  of  looking  back,  therefore,  I  will  look  for- 
ward. I  cannot  close  these  Volomes  more  agreeably  to 
myself,  than  with  a  hopeful  glance  towards  the  time 
when  I  shall  again  put  forth  my  two  green  leaves*  once 
a  month,  and  with  a  faithful  remembrance  of  the  genial 
sun  and  showers  that  have  fallen  on  these  leaves  of 
David  Copperfield,  and  made  me  happy. 

m 

London,  October,  1850. 

*    This   refen  to  the  London  pafolications  which  appear  in  green 
wrappere. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

A  dissolution  of  partoersbip. 

I  DID  not  allow  my  resolution,  with  respect  to  the  Par- 
liamentary Debates ,  to  cool.  It  was  one  of  the  irons  I  began 
to  heat  immediately,  and  one  of  the  v^ons  I  kept  hot,  and 
hammered  at,  with  a  perseverance  I  may  honestly  admire. 
I  bought  an  approved  scheme  of  th"^  noble  art  and  mystery  of 
stenography  (which  cost  me  ten  and  sixpence) ;  iind  plunged 
into  a  sea  of  perplexity  that  brought  me,  in  a  few  weeks,  to 
the  confines  of  distraction.  The  changes  that  were  rung  upon 
dots,  which  in  such  a  position  meant  such  a  thing,  and  in 
such  another  position  something  else,  entirely  different;  the 
wonderful  vagaries  that  were  played  by  circles;  the  unac^ 
countable  consequences  that  resulted  from  marks  like  flies* 
legs;  the  tremendous  effects  of  a  curve  in  a  wrong  place;  not 
only  troubled  my  waking  hours,  but  reappeared  before  me  in 
my  sleep..  When  I  had  groped  my  way,  blindly,  through 
these  dilHculties,  and  |iad  mastered  the  alphabet,  which  was 
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an  Egyptian  Temple  in  itself,  there  then  appeared  a  pro- 
cession of  new  horrc^s ,  called  arbitrary  characters ;  the  most 
despotic  characters  I  have  ever  known;  who  insisted,  for 
instance,  that  a  thing  like  the  beginning  of  a  cobweb ,  meant 
expectation,  and  that  a  pen  and  ink  sky-rocket  stood  for 
disadvantageous.  When  I  had  fixed  these  wretches  in  my 
mind,  I  found  that  they  had  driven  everything  else  out  of  it; 
then,  beginning  again,  I  forgot  them;  while  I  was  picking 
them  up,  I  dropped  the  other  fragments  of  the  system;  in 
short,  it  was  almost  heart-breaking. 

It  might  have  been  quite  heart-breaking,  but  for  Dora, 
who  was  the  stay  and  anchor  of  my  tempest- driven  bark. 
Every  scratch  in  the  scheme  was  a  gnarled  oak  in  the  forest 
of  difficulty,  and  I  went^n  cutting  them  down,  one  after 
another,  with  such  vigour,  that  in  three  or  four  months  I  ^iraa 
in  a  condition  to  make  an  experiment  on  one  of  our  crsu*k 
speakers  in  the  Commons.  Shall  I  ever  forget  how  the  crack 
speaker  walked  off  from  me  before  I  began,  and  left  my  im- 
becile pencil  staggering  about  the  paper  as  if  it  were  in  a  fit  1 

This  would  not  do,  it  was  quite  clear.  I  was  flying  too 
high ,  and  should  never  get  on ,  so.  I  resorted  to  Traddles 
for  advice ;  who  suggested  that  he  should  dictate  speeches  to 
me,  at  a  pace,  and  with  occasional  stoppages,  adapted  to  my 
weakness.  Very  grateful  for  this  friendly  aid,  I  accepted 
the  proposal;  and  night  after  night,  almost  every  night,  for 
a  long  time,  we  had  a  sort  of  private  Parliament  in  Bucking- 
ham Street,  after  I  came  home  from  the  Doctor's. 

I  should  like  to  see  such  a  Parliament  anywhere  else  I  My 
aunt  and  Mr.  Dick  represented  the  Government  or  the  Op- 
position (as  the  case  might  be),  and  Traddles,  wi&  the  aa* 
sistance  of  Enfield's  Speaker  or  a  volume  of  parliamentary 
orations,  thundered  astonishing  invectives  against  them. 
Standing  by  the  table,  with  his  finger  in  the  page  to  keep 


tlie  place,  and  his  rigbt  arm  floarislung  above  his  head, 
Traddles,  as  Mr.  Pitt,  Mr.  Fox,  Mr.  Sheridan,  Mr.  Burke, 
Lord  CasUereagb,  Viscount  Sidmouih,  or  Mr.  Cannmg,  would 
work  himself  into  the  most  yiolent  beats,  and  driver  the  most 
withering  denunciations  of  the  profligacy  and  comiption  of 
my  aunt  and  Mr.  Dick;  while  I  used  to  sit,  at  a  little  distance, 
with  my  note-book  oh  my  knee,  fagging  after  him  with  all 
my  might  and  main*  The  mconsisteney  s»d  recklessness  of 
Traddles  were  not  to  be  exceeded  by  any  real  politician.  He 
was  for  any  description  of  policy,  in  the  compass  of  a  week; 
And  nailed  all  sorts  of  colours  to  every  denomination  of  mast. 
My  aunt,  looking  very  like  an  immoveable  Chancellor  of  the 
Exchequer,  would  occasionally  throw  in  an  interruption  or 
two,  as"Hearl"  or"NoI"  or»»OhI"  when  the  text  seemed 
to  require  it:  which  was  always  a  signal  to  Mr.  Dick  (a  perfect 
country  gentleman)  to  follow  lustily  with  the  same  cry.  But 
Mr.  Diek  got  taxed  with  such  things  in  the  course  of  his 
Parliamentary  career,  e^kd  was  made  responsible  for  such 
awful  consequences,  that  he  became  uncomfortable  in  his 
mind  sometimes.  I  believe  he  actually  began  to  be  afraid  he 
really  had  been  doing  something,  tending  to  the  annihilation 
of  the  British  constitution ,  and  the  ruin  of  the  country. 

Often  and  often  we  pursued  these  debates  until  the  clock 
pointed  to  midnight,  and  the  candles  were  burning  down. 
The  result  of  so  much  good  practice  was,  that  by-and-by  I 
began  to  keep  pace  with  Traddles  pretty  well,  and  should 
have  been  quite  triumphant  if  I  had  had  the  least  idea  what 
my  notes  were  about.  But,  as  to  reading  them  after  I  had 
got  them,  I  might  as  well  have  copied  the  Chinese  inscriptions 
on  an  immense  collection  of  tea-chests,  or  the  golden  cha- 
racters on  all  the  great  red  and  green  bottles  in  the  chemists* 
ehopsi 

There  was  nothing  for  it,  but  to  turn  back  and  begin  f"*" 
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OTer  again.  It  was  very  hard,  but  I  turned  back,  though 
irltfa  a  heavy  heart,  and  began  laboriously  and  methodically 
to  plod  over  the  same  tedious  ground  at  a  snairis  pace;  Stop- 
ping to  examifte  minutely  every  speck  in  the  way,  on  all  sides, 
and  making  the  most  desperate  efforts  to  know  these  elusive 
characters  by  sight  wherever  I  met  them.  I  was  always 
punctual  at  the  ofHce;  at  the  Doctor's* too:  and  I  really  did 
work,  as  the  common  expression  is,  like  a  cart-horse. 

One  day,  when  I  went  to  the  Commons  as  usual,  I  found 
Mr.  Spenlow  in  the  doorway  looking  extremely  grave,  and 
talking  to  himself.  As  he  was  in  the  habit  of  complaining 
of  pains  in  his  head  —  he  had  naturally  a  short  throat,  and  I 
do  seriously  believe  he  overstarched  himself  —  I  was  at  first 
alarmed  by  the  idea  that  he  was  not  quite  right  in  that  direc- 
tion ;  but  he  soon  relieved  my  uneasiness. 

Instead  of  returning  my  ''Good  morning'*  with  his  usual 
affability,  he  looked  at  me  in  a  distant,  ceremonious  manner, 
and  coldly  requested  me  to  accompany  him  to  a  certain  coffee- 
house, which,  in  those  days,  had  a  door  opening  into  the 
Commons,  just  within  the  little  archway  in  St.  Paul's  church- 
yard. I  complied,  in  a  very  uncomfortable  state,  and  with 
a  warm  shooting  all  over  me,  as  if  my  apprehensions  were 
breaking  out  into  buds.  When  I  allowed  him  to  go  on  a  little 
before,  onaccountof  the  narrowness  of  the  way,  I  obsenred 
that  he  carried  his  head  with  a  lofty  air  that  was  particularly 
unpromising ;  and  my  mind  misgave  me  that  he  haa  found  out 
about  my  darling  Dora. 

If  I  had  not  guessed  this,  on  the  way  to  the  coffee-house, 
I  could  hardly  have  failed  to  know  what  was  the  matter  when 
I  followed  him  into  an  up-stairs  room,  and  found  Miss  Murd- 
stone  there,  supported  by  a  back-ground  of  sideboard,  on 
which  were  several  inverted  tumblers  sustaining  lemons,  and 
two  of  those  extraordinary  boxes,  all  comers  and  Hutings, 


for  sticking  knives  and  forks  in ,  which,  happily  for  mankind, 
are  now  obsolete. 

Miss  Murdstone  gave  me  her  chilly  finger-nails,  and  sat 
severely  rigid.  Mr.  Spenlow  shut  the  door,  motioned  me 
to  a  chair,  and  stood  on  the  hearth-rug  in  front  of  the  fire- 
place. 

"Have  the  goodness  to  show  Mr.  Copperfield,**  said  Mr. 
Spenlow,  "what  you  have  in  your  reticule,  Miss  Murdstone." 

I  believe  it  was  the  old  identical  steel-clasped  reticule  of 
my  childhood,  that  shut  up  like  a  bite.  Compressing  her  lips, 
in  sympathy  with  the  snap,  ^Ubb  Murdstone  opened  it  — 
opening  her  mouth  a  little  at  the  same  tame  —  and  produced 
my  last  letter  to  Dora,  teeming  with  expressions  of  devoted 
afiTection.    - 

"I  believe  that  is  your  writing,  Mr.  Copperfield?**  said 
Mr.  Spenlow. 

I  was  very  hot,  and  the  voice  I  heard  was  very  unlike  mine, 
when  I  said,  "ItisSur!" 

"If  I  am  not  mistaken,"  siud  Mr.  Spenlow,  as  Miss  Murd- 
stone brought  a  parcel  of  letters  out  of  her  reticule,  tied 
round  with  the  dearest  bit  of  blue  ribbon,  "those  are  also 
from  your  pen,  Mr.  Copperfield?" 

I  took  them  from  her  with  a  most  desolate  sensation;  and, 
glancing  at  such  phrases  at  the  top,  as  "My  ever  dearest  and 
own  Dora,"  '^My  best  beloved  angel,"  "My  blessed  one 
for  ever,^'  and  the  like,  blushed  deeply,  and  inclined  mj 
head. 

"No,  thank  youl "  said  Mr.  Spenlow  coldly,  as  I  mechani- 
cally ofifered  them  back -to  him.  "I  will  not  deprive  you  of 
them.    Miss  Murdstone,  be  so  good  as  to  proceed  I " 

That  gentle  creature,  after  a  moment's  thoughtful  survey 
of  the  carpet,  delivered  herself  with  much  dry  unction  as 
follows. 
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^'I  iinirt  confess  to  liaTing  entertained  my  sutpidons  of 
Miss  Spenlow,  in  reference  to  David  Copperfield,  for  some 
time.  I  observed  Miss  Spenlow  and  David  Coppei£eld,  when 
they  first  met;  and  &e  impression  made  upon  me  then  was 
not  agreeable.    The  depravity  of  the  h aman  heart  is  such  — ' ' 

''You  will  oblige  me,  Ma*am,**  interrupted  Mr.  Spenlow, 
''by  eonfining  yourself  to  facts." 

Miss  Murdstone  cast  down  her  eyes,  shook  her  head  as  if 
protesting  against  this  nnseemly  intenrupticMi,  and  with  frown- 
ing dignity  resumed : 

"Since  I  am  to  confine  myself  to  facts,  I  will  state  them 
as  dryly  as  I  can.  Perhaps  that  will  be  considered  an  ac- 
ceptable course  of  proceeding*  I  have  already  said,  Sir,  that 
I  have  had  my  suspicions  of  Miss  Spenlow,  in  reference  to 
David  Copperfield,  for  some  time.  I  have  frequently  en- 
deavoured to  find  decisive  coroboration  of  those  suspicions, 
but  without  effect.  I  have  therefore  forborne  to  mention  them 
to  Miss  Spenlow*s  father;  '*  looking  severely  at  him;  "know- 
ing how  little  disposition  there  usually  is  in  such  cases ,  to 
acknowledge  the  conscientious  discharge  of  duty.** 

Mr.  Spenlow  seemed  quite  oowed  by  the  gentlemanly 
sternness  of  Miss  Murdstone*s  manner,  and  deprecated  her 
severity  with  a  conciliatory  little  wave  of  his  hand. 

^'On  my  return  to  Norwood,  after  the  period  of  absence 
occasioned  by  my  brother's  marriage,"  pursued  Miss  Mutrd- 
stone  in  a  disdainful  voice,  "ai^d  on  the  return  of  Miss  Spen- 
low from  her  visit  to  her  friend  Miss  Mills,  I  imagined  that 
the  manner  of  Miss  Spenlow  gave  me  greater  occasion  for 
suspicion  than  before.  Therefore  I  watched  Miss  Spenlow 
closely." 

Dear,  tender  littie  Dora,  so  unconseions  of  this  Dragon's 
eye! 

"Still,"  resumed  Miss  Murdstone,   "I  found  no  proof 
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mtil  laat  n%^t.  It  appeared  to  ue  that  IdUw  Spe&low  feeeived 
too  many  letters  from  lier  iHeiid  Miss  Mille ;  bat  Miss  Mills 
being  her  friend  with  her  father's  full  conoarrence/'  another 
telling  bbw  at  Mr.  Spenlow,  *<  it  was  not  for  me  to  interfere. 
If  I  may  not  be  permitted  to  aUade  to  the  natural  depraTity  of 
the  hnman  heart,  at  least  I  may  —  I  miuit  •—  be  permitted  $  so 
far  to  refer  to  misplaced  confidence. ' ' 

Mr.  Spenlow  apologetically  murmured  his  assent. 

^'Last  evening  after  tea/'  pursued  Miss  Mur^lstone,  "I 
observed  the  litde  dog  starting,  rolling,  and  growling  about 
ihe  drawing-room,  worrying  something.  I  said  to  Miss  Spen- 
low, *Dora,  what  is  that  the  dog  has  in  his  mouth?  It's 
paper.'  Miss  Spenlow  immediately  put  her  hand  to  her  frock, 
g»Te  a  sudden  cry,  and  ran  to  the  dog.  I  interposed,  and 
said  'DoramyloTC,  yon  must  permit  me.'" 

Oh  Jip,  miserable  Spaniel,  this  wretchedness,  then,  was 
your  work ! 

''Miss  l^enlow  endeavoured,"  said  Miss  Murdstone,  "to 
bribe  me  with  kisses,  work-boxes,  and  small  articles  of  jewel- 
lery—that,  of  course,  I  pass  over.  The  little  dog  retreated 
under  the  sofa  on  my  approaching  him ,  and  was  with  great 
difficulty  dblodged  by  the  fir^-irons.  Even  when  dislodged, 
he  still  kept  liie  letter  in  his  mouth ;  and  on  my  endeavouring 
to  take  it  from  him,  at  the  imminent  risk  of  being  bitten,  he 
kept  it  between  his  teeth  so  pertinaciously  as  t6  suffer  himself 
to  be  hM  suspended  in  the  air  by  means  of  the  document. 
At  length  I  obtained  possession  of  it*  After  perusing  it,  I 
taxed  Miss  Spenlow  with  having  many  such  letters  in  her  pos- 
session; and  ultimately  obtained  from  her,  the  packet  which 
is  now  in  David  Copperfiald's  hand." 

Here  she  ceased;  and  snapi»ng  her  reticule  again,  and 
shutting  her  mouth,  looked  as  if  she  might  be  broken  but 
could  never  be  bent. 
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"Yon  have  beard  Miss  Murdstone/*  said  Mr.  Spenlow, 
turning  to  me.  **I  beg  to  ask,  Mr.  Copperfield,  if  70a  have 
anytbing  to  say  in  reply?" 

Tbe  picture  I  bad  before  me,  of  tbe  beautiful  little  treasure 
of  my  beart,  sobbing  and  crying  all  night  —  of  her  being 
alone,  frightened,  and  wretched,  then  —  of  her  having  so 
pitcously  begged  and  prayed  that  stony-hearted  woman  to 
forgive  her  —  of  her  having  vainly  offered  her  those  kisses, 
work-boxes ,  and  trinkets  —  of  her  bemg  in  such  grievous 
distress,  and  all  for  me  —  very  much  impaired  the  little  dignity 
I  had  been  able  to  muster.  I  am  afraid  I  was  in  a  tremu- 
lous state  for  a  minute  or  so,  though  I  did  my  best  to  dis- 
guise it. 

"There  is  nothing  I  can  say,  Sir,*'  I  returned,  "except 
that  all  the  blame  is  mine.    Dora  — " 

"MissSpenlow,  if  you  please,"  said  her  father,  majestically. 

*' — was  induced  and  persuaded  by  me,"  I  went  on,  swal- 
lowing that  colder  designation,  **to  consent  to  this  conceal- 
ment, and  I  bitterly  regret  it." 

"You  are  very  much  to  blame,  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Spenlow, 
walking  to  and  fro  upon  the  hearth-rug,  and  emphasizing  what 
he  said  with  his  whole  body  instead  of  his  head,  on  account 
of  the  stiffness  of  his  cravat  and  spine.  "You  have  done  a 
stealthy  and  unbecoming  action,  Mr.  Copperfield.  When  I 
take  a  gentleman  to  my  house,  no  matter  whether  he  is  nine- 
teen, twenty-nine,  or  ninety,  I  take  him  there  in  a  spirit  of  con- 
fidence. If  he  abuses  my  confidence,  he  commits  a  dishonour* 
able  action,  Mr.  Copperfield." 

"I  feel  it,  Sir,  I  assure  you,"  1  returned.  "But  I  never 
thought  so,  before.  Sincerely,  honestly,  indeed,  Mr.  Spen- 
low,  I  never  thought  so,  before.  I  love  Miss  Spenlow  to  that 
extent—" 

"Poohl  nonsense  I"  said  Mr.  Spenlow,  reddening.  "Pray 
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don*t  ten  me  to  my  face  that  yoa  love  my  daughter,  Mr.  Cop- 
perfieldl" 

"  Could  I  defend  my  conduct  if  I  did  not,  Sir  ?  "  I  returned, 
with  all  humility. 

*'Can  you  defend  your  conduct  if  you  do,  Sir?"  said  Mr. 
Spenlow,  stopping  short  upon  the  hearth-rug.  "Have  you 
considered  your  years,  and  my  daughter's  years,  Mr.  Copper- 
field?  Have  you  considered  what  it  is  to  undermine  the  con- 
fidence that  should  subsist  between  my  daughter  and  myself? 
Have  you  considered  my  daughter's  station  in  life,  the  projects 
I  may  contemplate  for  her  advancement',  the  testamentary  in- 
tentions I  may  have  with  reference  to  her?  Have  you  consider- 
ed anything,  Mr.  Copperfield?" 

"Very  little,  Sir,  I  am  afraid;"  I  answered,  speaking  to 
him  as  respectfully  and  sorrowfully  as  I  felt;  "but  pray  believe 
me,  I  have  considered  my  own  worldly  position.  When  I  ex- 
plained it  to  you,  we  were  already  engaged  —  " 

"I  BEO,"  said  Mr.  Spenlow,  more  like  Punch  than  I  had 
ever  seen  him,  as  he  energetically  struck  one  hand  upon  the 
other  —  I  could  not  help  noticing  that  even  in  my  despair; 
*Hhat  you  wIIIkot  talk  to  me  of  engagements,  Mr.  Copper- 
field  I" 

The  otherwise  immoveable  Miss  Murdstone  laughed  con- 
temptuously in  one  short  syllable. 

"When  I  explained  my  altered  position  to  you.  Sir,*'  I  be- 
gan again,  substituting  a  new  form  of  expression  for  what  was 
so  unpalatable  to  him,  "this  concealment,  into  which  lam  so 
nnhappy  as  to  have  led  Miss  Spenlow,  had  begun.  Since  I 
have  been  in  that  altered  position,  I  have  strained  every  nerve, 
I  have  exerted  every  energy,  to  improve  it.  I  am  sure  I  shall 
improve  it  in  time.  Will  you  grant  me  time  —  any  length  of 
time?  We  are  both  so  young.  Sir,  — " 

"You  are  right,"  interrupted  Mr.  Spenlow,  noddir'-  ^'^ 
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head  a  great  manj  timet^  and  frowniag  very  nmch,  *^om  ard 
both  yery  young.  It 's  all  nonsense.  Let  there  be  an  end  of 
the  nonsense.  Take  away  tihose  letters,  and  throw  ^hem  in 
the  fire.  Give  me  Miss  Spenlow*s  letters  to  throw  in  the  fire; 
and  although  oar  future  intercourse  must,  you  are  aware,  be 
restricted  to  the  Commons  here,  we  will  agree  to  make  no  far- 
ther mention  of  the  past.  Come,  Mr.  Copperfield,  yoa  don*t 
want  sense ;  and  this  is  the  sensible  course." 

No.  I  couldn't  think  of  agreeing  to  it.  I  was  very  sorry, 
but  there  was  a  higher  oonsideration  than  sense.  Love  wat 
above  all  earthly  considerations,  and  I  loved  Dora  to  idolatry, 
and  Dora  loved  me.  I  didn't  exactly  say  so ;  I  softeaed  it 
down  as  much  as  I  could;  but  I  implied  it,  and  I  was  resolute 
upon  it.  I  don't  think  I  made  myself  very  ridicnlons,  but  I 
know  I  was  resolute. 

"Very well,  Mr.  Copperfield,"  said  Mr.  Spenlow,  "I  mual 
try  my  influence  with  my  daughter." 

MissMurdstone,  by  an  expressive  sound,  a  long  drawn 
respiration,  which  was  neither  a  sigh  nor  a  moan,  but  was  like 
both,  gave  it  u  her  opinion  that  he  should  have  done  this 
at  first. 

'*I  must  try,"  said  Mr.  Spenlow,  confirmed  by  this  support, 
'*my  influence  with  my  daughter.  Do  you  decline  to  take 
those  letters,  Mr.  Copperfield?"  For  I  had  laid  them  on 
the  table. 

Yes.  I  told  him  I  hoped  he  would  not  think  it  wrong,  bat 
I  couldn't  poasibly  take  them  from'Miss  Murdatone. 

^*Nor  from  me?  "  said  Mr.  Spenlow. 

No,  I  replied  with  the  profounde6t  respect;  nor  from  him. 

"Very  well  I"  said  Mr.  Spenlow.  - 

A  silence  succeeding,  I  was  undecided  whether  to  go  or 
stay.  At  length  I  was  moving  quietly  towards  the  door,  with 
the  intention  of  saying  that  perhaps  I  should  consalt  his  feel* 
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lOgB  bett  by  witbtewing :  vfacn  be  said,  with  Us  baads  in  bit 
coat  pockets*  into  wbicb  it  was  as  mach  as  be  could  do  to  get 
tbem;  an<^witb  wbat  I  sbould  caU,  vpon  tbe  wbole^  a  deci- 
dedly pious  air: 

"You  are  probably  aware,  Mr.  Copperfield,  tbat  I  am  not 
altogetber  destitute  of  worldly  possessions,  and  that  my 
daughter  is  my  nearest  and  dearest  relative  ?  ** 

I  burriedly  made  him  a  reply  to  the  effect,  that  I  hoped  tbe 
error  into  which  I  had  been  betrayed  by  the  desperate  nature 
oi  my  loTO,  did  not  induce  him  to  think  me  mercenary  too  ? 

"  I  don*t  allude^  to  tbe  matter  in  that  lig^t,"  said  Mr.  Spen- 
low.  ''It  would  be  better  for  yourself,  and  all  of  us,  if  you 
were  mercenary,  Mr.  Copperfield  —  I  q^(^n,  if  you  were  more 
discreet  and  less  influenced  by  all  this  youthful  nonsense.  No. 
I  merely  say «  with  quite  another  yiew,  you  are  probably  aware 
I  have  some  property  to  bequeath  to  my  child?  " 

I  certainly  supposed  so. 

"And  yon  can  hardly  think,"  said  Mr.  Spenlow,  "hainng 
experience  of  what  we  see,  in  the  Commons  h^re,  every  day,* 
of  the  various  unaccountable  and  negligent  proceedings  oi 
men,  in  respect  of  their  testamentary  arrangements  —  of  all 
subjects,  the  one  on  which  perhaps  the  strangest  revelations 
of  boman  ineonsistency  are  to  be  met  with  —  but  that  mine 
are  made?'* 

I  indined  my  head  in  acquiescence. 

"I  should  not  allow,**  said  Mr.  Spenlow,  with  an  evident 
increase  of  pious  sentiment,  and  slowly  shaking  his  head  as  he 
poised  himself  upon  his  toes  and  heels  alternately,  "my  suita- 
ble provision  for  my  child  to  be  influenced  by  a  piece  of  youth- 
ful folly  like  tbe  present.  It  is  mere  folly.  Mere  nonsense. 
In  a  little  while,  it  will  weigh  lighter  than  any  feather.  But  I 
might  — I  might — if  this  silly  business  were  not  completely 
relinquished  altogether,  be  induced  in  some  anxious  moment 
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to  gnard  her  from,  and  surround  her  with  protections  against, 
the  cctesequences  of,  any  foolish  step  in  the  way  of  marriage. 
Now,  Mr.  Copperfield,  I  hope  that  you  will  not  r^der  it  ne- 
cessary for  me  to  open,  even  for  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  that 
closed  page  in  the  book  of  life^  and  unsettle,  even  for  a  quarter 
of  an  hour,  grave  affairs  long  since  composed." 

There  was  a  serenity,  a  tranquillity,  a  calm-sunset  air  about 
him,  which  quite  affected  me.  He  was  so  peaceful  and  resign- 
ed— clearly  had  his  affairs  in  such  perfect  train,  and  so  syste- 
matically wound  up — that  he  was  a  man  to  feel  touched  in  the 
contemplation  of.  I  really  think  I  saw  tears  rise  to  hia  eyes, 
from  the  depth  of  his  own  feeling  of  all  this. 

But  what  could  I  do?  I  could  not  deny  Dora  and  my  own 
heart.  When  he  told  me  I  had  better  take  a  week  to  consider 
of  what  he  had  said,  how  could  I  say  I  wouldn*t  take  a  week, 
yet  how  could  I  fail  to  know  that  no  amount  of  weeks  could 
influence  such  love  as  mine? 

'*  In  the  meantime,  confer  with  Miss  Trotwood,  or  with  any 
person  with  any  knowledge  of  life,"  saidMr.Spenlow,  adjusting 
his  cravat  with  both  hands.  "Take  a  week,  Mr.  Copperfield." 

I  submitted ;  and,  with  a  countenance  as  expressive  as  I  was 
able  to  make  it  of  dejected  and  despairing  constancy,  came 
out  of  the  room.  Miss  Murdstone's  heavy  eyebrows  followed 
me  to  the  door «—  I  say  her  eyebrows  rather  than  her  eyes, 
because  they  were  much  more  important  in  her  face  *—  and  she 
looked  so  exactly  as  she  used  to  look,  at  about  that  hour  of 
the  morning,  in  our  parlour  at  Blunderstone,  that  I  could  have 
fancied  I  had  been  breaking  down  in  my  lessons  again,  and 
that  the  dead  weight  on  my  mind  was  that  horrible  old  spell- 
ing-book, with  oval  wood-cuts,  shaped,  to  my  youthful  fancy, 
like  the  glasses  out  of  spectacles. 

When  I  got  to  the  office,  and,  shutting  out  old  Tiffey  and 
the  rest  of  them  with  my  hands,  sat  at  my  desk,  in  my  own 
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{Murticular  nook,  thinidng  of  this  earthquake  that  had  taken 
place  80  unexpectedly,  and  in  the  bitterness  of  my  spirit  car- 
sing  Jip,  I^U  into  such  a  state  of  torment  about  Dora,  that  I 
wonder  I  did  not  take  up  my  hat  and  rush  insanely  to  Nor- 
wood. The  idea  of  their  frightening  her,  and  making  her  cry, 
and  of  my  not  being  there  to  comfort  her,  was  so  ex<:ruciating, 
that  it  impelled  me  to  write  a  wild  letter  to  Mr.  Spenlow,  be- 
seeching him  not  to  visit  upon  her  the  consequences  of  my  aw- 
ful destiny.  I  implored  him  to  spare  her  gentle  nature  —  not 
to  crush  a  fragile  flower  —  and  addressed  him  generally,  to  the 
best  of  my  remembrance,  as  if,  instead  of  being  her  father,  he 
had  been  an  Ogre,  or  the  Dragon  of  Wantley.  This  letter  X 
sealed  and  laid  upon  his  desk  before  he  returned ;  and  when 
he  came  in,  I  saw  him,  through  the  half-opened  door  of  his 
room,  take  it  up  and  read  it. 

He  said  nothing  about  it  all  the  morning;  but  before  he 
went  away  in  the  afternoon  he  called  me  in,  and  told  me  that 
I  need  not  make  myself  at  all  uneasy  about  his  daughter*^ 
happiness.  He  had  assured  her,  he  said,  that  it  was  all  non-> 
sense ;  and  he  hAd  nothing  more  to  say  to  her.  He  believed 
he  was  an  indulgent  father  (as  indeed  he  was),  and  I  might 
spare  myself  any  solicitude  on  her  account. 

''You  may  make  it  necessary,  if  you  are  foolish  or  obsti- 
nate, Mr.  Copperfiield,"  he  observed,  *'for  me  to  send  my 
daughter  abroad  again,  for  a  term;  but  I  have  a  better  opi- 
nion of  you.  I  hope  you  will  be  wiser  than  that,  in  a  few  days. 
As  to  Miss  Murdstone,"  for  I  had  alluded  to  her  in  the  letter, 
'^I  respect  that  lady's  vigilance,  and  feel  obliged  to  her;  but 
she  has  strict  charge  to  avoid  the  subject.  All  I  desire,  Mr. 
Copperfield,  is,  that  it  should  be  forgotten.  All  you  have  got 
to  do,  Mr.  Copperfield,  is,  to  forget  it.*' 

All!  In  the  note  I  wrote  to  Miss  Mills,  I  bitterly  quoted  this 
nentiment.    All  I  had  to  do,  I  said,  with  gloomy  sarcasm,  was 
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to  forget  Dora.  That  was  all,  and  what  was  that!  I  entreated 
Miss  Mills  to  see  me,  tbatr  evening.  If  it  eonld  not  be  done 
wiUi  Mr.  Mills *8  sanction  and  eoncurrence,  I  beso||gbt  a  clan* 
destine  interview  in  the  back  kitchen  where  the  Maagle  was. 
I  informed  her  that  my  reason  was  tottering  on  its  throne^  'and 
only  she,  Bfiss  Mills,  could  prevent  its  being  deposed.  I 
signed  myself,  hers  distractedly;  and  I  couldn't  help  feeling, 
when  I  read  this  composition  over,  before  sending  it  by  a  por- 
ter, that  it  was  something  in  the  style  of  Mr.  Micawber. 

However,  I  sent  it.  At  night  i  repaired  to  Miss  MSls^a 
street,  and  walked  up  and  down,  until  I  was  steal^ly  fetdied 
m  by  Miss  Mills*s  miud,  and  taken  the  area  way  to  tire  back 
kitchen.  I  have  since  seen  reason  to  believe  that  thei«  was 
nothing  on  earth  to  prevent  my  going  in  at  the  front  door,  and 
being  shown  up  into  the  drawing-room,  except  Miss  Mills's 
love  of  the  romantic  and  mysterious. 

In  the  back  kitchen,  I  raved  as  became  me.  I  went  there, 
I  suppose,  to  make  a  fool  of  myself,  and  I  am  quite  sure  I  did 
it.  Miss  Mills  had  received  a  hasty  note  from  Dora,  tetting 
h^  that  all  was  discovered,  and  saying,  "Oh  pray  come  to  aae, 
Julia,  do,  dol*'  But  Miss  Mills,  mistrusting  the  acceptability 
of  her  presence  to  the  higher  powers ,  had  Hot  yet  gone;  and 
we  were  all  benighted  in  the  Desert  of  Sahara. 

-  MissMiUs  had  a  wonderftil  flow  of  words,  and  liked  to  poor 
them  out.  I  could  not  help  feeling,  though  she  mingled  ber 
tears  with  mine,  that  she  had  a  dreadM  luxury  in  our  afiOlo- 
tions.  She  petted  them,  as  I  may  say,  and  made  the  most  of 
them.  A  deep  gulf,  she  observed,  had  opened  between  Dora 
and  me,  and  Love  could  only  span  it  with  its  rainbow.  L«ove 
must  suffer  in  this  stem  world ;  it  ever  had  been  so,  it  error 
would  be  so.  No  matter.  Miss  Mills  remarked.  Hearts  con* 
fined  by  cobwebs  would  burst  at  last,  and  then  Love 
avenged* 
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This  was  small  consolation,  but  Mifls  Mils  wouldn't  encou- 
mge  falkcious  hopes.  She  made  me  much  more  wretched 
thaa  I  was  before,  and  I  felt  (and  told  ^r  with  the  deepest 
gra^tude)  that  she  was  indeed  a  friend.  We  resolved  that  she 
-should  go  to  Dora  the  first  thing  in  the  morning,  and  find  some 
means  of  assuring  her,  either  by  looks  or  words,  of  my  de- 
votion and  misery.  We  parted,  overwhelmed  with  giief ;  and 
I  think  Miss  Mills  enjoyed  herself  completely. 

I  confided  all  to  my  aunt  when  I  got  home;  and.  in  spite  of 
idl  she  eould  say  to  me,  went  to  bed  despairing.  I  got  up 
despairing,  and  went  out  despairing.  It  was  Saturday  morn- 
ing, and  I  went  straight  to  the  Commons. 

I  was  sorprisedy  when  I  came  within  sight  of  oar  ofifiee* 
door,  to  see  the  ticket-porters  standing  outside  taUdng  toge- 
ther, and  some  half  dozen  stragglers  gazing  at  the  windows 
which  were  shut  up.  I  quickened  my  pace,  and,  passing 
among  them,  wondering  at  their  looks,  went  hurriedly  in. 

The  clerks  were  there,  but  nobody  was  doing  anything. 
Old  Tiffey,.  for  the  first  time  in  bis  life  I  should  think,  was  sit- 
ting on  somebody  else*s  stool,  and  had  not  hung  up  his  hat. 

*'This  is  a  dreadful  calamity,  Mr.  Copperfield,**  said  he, 
m  I  entered. 

''  What  is  ?  "  I  exclaimed.    "•  What 's  the  matter?" 

"Don't  yon  know?*'  cried  Tifiey,  and  all  the  rest  of  them, 
coming  round  me. 

**Nor*  said  I,  looking  from  face  to  face. 

<«Mr.Spenlow,"  saidTifiey. 

''What  about  him  r* 

"Dcadl" 

I  thought  it  was  Ihe  office  reelings  and  not  I ,  as  one  of  the 
clerks  caught  hold  of  me.  They  sat  me  down  in  a  chair,  un« 
tied  my  neckcloth ,  and  brought  me  some  water.  I  have  no 
idea  whether  this  took  any  time. 
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<*Dead?"  said  I. 

**He  dined  in  town  yesterday,  and  drove  down  in  the 
phaeton  by  himself,"  said  Tifiey,  *' having  sent  his  own  groom 
home  by  the  coach ,  as  he  sometimes  did ,  you  know  —  ** 

"WeU?" 

"  The  phaeton  went  home  without  him.  The  horses  stop- 
ped at  the  stable  gate.  The  man  went  out  with  a  lantern.  No- 
body in  the  carriage.'* 

"  Had  they  run  away  ?  " 

**  They  were  not  hot/*  said  Tiffey,  putting  on  his  glasses; 
<* no  hotter,  I  understand,  than  they  would  have  been ,  going 
down  at  the  usual  pace.  The  reins  were  broken,  but  they  had 
been  dragging  on  the  ground.  The  house  was  roused  up  di- 
rectly, and  three  of  them  went  out  along  the  road.  They 
found  him  a  mile  ojQT.** 

'*Morethanamileoff,  Mr.  Tiffey,"  interposed  a  junior* 

"Was  it?  I  believe  you  are  right,"  said  Tiffey,  —  "«or« 
than  a  mile  off —  not  far  from  the  church  — lying  partly  on  the 
road -side,  and  partly  on  the  path,  upon  his  face.  Whether 
he  fell  out  in  a  fit,  or  got  out,  feeling  ill  before  the  fit  came  on 
—  or  even  whether  he  was  quite  dead  then,  though  there  is 
no  doubt  he  was  quite  insensible  —  no  one  appears  to  know. 
If  he  breathed,  certainly  he  never  spoke.  Medical  assistance 
was  got  as  soon  as  possible,  but  it  was  quite  useless.  *' 

I  cannot  describe  the  state  of  mind  into  which  I  was  thrown 
by  this  intelligence.  The  shock  of  such  an  event  happening 
so  suddenly,  and  happening  to  one  with  whom  I  had  been  in 
any  respect  at  variance  —  the  appalling  vacancy  in  the  room 
he  had  occupied  so  lately,  where  his  chair  and  table  seemed  to 
wait  for  him ,  and  his  handwriting  of  yesterday  was  like  a 
ghost  —  the  indefinable  impossibility  of  separating  him  from 
the  place,  and  feeling,  when  the  door  opened,  as  if  he  might 
come  in  — -  the  lazy  hush  and  rest  there  was  in  the  office,  and 
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the  insatiable  relish  with  which  our  people  talked  about  it,  and 
other  people  came  in  and  out  all  day,  and  gorged  themselves 
with  the  subject  —  this  is  easily  intelligible  to  any  one.  What 
I  cannot  describe  is,  how,  in  the  innermost  recesses  of  my 
own  heart,  I  had  a  lurking  jealousy  even  of  Death.  How  I 
felt  as  if  its  might  would  push  me  from  my  ground  in  Dora's 
thoughts.  How  I  was,  in  a  grudging'way  I  have  no  words  for, 
envious  of  her  grief.  How  it  made  me  restless  to  think  of  her 
weeping  to  others ,  or  being  consoled  by  others.  How  I  had 
a  grasping,  avaricious  wish  to  shut  out  everybody  from  her  but 
myself,  and  to  be  all  in  all  to  her,  at  that  unseasonable  time 
of  all  times. 

In  the  trouble  of  this  state  of  mind  —  not  exclusively  my 
own,  I  hope,  but  known  to  others  —  I  went  down  to  Norwood 
that  night;  and  finding  from  one  of  the  servants,  when  I  made 
my  inquiries  at  the  door,  that  Miss  Mills  was  there,  got  my 
aunt  to  direct  a  letter  to  her,  which  I  wrote.  I  deplored  the 
untimely  death  of  Mr.  Spenlow  most  sincerely,  and  shed  tears 
in  doing  so.  I  entreated  her  to  tell  Dora,  if  Dora  were  in  a 
state  to  hear  it,  that  he  had  spoken  to  me  with  the  utmost 
kindness  and  consideration;  and  had  coupled  nothing  but 
tenderness ,  not  a  single  or  reproachful  word ,  with  her  name. 
I  know  I  did  this  selfishly,  to  have  my  name  brought  before 
her;  but  I  tried  to  believe  it  was  an  act  of  justice  to  his  me- 
mory.   Perhaps  I  did  believe  it. 

My  aunt  received  a  few  lines  next  day  in  reply ;  addressed, 
outside,  to  her;  within,  to  me.  Dora  was  overcome  by  grief; 
and  when  her  friend  had  asked  her  should  she  send  heriove 
to  me,  had  only  cried,  as  she  was  always  crying,  " Oh,  dear 
papa  I  oh ,  poor  papa !  '*  But  she  had  ifot  said  No ,  and  that  I 
made  the  most  of. 

Mr.  Jorkins,  who  had  been  at  Norwood  since  the  occur- 
rence, came  to  the  office  a  few  diays  afterwards.    He  and  T'^ 

'  Datid  Copperfield.  ///.  2 
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fey  wore  oloseted  toget^r  for  some  few  moments,  asd  tken 
Xiffdy  looked  oat  at  the  door  and  beckoned  me  in. 

«*0h!"  said  Mr.  Jorkins.  <«Mr.  Tiffey  and  myself,  Mr. 
Oopperfield,  are  aboatto  examine  4be  deslc ,  the  drawers,  and 
other  suoh  repositories  of  the  deceased ,  with  the  view  of  seal- 
ing up  his  private  papen ,  and  searching  for  a  Will.  There  is 
no  trace  of  any,  elsewh  A«.  It  may  be  as  well  for  yon  to  assist 
ns,  if  yon  please.'* 

I  had  been  in  agony  to  obtain  some  knowledge  of  the  cir- 
cnmstances  in  which  my  Dora  would  be  placed  —  as ,  in  whose 
guardianship ,  and  so  forth  —  and  this  was  something  towards 
it.  We  began  the  search  at  once ;  Mr.  Jorkins  unlocking  the 
drawers  and  desks,  and  we  all  taking  out  the  papers.  Tbeof- 
^ce-papers  we  placed  on  one  side,  and  the  private  papers 
(which  were  not  numerous)  on  the  other.  We  were  very 
grave;  and  when  we  came  to  a  stray  seal,  or  pencil-case,  or 
ring ,  or  any  little  article  of  that  kind  which  we  associated  per- 
sonally with  him,  we  spoke  very  low. 

We  had  sealed  up  several  packets ;  and  were  still  going  on 
dustily  and  quietly,  when  Mr,  Jorkins  said  to  us,  applying 
exactly  the  same  words  to  his  late  partner  as  his  late  partner 
had  applied  to  him : 

"Mr.  Spenlow  was  very  difficult  to  move  from  the  beaten 
track.  You  know  what  he  was!  1  am  disposed  to  think  he 
had  made  no  will." 

''  Oh ,  I  know  he  had  1"  said  I. 

They  both  stopped  and  looked  at  me. 

**  On  the  very  day  when  I  last  saw  him , "  said  I ,  "he  told 
me  that  he  had,  and  that  his  affairs  were  long  since  settled.** 

Mr.  Jorkins  and  bid  Tiffey  shoolc  their  heads  with  one 
accord. 

"  That  looks  impromising ,"  said  Tiffey. 

"Very  unpromising,"  said  1^.  Jorkins. 
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"5ttrely  you  don't  doubt  —  "•  I  began. 

''My  good  Mr.  Copperfieldl "  said  Tiffey ,  laying  his  hand 
upon  my  arm,  and  shutting  op  both  his  eyes  as  he  shook  his 
head:  "if  you  had  been  in  the  Ck>mmons  as  lo^g  as  I  have, 
you  would  knoir  that  there  is  no  subject  on  which  men  are  so 
inconsistent,  and  so  little  to  be  trusted." 

"Why,  bless  my  soul,  he  made  that  very  remark ! "  I  re- 
plied persistently. 

"I  should  call  that  almost  final,'*  observed  Tiffey.  "My 
opinion  is  —  no  will." 

It  appeared  a  wonderful  thing  to  me ,  but  it  turned  out  that 
there  was  no  will.  He  had  never  so  much  as  thought  of  ma- 
kingone,  so  far  as  his  papers  afforded  any  evidence ;  for  there 
was  no  kind  of  hint,  sketch,  or  memorandum,  of  any  testa- 
mentary intention  whatever.  What  was  scarcely  less  astonish- 
ing to  me,  was,  that  his  affairs  were  in  a  most  disordered  state. 
It  was  extremely  difficult,  I  heard,  to  make  out  what  he  owed, 
or  what  he  had  paid,  or  of  what  he  died  possessed.  It  was 
considered  likely  that  for  years  he  could  have  had  no  clear 
•opinion  on  these  subjects  himself.  By  little  and  little  it  came 
out,  that,  in  the  competition  on  all  points  of  appearance  and 
gentility  then  running  high  in  the  Commons,  he  had  spent 
more  than  his  professional  income,  which  was  not  a  very  large 
one,  and  had  reduced  his  private  means,  if  they  ever  had  been 
great  (which  was  excee4ingly  doubtful) ,  to  a  very  low  ebb  in- 
deed. There  was  a  sale  of  the  furniture  and  lease,  at  Nor- 
wood ;  and  Tiffeytold  me,  little  thinking  how  interested  I  was 
mthe  story,  that,  paying  all  the  just  debts  of  the  deceased, 
and  deducting  his  share  of  outstanding  bad  and  doubtful  debts 
due  to  the  firm,  he  wouldn't  give  a  thousand  pounds  for  all 
the  assets  remaining. 

This  was  at  the  expiration  of  about  six  weeks.  I  had  suf- 
foed  tortures  all  ,the  time ;   and  thought  I  really  must  have 

2* 


20 


laid  yiolent  hands  upon  myself,  when  Miss  Mills  still  reported 
to  me,  that  my  broken-hearted  little  Dora  would  say  nothing, 
when  I  was  mentioned,  but  '*Oh,  poor  papa!  Oh,  dear  pa- 
pa!'* Also,  that  she  had  no  other  relations  than  two  aunts, 
maiden  sbters  of  Mr.  Spenlow,  who  lived  at  Putney,  and  who 
had  not  held  any  other  than  chance  communication  with  their 
brother  for  many  years.  Not  that  they  had  ever  quarrelled 
(Miss  Mills  informed  me) ;  but  that  having  been,  on  the  oc- 
casion of  Dora*s  christening,  invited  to  tea,  when  they  con- 
sidered themselves  privileged  to  be  invited  to  dinner,  they 
had  expressed  their  opinion  in  writing,  that  it  was  '*  better  for 
the  happiness  of  all  parties*'  that  they  should  stay  away. 
Since  which  they  had  gone  their  road,  and  their  brother  had 
gone  his. 

These  two  ladies  now  emerged  from  their  retirement,  and 
proposed  to  take  Dora  to  live  at  Putney.  Dora,  clinging  to 
them  both,  and  weeping,  exclaimed,  "Oycs,  aunts!  Please 
take  Julia  Mills  and  me  and  Jip  to  Putney !  **  So  they  went, 
very  soon  after  the  funeral. 

How  I  found  time  to  haunt  Putney,  I  am  sure  I  don*t  know; 
but  I  contrived,  by  some  means  or  other,  to  prowl  about  the 
neighbourhood  pretty  often.  Miss  Mills,  for  the  more  exact 
discharge  of  the  duties  of  friendship,  kept  a  journal;  and  she 
used  to  meet  me  sometimes,  on  the  Common,  and  read  it,  or 
(if  she  had  not  time  to  do  that)  lend  it  to  me.  How  I  treasured 
up  the  entries ,  of  which  I  subjoin  a  sample ! 

**  Monday.  My  sweet  D.  still  much  depressed.  Headache. 
Called  attention  to  J.  as  being  beautifully  sleek.  D.  fondled  J. 
Associations  thus  awakened,  opened  flood-gates  of  sorrow. 
Rush  of  grief  admitted.  (Are  tears  the  dew-drops  of  the 
heart?    J.  M.) 

"Tuesday.  D.  weak  and* nervous.  Beautiful  in  pallor. 
(Do  we  not  remark  this  in  moon  likewise?    J.  M.)     D.  J.  M.  m 
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and  J.  took  airing  in  carriage.  J.  looking  out  of  window,  and 
barking  violently  at  dustman,  occasioned  smile  to  overspread 
features  of  D .  (Of  such  slight  links  is  chain  of  life  composed  I 
J.M.) 

"Wednesday.  D.  comparatively  cheerfftl.  Sang  to  her, 
as  congenial  melody,  Evening  Bells.  Effect  not  soothing, 
but  reverse.  D.  inexpressibly  affected.  Found  sobbing  after- 
wards, in  own  room.  Quoted  verses  respecting  self  and  young 
Gazelle.  Ineffectually.  Also  referred  to  Patience  on  Monu- 
ment.    (Qy.  Why  on  monument?    J.  M.) 

*' Thursday.  D.  certainly  improved.  Better  night.  Slight 
tinge  of  damask  revisiting  cheek.  Resolved  to  mention  name 
of  D.  C.  Introduced  same,  cautiously,  in  course  of  airing. 
D.  immediately  overcome.  "Oh,  dear,  dear  Julia!  Ob,  I 
have  been  a  naughty  and  undutiful  child  1 "  Soothed  and  ca- 
ressed. Drew  ideal  picture  of  D.  C.  on  verge  of  tomb.  D, 
again  overcome.  "Oh,  what  shall  I  do,  what  shall  I  do?  Oh, 
take  me  some  where  r*  Much  alarmed.  Fainting  of  D.  and 
glass  of  water  from  public-house.  (Poetical  affinity.  Che- 
quered sign  on  door-post;  chequered  human  life.  Alas!  J.M.) 
"Friday.  Day  of  incident.  Man  appears  in  kitchen, 
with  blue  bag,  "  for  lady*s  boots  left  out  to  heel."  Cook  re- 
plies, *No  such  orders.*  Man  argues  point.  'Cook  with- 
draws to  inquire,  leaving  man  alone  with  J.  On  Cook's  re- 
turn, man  still  argues  point,  but  ultimately  goes.  J.  missing. 
D.  distracted.  Information  sent  to  police.  Man  to  be  iden- 
tified by  broad  nose ,  and  legs  like  balustrades  of  bridge. 
Search  made  in  every  direction.  No  J.  D.  weeping  bitterly, 
and  inconsolable.  Renewed  reference  to  young  Gazelle.  Ap- 
propriate, but  unavailing.  Towards  evening,  strange  boy 
calls.  Brought  into  parlour.  Broad  nose,  but  no  balustrades. 
Says  he  wants  a  pound,  and  knows  a  dog.  Declines  to  ex- 
plain further,  though  much  pressed.     Pound  being  produced 
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bj  D.  takes  Cook  to-  litiJe  house,  where  J.  alone  tied  up  to  ieg 
of  table.  Joy  of  D.  who  dancee  round  J.  whUe<  he  ei^  his 
supper.  Emboldened  hy  this  happy  diaqge,  mention  D.  C. 
upstairs.  D.  weeps  afresh,  cries  piteously.  ^*0h,  don't, 
doD*t,  don't.  I4  is  so  wicked  to  think  of  anythudg*  b«t  poor 
papal "  —  embraces  J.  and  sobs  herself  to  sleep.  (Must  not 
D.  C.  confide  himself  to  the  broad  pinions  of  Time?  J.  M.)  ** 
Miss  Mills  and  her  journal  were  my  sole  consolation  at  this 
period.  To  see  her,  wha  had  seen  Dora  but  a  little  while  be- 
fore —  to  trace  the  initial  letter  of  Dova's  name  through  her 
sympathetic  pages  •*-  to  be  made  more  and  more  miserable  by 
her  —  were  my  only  comforts.  I  felt  as  if  I  had  been  lifving  in 
a  palace  of  cards,  which  had  tumbled  down,  leaving  only  Miss 
Mills  and  me  among  the  ruins ;  as  if  some  grim  enchanter  had 
drawn  a  magie  circle  round  the  innocent  goddess  of  my  heart, 
which  nothing  indeed  but  those  same  strong  pinions,  capable 
of  carrying  so  many  people  over  so  much ,  would  enable  me  to 
enter  1 


CHAPTER  II. 

Wickfleld  and  Heep. 

My  aunt,  begumiDg,  I  Loaagine,  to  he  made  serioosly 
uncomfortable  by  my  prolonged  dejection,,  made  a  pretence 
af  being  anxious  that  I  should  go  to  Dover,  to  see  that  all  was 
-w(MTking  well  at  the  cottage,  which  was  let;  aod  to  conclude  an 
agreement,  with  the  same  tenant,  for  a  longer  term  of  occu- 
pation. Janet  was  drafted  into  the  service  of  Mrs.  Strong, 
wh^e  I  saw  her  every  day.  She  had  been  undecided^  on 
leaving  Bover,  whether  or  no  to  give  t3»e  finishing  touch  to 
that  renunciation  of  mankind  in  which  shehiid  b.een  educated/ 
by  marrying  a  pilot;  but  she  decided  against  that  venture. 
Not  so  much  for  the  sake  of  principle,  I  believe,  a^  because 
•he  happened  not  to  like  him. 

Although  it  required  an  efibrt  to  leave  Jdiit  Mills  >  I  fell 
yather  willingly  into  my  aunt's  pretence,  as  a  n^ans  of  enabling 
m»  to  pass  a  few  tranquil  hoars  with  Agitea.  I  consulted  the 
good  I>octor  relative  to  an  absence  of  three  days;  and  the 
D4>etor  wishing  me  to  take  tjiat  r^axatloA,  -^  he  wished  me  to 
take  more;  but  my  energy  could  nbt  bear  thalf  —  I  made  up 
my  mind  to  go.  \ 

As  to  the  Commons,  I  had  no  gv^at  occasion  to  be  parti- 
cular about  my  duties  in  that  quarter;  To  say  the  truth,  we 
were  getting  in  no  very  good  odour  a^nong  the  tip-top  proo- 
tors,  and  were  rapidly  sliding  down  to  bpt  &  doubtful  position. 
The  business  had  been  indifferent  undet  Mr.  Jorkins,  before 
Mr.  Spenlow's  time ;  and  although  it  had  been,  quickened  by 
the  infusion  of  new  bloody  and  by  the  display  which  Mr.  Spen- 
lov  made,  still  it  was  not  established  on  a  sufHciently  strong 
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basis  to  bear»  without  being  shaken,  such  a  blow  as  the  sodden 
loss  ofits  active  manager.  It  fell  off  veVy  much.  Mr.  Jorkins, 
notwithstanding  his  reputation  in  the  firm,  was  an  easy-going, 
incapable,  sort  of  man ,  whose  reputation  out  of  doors  was  not 
calculated  to  back  it  up.  I  was  turned  oyer  to  him  now,  and 
when  I  saw  him  take  his  snuff  and  let  the  business  go ,  I  re- 
gretted my  aunt's  thousand  pounds  more  than  ever. 

But  this  was  not  the  worst  of  it.  There  were  a  number  of 
hangers-on  and  outsiders  about  the  Commons,  who,  without 
being  proctors  themselves ,  dabbled  in  common-form  business, 
and  got  it  done  by  real  proctors,  who  lent  their  names  in  con- 
sideration of  a  share  in  the  spoil ;  —  and  there  were  a  good 
many  of  these  too.  As  our  house  now  wanted  business  on  any 
.  terms,  we  joined  this  noble  band;  and  threw  out  lures  to  the 
hangers-on  and  outsiders ,  to  bring  their  business  to  us.  Mar^ 
riage  licenses  and  small  probates  were  what  we  all  looked  for, 
and  what  paid  us  best;  and  the  competition  for  these,  ran 
very  high  indeed,  Kidnappers  and  inveiglers  were  planted  in 
all  the  avenues  of  entrance  to  the  Commons,  with  instroctions 
to  do  their  utmost  to  cut  off  all  persons  in  mourning,  and  all 
gentlemen  with  anything  bashful  in  their  appearance,  and 
entice  them  to  the  offices  in  which  their  respective  employers 
were  interested;  which  instructions  were  so  well  observed, 
that  I  myself,  before  I  was  known  by  sight,  was  twice  hustled 
into  the  premises  of  our  principal  opponent.  The  con- 
flicting interests  of  these  tduting  gentlemen  being  of  a  na- 
ture to  irritate  their  feelings,  personal  collisions  took  place; 
and  the  Commons  was  even  scandalised  by  our  principal 
inveigler  (who  had  formerly  been  in  the  wine  trade,  and 
afterwards  in  the  sworn  brokery  line)  walking  about  for 
some  days  with  a  black  eye.  Any  one  of  these  scouts  used 
to  think  nothing  of  politely  assisting  an  old  lady  in  black 
out  of  a  vehicle,  killing  any  proctor  whom  she  inquired  for. 
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representing  his  employer  as  the  lawful  successor  and  repre<^ 
sentative  of  that  proctor,  and  bearing  the  old  lady  off  (some- 
times greatly  affected)  to  his  employer's  office.  Many  captives 
were  brought  to  me  in  this  way.  As  to  marriage  licenses ,  the 
competition  rose  to  such  a  pitch ,  that  a  shy  gentleman  in  want 
of  one,  had  nothing  to  do  but  submit  himself  to  the  first  in- 
veigler ,  or  be  fought  for,  and  become  the  prey  of  the  strong- 
est. One  of  our  clerks,  who  was  an  outsider,  used,  in  the 
height  of  this  contest,  to  sit  with  his  hat  on ,  that  he  might  be 
ready  to  rush  out  and  swear  before  a  surrogate  any  victim  wtio 
was  brought  in.  The  system  of  inveigling  continues ,  I  be- 
lieve, to  this  day.  The  last  time  I  was  in  the  Commons,  a 
civil  able-bodied  person  in  a  white  apron  pounced  out  upon  me 
from  a  door>vay,  and  whispering  the  word  "Marriage-license  " 
in  my  ear,  was  with  great  difficulty  prevented  from  taking  me 
up  in  his  arms  and  lifting  me  into  a  proctor's. 

From  this  digression,  let  me  proceed  to  Dover. 

I  found  everything  in  a  satisfactory  state  at  the  cottage ; 
and  was  enabled  to  gratify  my  aunt  exceedingly  by  reporting 
that  the  tenant  inherited  her  feud,  aild  waged  incessant  war 
against  donkies.  Having  settled  the  little  business  I  had  to 
transact  there,  and  slept  there  one  night,  I  walked  on  to 
Canterbury  early  in  the  morning.  It  was  now  winter  again ; 
and  the  fresh,  cold  windy  day,  and  the  sweeping  downland, 
brightened  up  my  hopes  a  little. 

Coming  into  Canterbury ,  I  loitered  through  the  old  streets 
with  a  sober  pleasure  that  calmed  my  spirits,  and  eased  my 
heart.  There  were  the  old  signs,  the  old  names  over  the 
shops,  the  old  people  serving  in  them.  It  appeared  so  long, 
since  I  had  been  a  schoolboy  there ,  that  I  wondered  the  place 
"vras  so  little  changed,  until  I  reflected  how  little  I  was  changed 
myself.  Strange  to  say,  that  quiet  influence  which  was  inse- 
parable in  my  mind  from  Agnes ,  seemed  to  pervade  even  the 
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city  wbwe  she  dwelt.  The  yenerable  cathedral  toners,  and 
the  old  jackdaws  and  rooks  whose  airy  voices  made  them  more 
retired  than  perfect  silence  would  hare  done;  the  battered 
gateways,  once  stuck  full  with  statues,  long  throws  down, 
and  crumbled  away,  like  the  reverential  pilgrims  who  had 
gazed  upon  them;  the  still  nooks,  where  the  ivied  growth  of 
centuries  crept  over  gabled  ends  and  ruined  walls;  the  andent 
bouses,  the  pastoral  landscape  of  field,  orchard,  and  garden; 
everywhere  —  on  everything  —  I  felt  the  same  serener  air,  the 
same  calm,  thoughtful,  softening  spirit. 

Arrived  at  Mr.  Wickfield*s  house,  I  found,  in  the  little 
lower-room  on  the  ground  floor,  where  UriiUi  Heep  had  been 
of  old  accustomed  to  sit,  Mr.  Micawber  plying  his  pea  with 
great  assiduity.  He  was  dressed  in  a  legal-looking  suit  of 
black,  and  loomed,  burly  and  large,  in  that  small  office. 

Mr.  Micawber  was  extremely  glad  to  see  me,  but  a  little 
confused  too.  He  would  have  conducted  me  immediately 
into  the  presence  of  Uriah ,  but  I  dedtned. 

"I  know  the  house  of  old,  you  recollect,"  said  I,  '*aikd  will 
find  my  way  up  stairs.  How  do  you  like  the  law,  Mr. 
Micawber?'* 

(« My  dear  Copperfield,' *  he  replied.  "  To  a  man  possessed 
of  the  highet  imaginative  powers,  the  objection  to  legal 
studies  is  the  amouAt  of  detail  which  they  involve.  Even  in 
our  professional  correspondence,'^  saidMr.  Micawb^,  glan- 
cing at  some  letters  he  was  writing ,  "  the  mind  is  not  at  liberty 
to  soar  to  any  exalted  form  of  expression*  Still,  it  is  a  great 
pursuit.    A  great  pursuit ! ' ' 

He  then  told  me  that  he  had  become  the  tenant  of  Uriak 
Heep's  old  house;  and  that  Mrs.  Micawber  would  be  de- 
lighted to  receive  de,  once  more,  under  her  owa  roof. 

**It  is  humble,'*  said  Mr.  Micawber,  " — to  quote  a  fa- 
vonrite  expression  of  my  friend  Heep;  but  it  may  prove  the 
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Btepping- stone  to  more  ambitious  domictltapy  aceommo* 
datton.*' 

I  asked  him  whether  he  had  reason,  sof^,  to  be  satisfied 
with  his  friend  Heep*s  treatment  of  him?  He  got  np  to  as- 
certain if  the  door  were  close  shut,  before  he  replied,  in  a 
lower  voice: 

**My  dear  Copperfield ,  a  man  who  labours  under  the  pres- 
sure of  pecuniary  embarrassments,  is ,  with  tho  generality  of 
people,  at  a  disadyantage.  That  disadvantage  is  not  diminished, 
when  that  pressure  necessitates  the  drawing  of  stipendiary 
emoluments,  before  those  emoluments  are  strictly  due  and  pay- 
able. All  I  can  say  is ,  that  my  friend  Heep  has  responded  to 
appeals  to  which  I  need  not  more  particularly  refer,  in  a  man- 
ner calculated  to  redound  equally  to  the  honour  of  his  head, 
and  of  his  heart.'* 

'*I  should  not  have  supposed  him  to  be  very  free  with  his 
money  either,"  I  observed. 

"Pardon  me!"  said  Mr.  Micawber,  with  an  air  of  con- 
stnunt,  "I  speak  of  my  friend  Heep  asl  have  experience." 

**I  am  glad  your  experience  is  f(o  favourable,"  Iretuikied. 

^You  are  very  obliging,  my  dear  Copperfield,"  said  Mr. 
Micawber ;  and  hummed  a  tune. 

"  Do  you  see  much  of  Mr.  Wickfield  ?  "  I  asked ,  to  change 
the  subject. 

"Not  much,"  said  Mr.  Micawber,  slightingly.  "Mr. 
Wickfield  is,  I  dare  say,  a  man  of  very  excellent  intentions; 
but  he  is  —  in  short,  he  is  obsolete." 

"  I  am  afraid  his  partner  seeks  to  make  him  so,"  said  I. 

"My  dear  Copperfield!"  returned  Mr.  Micawber,  after 
some  uneasy  evolutions  on  his  stool,  "allow  me  to  ofler  a 
remark!  I  am  here,  in  a  capacity  of  confidence.  I  am  here, 
m  a  position'  of  trust.  The  discussion  of  some  topics,  even 
with  Mrs.  Micawber  herself  (so  long  the  partner  of  my  various 
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viciasitudes,  and  a  woman  of  a  remarkable  lacidity  of  intel- 
lect), 18,  I  am  led  to  consider,  incompatible  with  the  func- 
tions now  devolving  on  me.  I  would  therefore  take  the  liberty 
of  suggesting  that  in  our  friendly  intercourse  —  which  I  trust 
will  never  be  disturbed  I  —  we  draw  a  line.  On  one  side  of 
this  line,"  said  Mr.  Micawber,  representing  it  on  the  desk 
with  the  office  ruler,  'Ms  the  whole  range  of  the  human  intel- 
lect, with  a  trifling  exception ;  on  the  other,  m  that  exception; 
that  is  to  say,  the  affairs  of  Messrs.  Wickfield  and  Heep, 
with  all  belonging  and  appertaining  thereunto.  I  trust  I  give 
no  offence  to  the  companion  of  my  youth ,  in  submitting  this 
proposition  to  his  cooler  judgment?  '* 

Though  I  saw  an  uneasy  change  in  Mr.  Micawber,  which 
sat  tightly  on  him,  as  if  his  new  duties  were  a  misfit,  I  felt  I 
had  no  right  to  be  offended.  My  telling  him  so,  appeared  to 
relieve  him;  and  he  shook  hands  with  me. 

*'I  am  charmed,  Copperfield,*'  said  Mr.  Micawber,  "let 
me  assure  you,  with  Miss  Wickfield.  She  is  a  very  superior 
young  lady,  of  very  remarkable  attractions,  graces,  and 
virtues.  Upon  my  honoui^**  said  Mr.  Micawber,  indefinitely 
kissing  his  hand  and  bowing  with  his  genteelest  air,  "  I  do  Ho- 
mage to  Miss  Wickfield !  Hem!** 

<<  I  am  glad  of  that,  at  least,"  said  I. 

"If  yon  had  not  assured  us,  my  dear  Copperfield,  on 
the  occasion  of  that  agreeable  afternoon  we  had  the  hap- 
piness of  passing  with  you ,  that  D  was  your  favourite  letter,** 
said  Mr.  Micawber,  "I  should  unquestionably  have  supposed 
that  A  had  been  so." 

We  have  all  some  experience  of  a  feeling,  that  comes  over 
us  occasionally,  of  what  we  are  saying  and  doing  having  been 
said  and  done  before,  in  a  remote  time  —  of  our  having  been 
surrounded,  dim  ages  ago,  by  the  same  faces,  objects,  and 
circumstances  —  of  our  knowing  perfectly  what  will  be  said 
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next,  as  if  we  suddenly  remembered  it!  I  never  had  this 
mysterious  impression  more  strongly  in  my  life ,  than  before 
he  uttered  those  words. 

I  took  my  leave  of  Mr.  Micawber,  for  the  time,  charging 
him  with  my  best  remembrances  to  all  at  home.  As  I  left  him, 
resuming  his  stool  and  his  pen,  and  rolling  his  head  in  his 
stock,  to  get  it  into  easier  writing  order,  I  clearly  perceived 
that  there  was  something  interposed  between  him  and  me, 
since  he  had  come  into  his  new  functions  which  prevented  our 
getting  at  each  other  as  we  used  to  do ,  and  quite  altered  the 
character  of  our  intercourse. 

There  was  no  one  in  the  quaint  old  drawing-room,  though 
it  presented  tokens  of  Mrs.  Heep's  whereabout.  I  looked 
into  the  room  still  belonging  to  Agnes ,  and  saw  her  sitting  by 
the  fire,  at  a  pretty  old  fashioned  desk  she  had,  writing. 

My  darkening  the  light  made  her  look  up.  What  a  plea- 
sure to  be  the  cause  of  that  bright  change  in  her  attentive 
face,  and  the  object  of  that  sweet  regard  and  welcome ! 

"Ah,  Agnes!"  said  I,  when  we  were  sitting  together,  side 
by  side ;  "  I  have  missed  you  so  much ,  lately  I  ** 

"Indeed?"  she  replied.    "Again!  And  so  soon?" 

I  shook  my  head. 

"I  don't  know  how  it  is,  Agnes ;  I  seem  to  want  solne  fa- 
culty of  mind  that  I  ought  to  have.  You  were  so  much  in  the 
habit  of  thinking  for  me,  in  the  happy  old  days  here,  and  I 
came  so  naturally  to  you  for  counsel  and  support,  that  I  really 
.  think  I  have  missed  acquiring  it?  " 

"And  what  is  it?"  said  Agnes,  cheerfully. 

"I  don't  know  what  to  call  it,"  I  replied.  "I  think  lam 
earnest  and  persevering?  " 

"I  am  sure  of  it,"  said  Agnes. 

"And  patient,  Agnes?"  I  inquired,  with  a  little  hesitation. 

"Yes,"  returned  Agnes,  laughing.    "Pretty  well.' 
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*<Andy€fc,'*  said  I,  "I  get  bo  miserAbls and  worried,  and 
am  BO  unsteady  and  iireBolute  in  my  power  of  asBuriog  myaeli^ 
that  I  know  I  must  want  —  Bhall  I  call  it — roliaxioe,  of  aome 
kind?" 

'^CallitBO,  ifyouvrill/'  said  Agnes. 

"Well!"  Iretumed.  '*  See  here!  You  come  to  London, 
I  rely  on  you,  and  I  have  an  object  and  a  course  at  once.  I 
am  driven  oat  of  it,  I  come  here,  and  in  a  moment  I  feel  an 
altered  person.  The  circumstances  that  distressed  me  are  not 
changed,  since  I  came  into  this  room ;  but  an  influence  comes 
over  me  in  that  short  interval  that  alters  me,  oh,  how 
much  for  the  better!  What  is  it?  What  is  your  secret, 
Agnes?" 

Her  head  was  bent  down,  looking  at  the  &re« 

"It's  the  old  story,"  said  I.  "Don't  laugh,  when  I  say  it 
was  always  the  same  in  little  things  as  it  is  in  greater  ones.  My 
old  troubles  were  nonsense,  and  now  they  are  serious;  bat 
whenever  I  have  gone  away  from  my  adopted  sister  -^  " 

Agnes  looked  up  —  with  such  a  Heavenly  face  !^-and  gave 
me  her  hand ,  which  I  kissed. 

"  Whenever  I  have  not  had  you ,  Agnes ,  to  udvise  and  ap- 
prove in  the  beginning,  I  have  seemed  to  go  wild,  and  to  get 
into  all  sorts  of  difficulty.  When  I  have  come  to  you ,  at  last 
(as  I  have  always  done) ,  I  have  come  to  peace  and  happiness. 
I  come  home,  now,  like  a  Ured  traveller,  and  find  sock  a 
blessed  sense  of  rest! " 

I  felt  so  deeply  what  1  said,  it' affected  me  so  sincerely,  that 
my  voice  failed,  and  I  covered  my  face  with  my  hand,  and 
broke  into  tears.  I  write  the  truth.  Whatever  contradictions 
and  inconsistencies  there  were  within  me,  as  there  are  within 
so  many  of  us ;  whatever  might  have  been  so  different,  and  so 
much  better ;  whatever  I  had  done ,  in  which  I  had  perversely 
wandered  away  from  the  voice  of  my  own  heart;  I  knew 
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iiotiimgof.    I  only  knew  that  I WB8  fervently  in  earnest,  ivbeo 
I  felt  the  rest  and  peaoe  of  haying  Agnes  near  ne. 

In  her  placid  sisterly  manner ;  with  her  beaming  eyes ;  with 
her  tender  voice ;  and  with  that  sweet  composure,  which  had 
long  ago  made  the  house  that  held  her  quite  a  sacred  place  to 
me;  she  soon  won  me  from  this  weakness,  and  led  «ne  on  to 
tell  all  that  bad  happened  since  oiir  last  meeting. 

"And  there  is  not  another  word  to  tell,  Agnes y*^  said  I,, 
when  I  had  made  an  end  of  my  confidence.    "Now,  my  re- 
liance is  on  you.'* 

**But  it  must  not  be  on  me,  Trotwood,*'  returned  Agnes, 
with  a  pleasant  smile.     **It  must  be  on  some  one  else.*' 

"On  Dora?"  said  I. 
"Assuredly." 

"Why,  I  have  not  mentioned,  Agnes,"  said  I,  a  little 
embarrassed,  "that  Dora  is  rather  difficult  to  —  I  would  not, 
for  the  world,  say,  to  rely  upon,  because  she  is  the  soul  of 
purity  and  truth —  but  rather  difficult  to  —  I  hardly  know  how 
to  express  it,  really,  Agnes.  She  is  a  timid  little  thing,  and 
easily  disturbed  and  frightened.  Some  time  ago,  before  her 
father's  death,  when  I  thought  it  right  to  mention  to  her  —  but 
1  '11  tell  you ,  if  you  will  bear  with  me ,  how  it  was," 

jLCCordingly,  I  told  Agnes  about  my  declaration  of  po- 
verty, about  the  cookery-book,  the  housekeeping  accounts, 
and  all  the  rest  of  it. 

"Oh,  Trotwoodl"  she  remonstrated,  with  a  smile.  "Just 
your  old  headlong  way  I  You  might  have  been  in  earnest  in 
Btriving  to  get  on  in  the  world,  without  being  so  very  sudden 
■with  atiraid,  loving,  inexperienced  girl.    Poor  Dorai " 

I  never  heard  such  sweet  forbearing  kindness  expressed  in 
a  voice,  as  she  expressed  in  making  this  reply.  It  was  as  if  I 
had  seen  her  admiringly  and  tenderly  embracing  Dora,  and 
tacidy  reproving  me,  by  her  considerate  protection,  for  my 
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hot  haste  in  fluttering  that  little  heart.  It  was  as  if  I  had  seen 
Dora,  in  all  her  fascinating  artlessness,  caressing  Agnes,  and 
thanking  her,  and  coaxingly  appealing  against  me»  and  loving 
me  with  all  her  childish  innocence. 

I  felt  so  grateful  to  Agnes,  and  admired  her  sol  I  saw 
those  two  together,  in  a  bright  perspective,  such  well- asso- 
ciated friends,  each  adorning  the  other  so  much ! 

'^ What. ought  I  to  do  then,  Agnes?**  I  inquired,  after 
looking  at  the  fire  a  little  while.  "What  would  it  be  right 
to  do?** 

*^I  think,**  said  Agnes,  "that  the  honourable  course  to 
take,  would  be  to  write  to  those  two  ladies.  Don*t  you  think 
that  any  secret  course  is  an  unworthy  one?  ** 

''Yes.    Ifyoti  think  so,**  said  I. 

"I  am  poorly  qualified  to  judge  of  such  matters,**  replied 
Agnes,  with  a  modest  hesitation,  "but  I  certainly  feel —  in 
short,  I  feel  that  your  being  secret  and  clandestine,  is  not 
being  like  yourself.**  f 

"Like  myself,  in  the  too  high  opinion  you  have  of  me, 
Agnes,  I  am  afraid,**  said  I. 

"Like  yourself  in  the  candour  of  your  nature,**  she  re- 
turned; "and  therefore  I  would  write  to  those  two  ladies.  I 
would  relate ,  as  plainly  and  as  openly  as  possible ,  all  that  has 
taken  place ;  and  I  would  ask  their  permission  to  visit  some- 
times, at  their  house.  Considering  that  yon  are  young,  and 
striving  for  a  place  in  life ,  I  think  it  would  be  well  to  say  that 
you  would  readily  abide  by  any  conditions  they  might  impose 
upon  you.  I  would  entreat  them  not  to  dismiss  your  request, 
without  a  reference  to  Dora;  and  to  discuss  it  with  her  when 
they  should  think  the  time  suitable.  I  would  not  be  too  vehe- 
ment,** said  Agnes,  gently,  "or  propose  too  much.  I  would 
trust  to  my  fidelity  and  perseverance  —  and  to  Dora.*' 

"But  if  they  were  to  frighten  Dora  agun,  Agnes,  by 
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•pteking  to  her/'  said  I.    **And  if  Dora  were  to  crj,  and  b&j  ^ 
notbing  about  raeJ  *^ 

^I«  that  likely?"  inquired  Agnes,  with  the  Baise  sweet 
consideration  in  her  face. 

**God  bless  her)  she  is  as  easily  scared  as  a  bird,*'  said  I. 
**  It  i»ght  be  1  Or  if  the  two  Miss  Spenlows  (elderly  ladies  of 
that  sort  are  odd  characters  sometimes)  should  not  be  likely 
persons  to  address  in  that  way !  *'    ' 

*' I  don't  think,  Trotwood,"  returned  Agnes,  rai30gher 
aoit  ^yes  tg.  mine,  **I  would  consider  that.  Perhaps  it  would 
be  better  only  to  oonsider  whether  it  is  right  to  do  this ;  and,  if 
it  is,  to  do  it." 

I  had  no  longer  any  doubt  on  the  subject.  With  a  lightened 
heart,  though  with  a  profound  sense  of  the  weighty  importance 
of  my  task,  I  devoted  the  whole  aflemooa  to  the  composition 
of  the  draft  of  this  letter;  for  whidi  great  purpose ,  Agnes  re- 
linquished her  desk  to  me.  But  first  I  went  down  stairs  to  see 
Mr.  Wickfieldaad  Uriah  Heep. 

I  found  Uriah  in  possession  of  a  new,  plaster^smelling  of- 
fice, built  out  in  the  garden ;  looking  extraordiaairily  mean,  in 
the  midst  of  a  quantity  of  books  and  papers.  He  receiTed  me 
in  his  usual  fawning  way,  and  pretended  not  to  have  heard  of 
my  arrival  firom  Mr.  Mrcawber ;  a  pretence  I  took  tbe  liberty  of 
disbelieving.  He  accompanied  me  into  Mr.  Wickfield's  room, 
whidi  was  the  shadow  of  its  former  self — having  been  divested 
of  a  variety  of  conveniences,  for  the  accommodation  of  the 
neW' partner  —  and  stood  before  the  fire,  warming  his  back, 
nCd  shaving  his  chin  with  his  bony  hand,  while  Mr.  Wickfield 
and  I  exchanged  greetings. 

** You  stay  with  us,  Trotwood,  while  you  remain  in  Gan- 
terbmy?"  said  Mr.  Wickfield,  not  without  a  glance  at  Uriah 
for  his  approval. 

**Is  there  room  for  me?'*  said  I. 
Dmid  Copper fidd.  III.  3 
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«I  am  sure,  Master  Copperfield  —  I  should  say  Mister, 
but  the  other  comes  so  natural,*'  said  Uriah,  —  ''I  would 
turn  out  of  your  old  room  with  pfeasure,  if  it  would  be 
agreeable." 

"No ,  no ,"  said  Mr.  Wickfield.  "Why  should  you  be  in- 
convenienced? There's  another  room.  There's  another 
room." 

"Oh,  but  you  know,"  returned  Uriah,  with  a  grin,  "I 
should  really  be  delighted  I " 

To  cut  the  matter  short,  I  said  I  would  have  the  other  room 
or  none  at  all;  so  it  was  settled  that  I  should  have  the  other 
room:  and,  taking  my  leave  of  the  firm  until  dinner,  I  went 
up  stairs  again. 

I  had  hoped,  to  have  no  other  companion  than  Agnes. 
But  Mrs.  Heep  had  asked  permission  to  bring  herself  and  her 
knitting  near  the  fire ,  in  that  room ;  on  pretence  of  its  having 
an  aspect  more  favourable  for  her  rheumatics,  as  the  wind  then 
was,  than  the  drawing-room  or  dining-parlour.  Though  I 
could  almost  have  consigned  her  to  the  mercies  of  the  wind  on 
the  topmost  pinnacle  of  the  Cathedral,  without  remorse,  I 
made  a  virtue  of  necessity,  and  gave  her  a  friendly  saluta- 
tion. 

"I'm  umbly  thankful  to  you,  Sir,"  said  Mrs.  Heep,  in 
acknowledgment  of  my  inquiries  concerning  her  health ,  *'  bat 
I  'm  only  pretty  well.  I  haven't  much  to  boast  of.  If  I  could 
see  my  Uriah  well  settled  in  life,  I  cotddn't  expect  much  more 
I  think.    How  do  you  think  my  Ury  looking ,  Sir  ?  " 

I  thought  him  looking  as  villanous  as  ever,  and  I  replied 
that  I  saw  no  change  in  him. 

"Oh,  don't  you  think  he's  changed?"  said  Mrs.  Heep. 
" There  I  must  umbly  beg  leave  to  difler  from  you.  Don't  yon 
see  a  thinness  in  him  ?  " 

"Not  more  than  usual,"  I  replied. 
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^^DmCtjon  though!**  said. Mrs.  Heep.  "But  70a  don*t 
take  notice  of  him  with  a  mother's  eye  I  ** 

His  mother's  eye  was  an  evil  eye  to  the  rest  of  the  world,  I 
thought  as  it  met  mine,  howsoever  affectionate  to  him;  and  I 
believe  she  and  her  son  were  devoted  to  one  another.  It 
passed  me,  and  went  on  to  Agnes. 

<*  Don*t  you  see  a  wasting  and  a  wearing  in  him,  Miss  ^ck- 
£eld?"  inquired  Mrs.  Heep. 

"No,**  said  Agnes,  quietly  pursuing  the  work  on  which 
•he  was  engaged.  **  You  are  too  s<)i|citous  about  him.  He  is 
very  well.** 

Mrs.  Heep,  with  a  prodigious  sniff,  resiAaed  her  knitting. 

She  never  left  off,  or  left  us  for  a  moment.  I  had  arrived 
early  in  the  day,  and  we  had  still  three  or  four  hours  before 
dinner;  but  she  sat  there,  plying  her  knitting-needles  as  mo« 
notonously  as  an  hour-glass  might  have  poured  out  its  sands. 
She  sat  on  one  side  of  the  fire;  I  sat  at  the  desk  in  front  of  it; 
a  little  beyond  nfe ,  on  the  other  side ,  sat  Agnes.  Whenso- 
ever, slowly  pondering  over  my  letter,  I  lifted  up  my  ej^B^ 
and  meeting  the  thoughtful  face  of  Agnes,  saw  it  clear,  and 
beam  encouragement  upon  me ,  with  its  own  angelic  expres- 
sion, I  was  conscious  presently  of  the  evil  eye  passing  me,  and 
going  on  to  her,  and  coming  back  to  me  again,  and  dropping 
furtively  upon  the  knitting.  What  the  knitting  was,  I  don't 
know,  not  being  learned  in  that  art;  but  it  looked  like  a  net; 
and  as  she  worked  away  with  those  Chinese  chopsticks  of 
knitting-needles,  she  showed  in  the  firelight  like  an  ill-looking 
enchantress,  baulked  as  yet  by  the  radiant  goodness  opposite, 
but  getting  ready  for  a  cast  of  her  net  by-and-by. 

At  dinner  she  maintained  her  watch,  with  the  same  un- 
winking eyes.  After  dinner,  her  son  took  his  turn ;  and  when 
Mr.  Wickfield,  himself,  and  I  were  left  alone  together,  leered 
at  me ,  and  writhed  until  I  could  hardly  bear  it    In  the  draw- 
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ing*rooin  >  there  was  the  mother  knittiiig  and  watchng  again. 
All  the  time  that  Agnes  sang  and  placed,  the  mother  ant  a«t  the 
piano.  Once  she  asked  for  a  partioalar  ballad,  whidiahesaid 
her  Urj  (who  was  yawning  in  a  great  chair)  doted  on;  and  at 
intervals  she  looked  round  at  him,  and  reported  to  Agnes  that 
he  was  in  raptures  with  the  music.  But  she  hardly  ever  apoke 
—  I  question  if  she  eter  did  —  without  making  aome  ttiention 
of  him.  It  was  evident  to  me  that  this  was  the  dvtj  asugned 
to  her. 

This  lasted  until  bed^time.  To  have  seen  the  mother  and 
son,  like  two  great  bats  hanging  over  the  whole  house,  and 
darkening  it  with  their  ugly  forms,  made  me  to  unoomlbrtable, 
that  I  would  rather  faaTe.remained  downstairs,  knitting  and 
all,  than  gone  to  bed.  I  hardly  got  any  s leap.  Next  d^y  the 
knitting  and  watching  began  again,  and  lasted  all  day« 

I  had  not  an  opportunity  of  speaking  to  Agnes ,  for  ten  mi- 
nutes. I  could  barely  show  her  my  letter.  I  proposed  to  her 
to  walk  out  with  me;  but  Mrs.  Heep  repeatedly  oompiaining 
that  she  was  worse,  Agnes  charitably  remained  within,  to  bear 
her  company.  Towards  the  twilight  I  went  out  by  myself, 
musing  on  what  I  ought  to  do ,  and  whether  I  was  justified  in 
withholding  firom  Agnes,  any  longer,  iHiat  Uriah  Heep  had 
told  me  in  London ;  for  that  began  to  trouble  me  again »  very 
much. 

I  had  not  walked  out  far  enough  to  be  quite  eiear  of  die 
town,  upon  the  Ramsgate  road,  where  there  was  a  good  path, 
when  I  was  hailed,  through  the  dusk^  by  somebody  behind 
me.  The  shambling  figure,  and  the  scanty  greatcoat,  were 
not  to  be  mistaken.    I  stopped,  and  Uriidi  Heep  came  up. 

"WeU?"  BiddL 

*'How  fast  you  walk!*'  said  he.  *<My  legs  are  pretty  lonp, 
but  you  've  |^en  'em  quite  a  job." 

"Where  are  you  goinff?'*  saidL 


37 


**l  am  oonung  with  yon ,  Master  Copperfield,  if  yon  *il  al- 
low me  the  pleunre  of  a  walk  with  an  old  aoqnaintaace.*' 
Saying  this,  with  a  jerk  of  hia  body,  which  might  haye  been 
eitiier  propitiatory  or  derisiye ,  he  fell  into  step  beside  me. 

"Uriah!**  said  I,  ascirillyaslcoald,  after  a  silence^ 

'^MasterCopperiieldi*'  said  Uriah. 

"To  tell  yon  the  trnth  (at  which  yon  will  not  be  offended), 
I  came  out  to  walk  alone,  because  I  have  had  so  much  com- 
pany." 

He  looked  at  me  sideways ,  and  said  with  his  hardest  grin, 
"  You  mean  mother?  " 

•♦Why  yes,  I  do,"  said  I. 

"Ahl  But  you  know  we  're  so  very  umble,'*  he  returned. 
"And  haying  such  a  knowledge  of  our  own  umbleness,  we 
most  really  take  care  that  we  're  not  pushed  to  the  wall  by 
them  as  isn't  umble.    All  stratagems  are  fair  in  love ,  Sir." 

Raising  his  great  hands  until  they  touched  his  chin,  he 
rubbed  them  softly,  and  sofUy  chuckled;  looking  as  like 
a  malevolent  baboon,  I  thought,  as  anything  human  could 
look. 

"You  see,"  he  said,  still  hugging  himself  in  that  un- 
pleasant way,  and  shaking  his  head  at  me,  "you  're  quite  a 
dangerous  rival,  Master  Copperfield.  You  always  was,  you 
know." 

"Do  you  set  a  watch  upon  Miss  Wickfield,  and  make  her 
home  no  home,  because  of  me?"  said  I. 

"Ohl  Master  Copperfleld  I  Those  are  very  arsh  words," 
he  replied.  ^ 

"Put  my  meaning  into  any  words  you  like,"  said  I.  "You 
kaow  what  it  is ,  Uriah,  as  well  as  I  do." 

"Oh  not  You  mifst  put  it  into  words »"  he  said.  "Oh, 
really  I    I  eouldn't  myself." 

"Do  you  suppose,'^  said  I,  constraining  myself  to  be  ▼"— 
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temperate  and  quiet  Trith  him,  on  accoant  of  Agnes,  "that 
I  regard  Miss  Wickfield  otherwise  than  as  a  very  dear  sister?** 

"Well,  Master  Copperfield,*'  he  replied,  "you  perceive 
I  am  not  bound  to  answer  that  question.  You  may  not,  you 
know.    But  then ,  you  see,  you  may !  ** 

Anything  to  equal  the  low  cunning  of  his  visage,  and  of 
his  shadowless  eyes  without  the  ghost  of  an  eyelash,  I  never 
saw. 

"Come,  then!*'  said  I.  "For  the  sake  of  Miss  Wick- 
field—*' 

"My  Agnes!**  he  exclaimed,  with  a  sickly,  angular  con- 
tortion of  himself.  "  Would  you  be  so  good  as  call  her  Agnes, 
Master  Copperfield!*' 

"For  the  sake  of  Agnes  Wickfield  — •  Heaven  bless  her! " 

"Thank  you  for  that  blessing,  Master  Copperfield  I**  he 
interposed. 

"I  will  tell  you  what  I  should,  under  any  other  circum- 
stances ,  as  soon  have  thought  of  telling  to  —  Jack  Ketch." 

"To  who.  Sir?"  said  Uriah,  stretching  out  his  neck,  and 
shading  his  ear  with  his  hand. 

"  To  the  hangman,'*  I  returned.  "  The  most  unlikely  per- 
son I  could  think  of,"  —  though  his  own  face  had  suggested 
the  allusion  quite  as  a  natural  sequence.  "  I  am  engaged  to 
another  young  lady.    I  hope  that  contents  you." 

"Upon  your  soul?**  said  Uriah. 

I  was  about  indignantly  to  give  my  assertion  the 'Confirma- 
tion he  required ,  when  he  caught  hold  of  my  hand,  and  gave 
it  a  squeeze. 

"Oh,  Master  Copperfield!**  he  said.  "If  you  had  only 
had  the  condescension  to  return  my  confidence  when  I  poured 
out  the  fulness  of  my  art,  the  night  I  put  you  so  much  out  of 
the  way  by  sleeping  before  your  sitting-room  fire,  I  never 
should  have  doubted  you.    As  it  is,  I  *m  sure  I  '11  take  off 
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motber  directly,  and  only  too  appy.  I  know  you  '11  excuse  the 
precautions  of  affection,  won't  you?    What  a  pity,  Master 
Copperfield,  that  you  didn't  condescend  to  return  my  con- 
fidence!   I  'm  sure  I  gave  you  every  opportunity.    But  you  \ 
never  have  condescended  to  me,  as  much  as  I  could  have  I 
wished.    I  know  you  have  never  liked  me,  as  I  have  liked/ 
you!" 

All  this  time  he  was  squeezing  my  hand  with  his  damp 
fishey  fingers ,  while  I  made  every  effort  I  decently  could  to 
get  it  away.  But  I  was  quite  unsuccessful.  He  drew  it  under 
the  sleeve  of  his  mulberry-coloured  great  coat,  and  I  walked 
on,  almost  upon  compulsion,  arm  in  arm  with  hira. 

** Shall  we  turn?'*  aaid  Uriah,  by-and-by  wheeling  me 
fiice  about  towards^Hie  town,  on  which  the  early  moon  was  now 
shining,  silvering  the  distant  windows. 

"Before  we  leave  the  subject,  you  ought  to  understand," 
said  I,  breaking  a  pretty  long  silence,  *' that  I  believe  Agnes 
Wickfield  to  be  as  far  above  you^  and  as  far  removed  from  all 
your  aspirations ,  as  that  moon  herself! " 

"Peaceful!  Ain't  she!"  said  Uriah.  "Very!  Now  con- 
fess. Master  Copperfield,  that  you  havn't  liked  me  quite  as  I 
have  liked  you.  All  along  you  've  thought  me  too  umble  now, 
I  shouldn't  wonder?"  »^' 

"I  am  not  fond  of  professions  of  humility,"  I  returned, "  or 
professions  of  anything  else." 

"There  now!"  said  Uriah,  looking  flabby  and  lead-co- 
loured in  the  moonlight.  "Didn't  I  know  it!  But  how  little 
you  think  of  the  rightful  umbleness  of  a  person  in  my  station. 
Master  Copperfield !  Father  and  me  was  both  brought  up  at  a 
foundation  school  for  boys;  and  mother,  she  was  likewise 
brought  up  at  a  public,  sort  of  charitable,  establishment. 
They  taught  us  all  a  deal  of  umbleness  —  not  much  else  that  I 
know  of,  from  morning  to  night.    We  was  to  be  umble  to  this 
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penon,  and  hmble  to  that;  and  to  pnQ  aS  our  oapa  here,  aad 
to  make  bows  there ;  and  always  to  know  onr  pUioe»  and  abase 
ourselves  before  oar  betters.  And  we  had  such  a  lot  of  bei- 
torsl  Father  got  the  monitor -medal  by  being  umble.  Se 
did  I.  Father  got  made  a  sexton  by  being  amble.  He  had 
the  charactor,  among  the  gentlefolks »  of  being  aaeh  a  well- 
behaved  man,  that  they  were  determined  to  bring  him  in. 
*Be  nmble,  Uriah,*  says  father  to  me,  ^ and  you  *U  get  on. 
It  was  what  was  always  being  dinned  into  yon  and  me  at 
school;  it's  what  goes  down  best.  Be  amble,*  tfaya  father, 
*  and  yoa  *11  do ! '    And  really  it  ain*i  done  bad  i  ** 

It  was  the  first  time  it  had  ever  ooonrred  to  me,  that  this 
detestable  cant  of  false  humiKty  mig^  jhave  originated  out  of 
the  Heep  family.    I  bad  .seen  the  barrel^,  bnt  had  neveif 
thought  of  the  seed.  ^ 

'*  When  I  was  quite  a  young  boy,**  said  Uriah,.  "I  got  to 
know  what  umbleness  did,  and  I  took  to  it.  I  ate  amble  pie 
with  an  appetito.  I  stopped  at  the  umble  point  of  my  learn- 
ing, and  says  I,  *Hold  hard!  *  When  yon  offered  to  teach  me 
.,/ latin,  I  knew  better.  ^People  like  to  be  above  yon,*  says 
7ather,  *keep  yourself  down.*  I  am  very  nmble  to  the  pre- 
sent moment.  Master  Copperfield,  but  I*ve  got  a  little 
power  I " 

And  he  said  all  this  —  I  knew,  as  I  saw  his  face  in  the 
moonlight  —  that  I  might  understand  he  was  resolved  to  re- 
compense himself  by  using  his  power.  I  had  never  doubted 
his  meanness,  his  craft  and  malice ;  but  I  fully  comprehended 
new,  for  the  first  time,  what  a  base,  unrelenting,  and  revenge- 
ful spirit,  must  have  been  engendered  by  this  early,  and  tiiis 
long,  suppression. 

His  account  of  himself  was  so  far  attended  with  an  agreea- 
ble result,  that  it  led  to  his  withdrawing  his  hand  in  order  that 
he  might  have  another  hug  of  himself  under  the  chin.    Once 
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apiirl.frovi  liiiii«  I  wm  detenmned,  to  keep  apart ;  and  we  ihiXk' 
ed  hukf  side  hj  side,  saying  yery  little  more  by  tbe  way. 

Whether  his  spirits  were  elevated  by  the  commuQieation 
I  hud  made  to  him»  or  by  his  having  indulged  iA  this  retro- 
spect, I  don^t  know ;  but  they  were  raised  by  some  inflnence. 
He  talked  more  at  dinner  than  was  asaal  with  him;  asked  his 
mother  (off  duty,  from  the  moment  of  our  re-entering  the 
house),  whether  he  was  not  growing  too  old  for  a  bachelor; 
and  once  looked  at  Agnes  so,  that  I  would  have  ghren  all  I 
had,  for  leave  to  knock  him  down. 

When  we  three  males  were  left  alone  after  dinner,  he  got 

into  a  more  adventurous  state.    He  had  taken  little  or  no 

wioe;  and  I  presume  it  was  the  mere  insolence  of  triumph 

that  was  upon  him,  flushed  perhaps  by  the  temptation  my  pre- 

^aeace  fiiraisHed  to  its  exhibition. 

I  had  observed  yesterday,  that  he  tried  to  entice  Mr«  Wick- 
field  to  drink;  and,  interpreting  the  look  which  Agnes  hadgiven 
me  as  she  went  out,  had  limited  myself  to  one  glass,  and  then 
proposed  that  we  should  foUow  her.  I  would  have  done  so 
again  to-day ;  but  Uriah  was  too  quick  for  me. 

*'We  seldom  see  our  present  visitor.  Sir,**  he  said,  ad- 
dressing Mr,  Wickfield,  sitting,  such  a  contrast  to  him,  at  the 
end  of  the  table, '  '^  and  I  should  propose  to  give  him  welcome 
in  anothei'  glass  or  two  of  wine,  if  you  have  no  objections.  Mr. 
Copperfleld,  your  elth  and  appiness !  ** 

I  was  obliged  to  make  a  show  of  taking  the  hand  he  stretch- 
ed across  to  me;  and  then,  with  very  different  emotions,  I 
took  the  hand  of  the  broken  gentleman,  his  partner. 

*'€k)me,  fellow  partner,*'  said  Uriah,  *'if  I  may  take  the 
liberty, — now,  suppose  you  give  us  something  or  another 
appropriate  to  Copperfield  1  *' 

I  pass  overMr.  Wickfield*s  proposing  my  aunt, his  proposing 
Mr.  Dioky  his  proposing  Doctor's  Commons,  his  proposing 
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Uriab,  his  drinking  everything  twice ;  his  consciousness  of  his 
own  weakness,  the  ineffectual  effort  that  he  made  against  it; 
the  struggle  between  his  shame  in  Uriah's  deportment,  and  his 
desire  to  conciliate  him ;  the  manifest  exultation  with  which 
Uriah  twisted  and  turned,  and  held  bim  up  before  me.  It  made 
me  sick  at  heart  to  see,  and  my  hand  recoils  from  writing  it. 

"Come,  fellow  partner!"  said  Uriah,  at  last,  **/*ll  give 
you  another  one,  and  I  umbly  ask  for  bumpers,  seeing  I  intend 
to  make  it  the  divinest  of  her  sex." 

Her  father  had  his  empty  glass  in  his  hand.  I  saw  him 
set  it  down,  look  at  the  picture  she  was  so  like,  put  his  hand  to 
his  forehead,  and  shrink  back  in  his  elbow  chair. 

''I  'm  an  umble  individual  to  give  you  her  elth,"  proceeded 
Uriah,  ''but  I  admire  —  adore  her." 

No  physical  pain  that  her  father's  grey  head  could  have  % 
borne,  I  think  could  have  been  more  terrible  to  me,  than  the 
mental  endurance  I  saw  compressed  now  within  both  hia 
hands. 

"Agnes,"  said  Uriah,  either  not  regarding  him,  or  not 
knowing  what  the  nature  ef  his  action  was,  "  Agnes  Wickfield 
is,  I  am  safe  to  say,  the  divinest  of  her  sex.  May  I  speak  out, 
among  friends?  To  be  her  father  is  a  proud  distinction,  hot 
to  be  her  usband — " 

Spare  me  from  ever  agun  such  a  cry,  as  that  with  which 
her  father  rose  up  from  the  table  I 

"What's  the  matter?"  said  Uriah,  turning  of  a  deadly 
colour.  *"You  are  not  gone  mad,  after  all,  Mr.  Wickfield,  I 
hope?  If  I  say,  I've  an  ambition  to  make  your  Agnes  my 
Agnes,  I  have  as  good  a  right  to  it  as  another  man.  I  have 
a  better  right  to  it  than  any  other  man ! " 

I  had  my  arms  round  Mr.  Wickfield,  imploring  him  by 
everything  that  I  could  think  of,  o  Aienest  of  all  by  his  love  for 
Agnes,  to  calm  himself  a  little.    He  was  mad  for  the  moment; 
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tearing  out  bis  hair,  beating  bis  head,  trying  to  force  me  from 
Him  and  to  force  himself  from  me,  not  answering  a  word,  not 
looking  at  or  seeing  any  one;  blindly  striving  for  he  knew  not 
what,  bis  face  all  staring  and  distorted  —  a  frightful  spectacle. 

I  conjured  him,  incoherently,  but  in  the  most  impassioned 
manner,  not  to  abandon  himself  to  this  wildness,  but  to  hear 
me.  I  besought  him  to  think  of  Agnes,  to  connect  me  with 
Agnes,  to  recollect  how  Agnes  and  I  had  grown  up  together, 
how  I  honoured  her  and  loved  her,  how  she  was  his  pride  and 
joy.  I  tried  to  bring  her  idea  before  him  in  any  form ;  I  even 
reproached  him  with  not  having  firmness  to  spare  her  the 
knowledge  of  such  a  scene  as  this.  I  may  have  effected  some- 
thing, or  his  wildness  may  have  spent  itself;  but  by  de- 
l^ees  he  struggled  less,  and  began  to  look  at  me  —  strangely 
at  first,  then  with  recognition  in  his  eyes.  At  length  he  said, 
"I  know,  Trotwoodl  My  darling  child  and  you  — I  know! 
But  look  at  him!** 

He  pointed  to  Uriah,  pale  and  glowering  in  a  comer,  evi- 
dently very  much  out  in  his  calculations,  and  taken  by  sur- 
prise. 

"Look  at  my  torturer,"  he  replied.  "Before  him  I  have 
step  by  step  abandoned  name  and  reputation,  peace  and  quiet, 
house  and  home.*' 

"I  have  kept  your  name  and  reputation  for  you,  and  your 
peace  and  quiet,  and  your  house  and  home  too,'*  said  Uriah, 
-with  a  sulky,  hurried,  defeated  air  of  compromise.  "Don't 
be  foolish,  Mr.  Widcfield.  If  I  have  gone  a  little  beyotid  what 
you  were  prepared  for,  I  can  go  back  I  suppose?  "There  's  no 
harm  done.** 

"I  looked  for  single  motives  in  every  one,"  said  Mr.  Wick- 
field,  "and  I  was  satisfied  I  had  bound  him  to  me  by  motives 
of  interest.    But  see  what  he  is  —  oh,  see  what  he  is  I  '* 

"You  had  better  stop  him,  Copperfield,  if  you  can,*'  cried 
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Uriah,  with  his  long  ibre-finger  pointing  towards  me,  "He  *U 
say  something  presently  -^  mind  yon !  -~  he  'U  be  sorry  to 
have  said  aftenrards,  and  yon  '11  be  sorry  to  have  heard  I  '* 

**I  *1I  say  anythingl*'  cried  Mr.  Wickfield,  with  a  despe- 
rate air.  **  Why  should  I  not  be  in  all  the  worid*s  power  if  I 
am  in  yoars  1  ** 

**Mindl  I  tell  youl"  said  Uriah,  continuing  to  warn  me. 
''If  yon  don't  stop  his  mouth,  you  *re  not  his  friend!  Why 
shouldn't  you  be  in  all  the  world's  power,  Mr.  Wickfield? 
Because  you  have  got  a  daughter.  You  and  me  know  what  we 
know,  don't  we?  Let  sleeping  dogs  lie — who  wants  to  rouse 
'em  7  I  don't*  Can't  you  see  I  am  as  amble  aa  I  can  be  ?  I  tell 
yon,  if  I  've  gone  too  far,  I  'm  sorry.  What  would  you  have. 
Sir?" 

<'Oh,  Trotwood,  Trotwoodl"  exclaimed  Mr.  Wickfield, 
wringing  his  hands.  **  What  I  have  come  down  to  be,  since 
I  first  saw  you  in  this  house  I  I  was  on  my  downward  way  them 
but  the  dreary,  dreary,  road  I  have  traversed  since  I  Weak 
indulgence  has  ruined  me.  Indulgence  in  remembrance,  and 
indulgence  in  forgetfulness.  My  natural  grief  for  my  chQd's 
mother  ti)^ned  to  disease ;  my  natural  love  for  my  child  turned 
to  disease.  I  have  infected  everything  I  touched.  I  have 
^  brought  misery  on  what  I  dearly  love,  I  know —  Fpttknowl 
\  I  thought  it  posrible  that  I  could  truly  love  one  creature  in  the 
world,  and  not  love  the  rest;  I  thought  it  possible  that  I  could 
truly  mourn  for  one  creature  gone  out  of  the  world,  and  not 
have  some  part  in  the  grief  of  all  who  mourned.  Thus  the 
lessons  of  my  life  have  been  perverted  1  I  have  preyed  on  my 
own  morbid  coward  heart,  and  it  has  preyed  on  me.  Sordid 
in  my  grief,  sordid  in  my  love ,  sordid  in  my  miserable  escape 
from  the  darker  side  of  both,  ok  see  the  ruin  I  am^  and  hate 
me,  shun  me!" 

He  dropped  into  a  chair,  and  weakly  sobbed.  The  excite* 
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1m  iMd  been  roused  was  leaTiDgUm.    UrUk 
oat  of  lus  oomer. 

**1  dcm*t  know  sU  I  hsTe  done,  in  my  fktoitj,*'  said  Mr. 
Widfidd,  patting  out  his  hands,  as  if  to  deprecate  my  con- 
denmalion.  **B^  knows  best,*^  meaning  Uriah  Heep,  "for 
be  has  always  been  at  my  elbow,  whispering  me.  Yon  see  the 
mifl-stone  that  he  is  about  my  neck.  You  find  him  in  my  hoose, 
yon  find  him  in  my  business.  You  heard  him,  but  a  little  time 
ago.    What  need  haTO  I  to  say  morel  *^ 

"You  haTen't  need  to  say  so  much,  nor  half  so  much,  nor 
anything  at  all,*'  obserred  Uriah,  half  defiant,  and  half  fawn- 
ing. **  Yon  wouldn't  have  took  it  up  so,  if  it  hadn't  been  for 
the  wine.  You'll  think  better  of  it  to-morrow,  Sir.  If  I  have 
said  too  much,  or  more  than  I  meant,  what  of  it?  I  havenH 
stood  by  it!" 

The  door  opened,  and  Agnes,  gliding  in,  without  a 
yestige  of  colour  in  her  face,  put  her  arm  round  his  neck,  and 
steadily  said,  '*Papa,  you  are  not  well.  Come  with  me!" 
He  laid  his  head  upon  her  shoulder,  as  if  he  were  oppressed 
with  heavy  shame,  and  went  out  with  her.  Her  eyes  met  mine 
for  but  an  instant,  yet  I  saw  how  much  she  knew  of  what  had 
passed. 

"I  didn't  expect  he  'd  cut  up  so  rough,  Master  Copper- 
field,"  said  Uriah.  "But  it  *s  nothing.  I  *11  be  friends  with 
him  to-morrow.  It 's  for  his  good.  I  'm  umbly  anxious  for 
his  good." 

I  gave  him  no  answer,  and  went  upstairs  into  the  quiet 
room  where  Agnes  had  so  oflen  sat  beside  me  at  my  books. 
Nobody  came  near  me  until  late  at  night.  I  took  up  a  book, 
and  tried  to  read.  I  heard  the  clocks  strike  twelve,  and  was 
■tin  reading,  without  knowing  what  I  read,  when  Agnes 
tonchedma. 
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''Yon  will  be  going  early  in  the  morning,  Trotwood.  Let 
us  say  good  bye,  nowl'^ 

She  had  been  weeping ,  bnt  her  face  then  was  so  calm  and 
beautiful  I 

"  Heaven  bless  you  I  *'  she  said ,  giving  me  her  hand. 

"Dearest  Agnes!*'  I  returned,  **I  see  you  ask  me  not  to 
speak  of  to-night  —  but  is  there  nothing  to  be  done  ?  ** 

''  There  is  God  to  trust  in  I "  she  replied. 

**  Can  /  do  nothing  —  /,  who  come  to  you  with  my  poor 
sorrows?" 

"And  make  mine  so  much  lighter,**  she  replied.  ''Dear 
Trotwood,  no!" 

"Dear  Agnes,**  I  said,  "it  is  presumptuous  forme,  who 
am  so  poor  in  all  in  which  you  are  so  rich  —  goodness ,  reso- 
lution, all  noble  qualities  —  to  doubt  or  direct  you;  but  you 
know  how  much  I  love  you ,  and  how  much  I  owe  you.  Yon 
will  never  sacrifice  yourself  to  a  mistaken  sense  of  duty, 
Agnes?" 

More  agitated  for  a  moment  than  I  had  ever  seen  her,  she 
took  her  hand  from  me,  and  moved  a  step  back. 

"  Say  you  have  no  such  thought,  dear  Agnes  I  Much  more 
than  sister!  Think  of  the  priceless  gift  of  such  a  heart  as 
yours,  of  such  a  love  as  yours !  ** 

Oh!  long,  long  afterwards,  I  saw  that  face  rise  up  before 
me,  with  its  momentary  look,  not  wondeiing,  not  accusing, 
not  regretting.  Oh,  long,  long  afterwards,  I  saw  that  look 
subside,  as  it  did  now,  into  the  lovely  smile,  with  which  she 
told  me  she  had  no  fear  for  herself —  I  need  have  none  for  her 
—  and  parted  from  me  by  the  name  of  Brother,  and  was 
gone! 

It  was  dark  in  the  morning,  when  I  got  upon  the  coach  at 
the  inn  door.  The  day  was  just  breaking  when  we  were  about 
to  start,  and  then,  as  I  sat  thinking  of  her,  came  stragi^ing 
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op  the  coach  side,  through  the  mingled  day  and  night,  Uriah's 
head. 

" Copperfield ! '*  said  he,  in  a  croaking  whisper,  as  he 
hung  hy  the  iron  on  the  roof,  ^*I  thought  you  *d  be  glad  to  hear 
before  you  went  off,  that  there  are  no  squares  broke  between 
us.  I  Ve  been  into  his  room  already,  and  we  Ve  made  it  all 
smooth.  Why,  though  I'm  umble,  I*m  useful  to  him,  you 
know ;  and  he  understands  his  interest  when  he  isn't  in  liquor  1 
What  an  agreeable  man  he  is ,  after  all.  Master  Copperfield !  *' 

I  obliged  myself  to  say  that  I  was  glad  he  had  made  his 
apology. 

"  Oh ,  to  be  sure  I  **  said  Uriah.  '*  When  a  person  *s  umble, 
you  know,  what 's  an  apology  ?  So  easy  I  I  say!  I  suppose/' 
with  a  jerk,  "you  have  sometimes  plucked  a  pear  before  it  was 
ripe ,  Master  Copperfield  ?  " 

"  I  suppose  I  have,"  I  replied. 

''/  did  that  last  night,"  said  Uriah;  **but  it  '11  ripen  yet! 
It  only  wants  attending  to.   'I  can  wait  1 " 

Profuse  in  his  farewells ,  he  got  down  again  as  the  coach- 
man got  up.  For  anything  I  know,  he  was  eating  something 
to  keep  the  raw  morning  air  out;  but,  he  made  motions  with  his 
mouth  as  if  the  pear  were  ripe  already ,  and  he  were  smacking 
his  lips  oyer  it. 
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CHAPTER  m. 

The  wanderer. 

Ws  had  a  very  serious  conversation  in  BudLinghain  Street 
tbat  night,  about  the  domestic  occurrences  I  have  detailed  in 
the  last  chapter.  My  aunt  was  deeply  interested  in  them ,  and 
walked  up  and  down  the  room  with  her  arms  folded,  for  more 
than  two  hours  afterwards.  Whenever  she  was  particularly 
discomposed,  she  always  performed  one  of  these  pedestrian 
feats ;  and  the  amount  of  her  discomposure  might  always  be 
estimated  by  the  duration  of  her  walk.  On  this  occasion  she 
was  so  much  disturbed  in  mind  as  to  find  it  necessary  to  open 
the  bed-room  door,  and  make  a  course  for  herself,  compri- 
sing the  full  extent  of  the  bed-rooms  from  wall  to  wall;  and 
while  Mr.  Dick  and  I  sat  quietly  by  the  fire,  she  kept  passing 
in  and  out ,  along  this  measured  track,  at  an  unchanging  pace, 
with  the  regularity  of  a  clock-pendulum. 

When  my  aunt  and  I  were  left  to  ourselves  by  Mr.  Dick's 
going  out  to  bed,  I  sat  down  to  write  my  letter  to  the  two  old 
ladies.  By  that  time  she  was  tired  of  walking,  and  sat  by  the 
fire  with  her  dress  tucked  up  as  usual.  But  instead  of  sitting 
in  her  usual  manner,  holding  her  glass  upon  her  knee,  she 
suffered  it  to  stand  neglected  on  the  chimney-piece;  and, 
resting  her  left  elbow  on  her  right  arm,  and  her  chin  on  her 
left  hand ,  looked  thoughtfully  at  me.  As  often  as'  I  raised  my 
eyes  from  what  I  was  about,  I  met  hers.  **I  am  in  the 
lovingest  of  tempers,  my  dear,"  she  would  assure  me  with  a 
nod ,  " but  I  am  fidgetted  and  sorry !  ** 

I  had  been  too  busy  to  observe,  until  after  she  was  gone  to 
bod,  that  she  had  left  her  night-mixture ,  as  she  always  called 
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it,  untasted  on  the  chimney-piece.  She  came  to  her  door, 
with  even  more  than  her  usual  aflfection  of  manner,  when  I 
knocked  to  acquaint  her  with  this  discoyery;  but  only  said, 
*^I  have  not  the  heart  to  take  it,  Trot,  to-night,"  and  shook 
her  head ,  and  went  in  again. 

She  read  my  letter  to  the  two  old  ladies ,  in  the  morning, 
and  approved  of  it.  I  posted  it,  and  had  nothing  to  do  then, 
but  wait,  as  patiently  as  I  could ,  for  the  reply.  I  was  still  in 
this  state  of  expectation,  and  had  been,  for  nearly  a  week; 
when  I  left  the  Doctor's  one  snowy  night ,  to  walk  home. 

It  had  been  a  bitter  day ,  and  a  cutting  north-east  wind  had 
blown  for  some  time.  The  wind  had  gone  down  with  the  light, 
and  so  the  snow  had  come  on.  It  was  a  heavy,  settled  fall,  I 
recollect,  in  great  flakes;  and  it  lay  thick.  The  noise  of 
wheels  and  tread  of  people  were  as  hushed,  as  if  the  streets 
had  been  strewn  that  depth  with  feathers. 

My  shortest-  way  home,  —  and  I  naturally  took  the  shortest 
way  on  such  a  night  —  was  through  Saint  Martin's  Lane. 
Now,  the  church  which  gives  its  name  to  the  lane,  stood  in  a 
less  free  situation  at  that  time ;  there  being  no  open  space  be- 
fore it,  and  the  lane^inding  down  to  the  Strand.  As  I  passed 
the  steps  of  the  portico,  I  encountered,  at  the  comer,  a  wo- 
man's face.  It  looked  in  mine,  passed  across  the  narrow  lane, 
and  disappeared.  I  knew  it.  I  had  seen  it  somewhere.  But 
I  could  not  remember  where.  I  had  some  association  with  it, 
that  struck  upon  my  heart  directly ;  but  I  was  thinking  of  any- 
thing else  when  it  came  upon  me,  and  was  confused. 

On  the  steps  of  the  church,  there  was  the  stooping  figure  of 
a  man,  who  had  put  down  some  burden  on  the  smooth  snow, 
to  adjust  it;  my  seeing  the  face,  and  my  seeing  him,  were  si- 
multaneous. I  don't  think  I  had  stopped  in  my  surprise ;  but, 
in  any  case,  as  I  went  on,  he  rose,  turned,  and  came  down 
towards  me.  I  stood  face  to  face  with  Mr.  Feggotty ! 
David  Copp^rfield.  IlL  4 
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Tbetilreib'etnberedtfae^o^ati.  it^A«MftrtbA,  to^liom 
Emify  had  grV^  the  money  tiiat  mght  in  the'  kHclien.  Maa^tba 
Endell  —  tsid^  by  side  with  whom ,  he  would  not  ha^re  se^n  his 
dear  niece,  Ham  had  told  me,  for  all  the  treaiiures  wrecked  in 
the  sea. 

We  shook  hands  heartily.  At  first  heither  of  u^  coald 
speak  a  word. 

''Mas'r  Dsvyl"  he  said,  griping  me  tight,  *4t  do  my  art 
good  to  see  yon.  Sir.    Well  met,  weHmet!" 

«  Well  met ,  my  dear  old  friend ! "  said  I. 

*'I  had  my  thowts  o'  coming  to  make  inquiration  for  yon, 
Sir,  to-night,"  he  said,  '*bat  knowing  as  yonrannt^as  living 
along  wi'  yon  —  for  I  've  been  down  yonder  —  Yarmodth  way 
—  I  was  afeerd  it  was  t6o  late.  I  should  have  come  early  in 
the  morning,  Sir,  afore  going  away." 

"Again?"  said  I. 

"Yes,  Sir,"  herepli^,  patiently  Aaking  his  head,  "I'm 
away  to-morrow." 

"  Where  were  yon  goiififg  now  ?  "  I  asked. 

"Well!"  he  replied,  shaking  the  snow  out  ofhis  longhair, 
"  I  was  a  going  to  turn  iri  someWheers."  # 

In  those  days  there  was  a  side-entrance  to  the  stable-yird 
of  the  Golden  Cross,  the  inn  so  memorable  to  me  in  con- 
nexion with  his  misfortune,  nearly  opposite  to  where  nt^e  fttood. 
I  pointed  out  the  gatewsijr ,  put  my  arm  through  his ,  iind  we 
went  across.  Two  or  three  public-rooms  opened  otrt  of  the 
stable-yard;  and  looking  into  one  of  them,  and  findit:l|;  it 
empty,  and  a  good  fire  burning,  I  took  him  in  there. 

When  I  saw  him  in  the  light,  I  observed,  not  only  that  hia 
hair  was  long  and  raggcfd ,  but  that  his  face  was  bitmt  dark  bj 
the  sun.  He  was  greyer,  the  lines  in  his  face  and  forehead 
were  deeper,  and  he  had  every  appearance  of  having  toiled 
'^nd  wandered  through  all  vaneties  of  weather;  baihe  leoked 
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-vety  strong,  and  like  a  man  apbeid  by  stedfastaest  of  purpose, 
whom  nothing  could  tir^  out.  He  thook  the  snow  from  his 
hat  and  clothes^  and  brushed  it  away  from  his  face,  while  I 
yriA  inwardly  making  these  remarks.  As  he  sate  down  op- 
po^te  io  me  at  a  iable,  with  his  back  to  tlie  door  by  which  we 
had  entered,  he  pat  out  his  rough  hand  again,  and  grasped 
mine  warmly. 

"I  •!!  tell  you,  Mas'rDavy,"  he  said,  —  "wheer  ail  I  Ve 
been,  and  what^all  we  *ve  heerd^  I  Ve  been  fur,  and  we  *ve 
heerd  little ;  bat  I  'U  tell  ycml " 

I  rang  the  bell  for  something  hot  to  drink.  He  would 
have  nothing  younger  than  ale;  and  while  it  was  being 
brought,  and  being  warmed  at  the  fire,  he  sat  thinking, 
^here  was  a  fine,  massive  gravity  in  his  face,  I  did  not  ven- 
ture to  disturb. 

''When  she  was  a  child,**  «he  said,  lifting  up  his  head  soon 
after  we  were  left  alone,  "she  used  to  talk  to  me  a  deal  about 
the  sea,  and  about  them  coasts  where  the  sea  got  to  be  dark 
blue ,  and  to  lay  a  shining  and  a  shining  in  the  sun.  I  thowt, 
odd  times,  as  her  father  being  drownded  made  her  think  on  it 
gomoeh.  Idoen*tknow,  you  see,  but  maybe  she  believed 
•*-*  ot  hoped  —  he  had  drifted  out  to  them  parts,  where  the 
flowers  is  always  a  blowing,  and  the  country  bright.*' 
*'It  is  likely  to  hare  been  a  childish  fancy/*  I  replied. 
"When  she  was  —  lost,'*  said  Mr.  Peggotty,  "I  know'd 
in  my  mind,  as  he  would  take  her  to  them  countries.  I  know'd 
in  my  mind,  as  he*d  have  told  her  wonders  of  *em,  and  how 
ahe  was  to  be  a  lady  theer,  and  how  he  got  her  listen  to  him 
first,  along  o*  sech  like.  When  we  see  his  mother,  I  know'd 
quite  well  as  I  was  right.  I  went  across- channel  to  France, 
and  landed  theer,  as  if  I  *d  fell  down  from  the  sky.*' 

I  saw  the  door  move,  and  the  snow  drift  in.    I  saw  it  move 
a  little  more,  and  a  hand  softly  interpose  to  keep  it  open. 

4* 
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"I  found  out  a  English  gentleman  as  was  in  authority/* 
said  Mr.  Peggotty,  ^'and  told  him  I  was  a  going  to  seek  my 
niece.  He  got  me  them  papers  as  I  wanted  fur  to  carry  me 
through  —  I  doen't  rightly  know  how  they  *re  called  —  and  he 
wx>uld  have  give  me  money,  but  that  I  was  thankful  to  have  no 
need  on.  I  thank  him  kind,  for  all  he  done,  I  *m  sure  1  "I  *ve 
wrote  afore  you,'*  he  says  to  me,  *and  I  shall  speak  to 
many  as  will  come  that  way,  and  miiny  will  know  you,  fur  dis- 
tant from  here,  when  you  *re  a  travelling  alone.*  I  told  him, 
best  as  I  was  able ,  what  my  gratitoode  was ,  and  went  away 
through  France.** 

^^Alone,  and  on  foot?**  said  I. 

"Mostly  a-foot,*'  he  rejoined;  ''sometimes  in  carts  along 
with  people  going  to  market;  sometimes  m  empty  coaches. 
Many  mile  %  day  a -foot,  and  oflen  with  some  poor  soldier  or 
another,  travelling  to  see  his  friends.  I  couldn't  talk  to  him," 
said  Mr.  Peggotty ,  '*  nor  he  to  me ;  but  we  was  company  for 
one  another,  too,  along  the  dusty  roads.** 

I  should  have  known  that  by  his  friendly  tone. 

''When  I  come  to  any  town,**  he  pursued,  "I  found  the 
inn,  and  waited  about  the  yard  till  some  one  turned  up  (some 
one  mostly  did)  as  know*d  English.  Then  I  told  how  that  I 
was  on  my  way  to  seek  my  niece,  and  they  told  me  what  man- 
ner of  gentlefolks  was  in  the  house,  and  I  waited  to  see  any  as 
seemed  like  her,  going  in  or  out.  When  it  warn't  Em*ly,  I 
went  on  agen.  By  little  and  little ,  when  I  come  to  a  new  vil- 
lage or  that,  among  the  poor  people,  I  found  they  know*d 
about  me.  They  would  set  me  down  at  their  cottage  doors, 
and  give  me  what-not  fur  to  eat  and  drink  ^  and  show  me 
where  to  sleep ;  and  many  a  woman,  Mas *r  Davy,  as  has  had  a 
daughter  of  about  Em*ly*s  age,  T  *ve  found  a-waiting  for  me, 
at  Our  Saviour's  Cross  outside  the  village,  fur  to  do  me  sim'lar 
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kindnesses.    Some  has  had  daughters  as  was  dead.    And  God 
onlj  knows  how  good  them  mothers  was  to  me !  ** 

It  was  Martha  at  the  door.  I  saw  her  haggard ,  listening 
face  distinctly.  My  dread  was  lest  he  should  turn  his  head, 
and  see  her  too. 

"  They  would  often  put  their  children  —  particular  their 
little  girls  /'  said  Mr.  Peggotty,  "  upon  my  knee ;  and  many  a 
time  you  might  have  seen  me  sitting  at  their  doors,  when  night 
was  coming  on,  a*most  as  if  they'd  been  my  Darling's  children. 
Oh,  my  Darling!" 

Overpowered  by  sudden  grief,  he  sobbed  aloud.  I  laid 
my  trembling  hand  upon  the  hand  he  put  before  his  face. 
"Thankee,  Sir,"  he  said,  "don'ttake  no  notice." 

.  In  a  very  little  while  he  took  his  hand  away  and  pat  it  in  his 
breast,  and  went  on  with  his  story. 

"They  often  walked  with  me,"  he  said,  "in  the  morning, 
may  be  a  mile  or  two  upon  my  road ;  and  when  we  parted,  and 
I  said,  *I  'm  very  thankful  to  you  1  God  bless  you  I  *  they  al- 
ways seemed  to  understand,  and  answered  pleasant.  At  last 
I  come  to  the  sea.  It  warn*t  hard,  you  may  suppose,  for  a 
seafaring  man  like  me  to  work  his  way  over  to  Italy.  When  I 
gottheer,  I  wandered  on  as  I  had  done  afore.  The  people 
was  just  as  good  to  me ,  and  I  should  have  gone  from  town  to 
town,  maybe  the  country  through,  but  that  I  got  news  of  her 
being  seen  among  them  Swiss  mountains  yonder.  One  as 
know'd  his  servant  see  'em  there,  all  three,  and  told  me  how 
they  travelled ,  and  where  they  was.  I  made  for  them  moun- 
tains, Mas'rDavy,  day  and  night.  Ever  so  fur  as  I  went,  ever 
80  fur  the  mountains  seemed  to  shift  away  from  me.  But  I 
come  up  with  'em,  and  I  crossed  e'm.  When  I  got  nigh  the 
place  as  I  had  been  told  of,  I  began  to  think  within  my  own 
aelf,  *WhatshallIdowheni»8eeher?'" 

The  listening  face,  insensible  to  the  inclement  night,  still 
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drooped  at  the  door,  and  tlie  hands  begged  me  —  prayed  Me 
—  not  to  caet  It  forth. 

"I  never  doubted  her,**  said  Mr.  Peggotty.  **No!  not  a 
bit !  On*y  let  her  see  my  face  —  on'y  let  her  hear  my  voice  — 
on'y  let  my  stanning  still  afore  her  bring  to  her  thouf^its  the 
home  she  had  fled  away  from,  and  the  diild  she  had  been  — 
and  if  she  had  growed  to  foe  a  royal  lady ,  she'd  have  fell  down 
at  my  feet!  I  know'd  it  well!  Many  a  time  in  my  sleep  had  I 
heerd  her  cry  out,  *Uncle!'  and  seen  her  fall  Kke  death 
afore  me.  Many  a  time  in  my  sleep  had  I  raised  her  up,  and 
whispered  to  her,  'Em'ly  my  dear,  I  am  come  fur  to  bring 
forgiveness ,  and  to  take  you  home  I  * 

He  stopped  and  shook  his  head,  and  went  on  with  a  sigh. 

^^He  was  nowt  to  me  now.  Em'ly  was  all*  {  boq^ht  a 
country  dress  to  pat  upon  her ;  and  I  know'd  that,  once  found, 
she  would  walk  beside  me  over  them  stony  roads,  go  where  I 
would,  and  never,  never,,  leave  me  more.  Toputthat^dress 
upon  her,  and  to  cast  off  what  she  wore  —  to  t^e  her  on  my 
arm  again,  and  wander  toirards  home  *-  to  stop  sometimes 
upon  the  road«  and  heal  her  bruised  feet  and  her  worse- 
bruised  heart  —  w;as  all  that  libowt  of  now.  I  doen't  believe 
I  should  have  done  so  much  as  look  at  him.  But,  Mas'r  Davy, 
it  wam't  to  be  —  not  yet !  I  was  too  late ,  and  they  was  gone. 
IVheer,  I  couldn't  learn.  Some  said  heer,  some  said  theer. 
I  travelled  heer,  and  I  travelled  theer,  but  I  found  no  Em'ly, 
and  I  travelled  home." 

"How long  ago?"  I  asked. 

''A  matter  o' fewer  days,"  eaid Mr.  Peggotty.  ^'I  sighted 
the  old  boat  arter  dark,  and  ithe  light  a  shining  im  the  winder. 
When  I  come  nigh  and  looked  in  through  the  glass,  I  see  the 
faithful  creetur  Missis  Gummidge  eittin*  by  the  fire,  as  we  had 
fixed  upon,  alone.    I  called  out,   'Doea't  be  afeendJ    It's 
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Dan'll '  and  I  went  in.  I  never  could  hffre  thowt  the  old  boat 
vould  liaTe  been  so  strange !  *' 

From  some  pocket  in  his  breast,  he  took  out,  irithaTer^r 
careful  hand,  a  small  paper  bundle  containing  two  or  three 
letters  or  little  packets,  which  he  laid  upon  the  table. 

'*  This  first  one  come  ,**  he  said ,  selecting  it  fro^l  ;the  rest, 
"  afore  I  had  been  gone  a  week.  A  Mty  pound  Bank  note ,  in 
a  sheet  of  paper,  directed  to  me,  and  put  underneath  the  door 
in  the  night.  She  tried  to  hide  her  writing,  but  she  couldn't 
hide  it  from  Me!" 

He  folded  up  the  note  again,  with  great  patience  and  c^re, 
in  exactly  the  same  form ,  and  laid  it  on  one  side. 

**Tfai8  ,come  to  Missis  Gummidge,"  he  said,  opening  an- 
other, "two  or  three  months  ago."  Afler  looking  at  it  for 
some  moments,  he  gave  it  to  me,  and  added  in  alow  voice, 
*'Be  so  good  as  read  it.  Sir." 

I  read  as  follows : 

**0h  what  will  you  feel  when  you  see  this  wiiliDg,  and  know  it  comes 
from  my  wicked  band !  Bui  try,  try^not  fpr  my  Mke,  l>ut  for  uncle's 
goodness,  try  to  let  your  heart  soften  to  me, only  for  a  li.^le  little  time! 
Try,  pray  do*  to  relent  towards  a  miserable  girl,  and  write  down  on  a 
bit  of  paper  whetfier  be  is  well ,  and  what  he  said  about  me  before  you 
left  off  ever  naming  me  among  yourselves  —  and  whether,  of  a  night, 
when  it  is  my  old  time  of  coming  home,  you  ever  see  him  look  as  if  bo 
thought  of  one  he  used  to  love  so  de^r.  Oh,  my  heart  is  breaking 
when  1  think  about  it!  I  am  kneeling  down  to  you,  begging  and 
praying  you  not  to  be  as  hard  with  me  as  I  deserve  —  as  I  well,  well, 
know  I  deserve  —  but  to  be  so  gentle  and  so  good ,  as  to  write  down 
something  of  him,  and  to  send  it  to  me.  You  need  not  call  me  Little, 
you  need  not  call  roe  by  the  name  I  have  disgraced;  but  oh,  listen  to 
my  agony,  and  have  mercy  on  me  so  far  as  to  write  me  some  word  of 
ancle,  .never,  never  to  be  seen  in  this  world  by  my  eyes  again! 

*^Dear,  if  your  heart  is  hard  towards  me  —  Justly  b^rd ,  I  know  — 
but,  Listen,  if  it  is  hard,  dear,  ask  him  I  have  wronged  the  most  —  him 
whose  wife  I  was  to  have  beeii  —  before  you  quite  decide  against  my 
poor  poor  prayer!  j[f  he  should  be  so  conipassionate  as  to  say  (hat  you 
might  write  something  for  me  to  read  —  I' think  lie  vrbuld,  oh,  I  think 
be  would ,  if  you  would  only  asji  him,  for  he  always  was  so  brave  and 
so  forgiving  —  tell  bio  iheu  (but  not  elsej,  thai  when  J  hear  the 
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wind  blowing  at  night,  I  feel  as  if  it  was  passing  angrily  from  seeing 
him  and  uncle,  and  was  going  up  lo  God  against  me.  Tell  bim  that  if 
I  was  lo  die  to-morrow  (and  ob,  if  I  was  6l,  I  %ould  be  so  glad  to  die!) 
I  would  bless  bim  and  uncle  with  my  last  words ,  and  pray  for  bis 
happy  home  with  my  last  breath ! " 

Some  money  was  inclosed  in  this  letter  also.  Five  ponnds. 
It  was  untonched  like  the  previous  sum,  and  he  refolded  it  in 
the  same  way.  Detailed  instructions  were  added  relative  to 
the  address  of  a  reply,  which,  although  tliey  betrayed  the  in- 
tervention of  several  hands ,  and  made  it  difficult  to  arrive  at 
any  very  probable  conclusion  in  reference  to  her  place  of  con- 
cealment, made  it  at  least  not  unlikely  that  she  had  written 
from  that  spot  where  she  was  stated  to  have  been  seen. 

"What  answer  was  sent?  "  I  inquired  of  Mr.  Pegotty. 

"Missis  Gummidge,"  he  returned,  "not  being  a  good 
scholar,  Sir,  Ham  kindly  drawed  it  out,  and  she  made  a  copy 
on  it.  They  told  her  I  was  gone  to  seek  her,  and  what  my 
parting  words  was.  *' 

"Is  that  another  letter  in  your  hand?  '*  said  I. 

"It  *B  money,  Sir,**  said  Mr.  Peggotty,  unfolding  it  a 
little  way.  "  Ten  pound,  you  see.  And  wrote  ixiside,  'From 
a  true  friend,*  like  the  first.  But  the  first  was  put  nndemeath 
the  door,  and  this  come  by  the  post,  day  afore  yesterday.  I  'm 
a  going  to  seek  her  at  the  post-mark.** 

He  showed  it  to  me.  It  was  a  town  on  the  Upper  Rhine. 
He  had  found  out,  at  Yarmouth,  some  foreign  dealers  who 
knew  that  country,  and  they  had  drawn  him  a  rude  map  on 
paper,  which  he  could  very  well  understand.  He  laid  it  be- 
tween us  on  the  table;  and,  with  his  chin  resting  on  one  hand, 
tracked  his  course  upon  it  with  the  other. 

I  asked  him  how  Ham  was  ?    He  shook  his  head. 

"He  works,**  he  said,  "as  bold  as  a  man  can.  His  name  *8 
as  good,  in  all  that  part,  as  any  man*8  is,  anywheres  in  the 
wureld.  Anyone's  hand  is  ready  to  help  him ,  you  anderstand, 
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and  his  is  ready  to  help  them.  He  's  never  been  heerd  fur  to 
complain.  But  my  sister's  belief  is  ('twixt  ourselves)  as  it  has 
cut  him  deep." 

"Poor  fellow,  I  can  believe  it!" 

"He  ain't  no  care,  Mas'rDavy,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty  in  a 
solemn  whisper  —  "  keinder  no  care  no-how  for  his  life.  When 
a  man's  wanted  for  rough  service  in  rough  weather,  he  's 
theer.  When  there  's  hard  duty  to  be  done  with  danger  in  it, 
he  steps  forward  afore  all  his  mates.  And  yet  he 's  as  gentle  as 
any  child.  There  ain't  a  child  in  Yarmouth  that  doen't  know 
him." 

He  gathered  up  the  letters  thoughtfully,  smoothing  them 
with  his  hand ;  put  them  into  their  little  bundle ;  and  placed  it 
tenderly  in  his  breast  again.  The  face  was  gone  from  the 
door.  I  still  saw  the  snow  drifling  in ;  but  nothing  else  was 
there. 

"  Well ! "  he  said ,  looking  to  his  bag ,  "  having  seen  you 
to-night,  Mas'r  Davy  (and  that  doos  me  good!)  I  shall  away 
betimes  to-morrow  morning.  You  have  seen  what  I've  got 
heer;"  putti||e  his  hand  on  where  the  little  packet  lay;  "all 
that  troubles  me  is,  to  think  that  any  harm  might  come  to  me^ 
afore  that  money  was  give  back.  If  I  was  to  die,  and  it  was 
lost,  or  stole,  or  elseways  made  away  with,  and  it  was  never 
knowed  by  him  but  what  I  'd  took  it,  I  believe  the  t'other 
wureld  wouldn't  hold  me !    I  believe  I  must  come  back  I " 

He  rose,  and  I  rose  too;  we  grasped  each  other  by  the 
hand  again,  before  going  out. 

"I'd  go  ten  thousand  mile,"  he  said,  "I'd  go  till  I  drop- 
ped dead ,  to  lay  that  money  down  afore  him.  If  I  do  that, 
and  find  my  Em'ly ,  I'm  content.  If  I  doen't  find  her,  may- 
be she '11  come  to  hear,  sometime,  as  her  loving  uncle  only 
ended  his  search  for  her  when  he  ended  his  life;  and  if  I  kp^^w 
her ,  even  that  will  turn  her  home  at  last  I 
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Ai  we  went  out  infeo  the  rigorona  night,  I  laar  the  lon^l]r 
figuns  flit  ftway  before  as.  I  tnmed  him  hMtily  on  some  pre- 
tence ,  and  held  him  in  conyersatlon  until  it  was  gone. 

He  spoke  of  a  trayeller's  house  on  4^6  Dover  rpfi^i  where 
he  knew  he  eould  find  tkcle^,  plajn  lodging  for  the  nigfit.  I 
went  with  him  over  Westminster  Bridge,  and  parted  £Rom  him 
on  the  Surrey  shore.  Everything  seemed,  .to  my  an^ig^nadony 
to  he  hushed  in  rev^reao^  for  ftim,  as  he  resumed  hjf  solitary 
journey  through  the  saow. 

I  returned  to  (the  in^  yard ,  and^  impressed  hy  my  remem- 
brance of  the  face,  looked  awfully  around  for  it.  It  was  not 
there.  The  snow  had  covered  our  late  footprints ;  my  new 
track  was  the  only  one  to  be  seen ;  and  ey^n  that  began  to  die 
away  (it  showed  so  faat)  as  I  looked  bao^  over  v^y  shoulder. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

Dora's  a^nl. 

At  last,  an  aaswer  came  fcom  the  two  oldladfes.  The^ 
presented  their  compliments  to  Mr.  Copperfield,  and  informed 
him  that  thej  had  given  his  letter  their  heat  consideration, 
'*with  a  view  to  ihe  happiness  of  both  parties'*  —  which  I 
thought  rath^  an  alarming  expression,  not  only  because  of 
tiie  use  they  had  made  of  it  in  relation  to  the  family  diiference 
before-mentioned,  but  because  I  had  {and  have  all  my  life) 
observed  that  conventional  phrases  are  «  sort  of  fiieworks, 
easily  let  off,  and  liaUe  to  take  a  great  variety  of  shapes  and 
colours  not  at  all  suggested  by  their  original  form.  The  Misses 
Spenlow  added  that  they  begged  to  forbear  expressing, 
''through  the  medium  of  correspondence,''  an  (^pdnion  on  the 
subject  of  Mr.  Copperfield's  communication;  but  that  if  Mr. 
Copperfield  would  do  them  the  favour,  to  pall,  upon  a  certain 
day,  (accompanied^  if  hfi  t^hought  proper,  by  a  confidential 
friend),  they  would  be  happy  to  hold  some  conversation  on 
the  subject. 

To  this  favour,  Mr.  Copperfield  immediately  replied,  with 
his  respectful  compliments,  that  be  would  have  the  honoiu*  of 
waiting  on  the  Misses  Spenlow,  at  the  tin\e  appointed ;  accom- 
panied, in  accordance  with  their  kind  permission,  by  his  friend 
Mr.  Thomas  Traddles  of  the  Inner  Temple.  Having  dis- 
patched which  missive,  Mr.  Copperfield  fell  into  a  condition  of 
strong  nervous  agitation;  and  so  remained  until  die  day 
arrive^. 

It  was  a  greataugmentation  of  my  uneas^pess'tobebereaved, 
at  this  eventful  crisis,  of  the  inestimable  services  ^II^UssMilla* 
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But  Mr.  Mills,  who  was  always  doing  something  or  oUier  to 
annoy  me  —  or  I  felt  as  if  he  were,  which  was  the  same  thing 
—  had  brought  his  conduct  to  a  climax,  by  taking  it  into  his 
head  that  he  would  go  to  India.  Why  should  he  go  to  India, 
except  to  harass  me?  To  be  sure  he  had  nothing  to  do 
with  any  other  part  of  the  world,  and  had  a  good  deal  to  do 
with  that  part;  being  entirely  in  the  India  trade,  whatever 
that  was  (I  had  floating  dreams  myself  concerning  golden 
shawls  and  elephant^s  teeth) ;  having  been  at  Calcutta  in  his 
youth ;  and  designing  now  to  go  out  there  again,  in  the  capa- 
city pf  resident  partner.  But  this  was  nothing  to  me.  How- 
ever, it  was  so  much  to  him  that  for  India  he  was  bound,  and 
Julia  with  him;  and  Julia  went  into  the  country  to  take  leave 
of  her  relations ;  and  the  house  was  put  into  a  perfect  suit  of 
bills,  announcing  that  it  was  to  be  let  or  sold,  and  that  the  fur- 
niture (Mangle  and  all)  was  to  be  taken  at  a  valuation.  So, 
here  was  another  earthquake  of  which  I  became  the  sport,  be- 
fore I  had  recovered  from  the  shock  of  its  predecessor  I 

I  was  in  several  minds  how  to  dress  myself  on  the  impor- 
tant day ;  being  divided  between  my  desire  to  appear  to  ad- 
vantage, and  my  apprehensions  of  putting  on  anything  that 
might  impair  my  severely  practical  character  in  the  eyes  of 
the  Misses  Spenlow.  I  endeavoured  to  hit  a  happy  medium 
between  these  two  extremes;  my  aunt  approved  the  result; 
and  Mr.  Dick  threw  one  of  his  shoes  after  Traddles  and  me, 
for  hick,  as  we  went  down-stairs. 

Excellent  fellow  as  I  knew  Traddles  to  be,  and  warmly 
attached  to  him  as  I  was,  I  could  not  help  wishing,  on  that  de- 
licate occasion,  that  he  had  never  contracted  the  habit  of 
brushing  his  hair  so  very  upright.  It  gave  him  a  surprised 
look  —  not  to  say  a  hearth -broomy  kind  of  expression  — 
which,  my  apprehensions  whispered,  might  be  fatal  to  us. 
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I  took  the  liberty  of  mentioning  it  to  Traddles,  as  we  were 
walking  to  Putney;  and  saying  that  if  he  would  smooth  it 
down  a  little  — 

"My  dearCopperfield/*  said  Trad  dies,  lifUng  off  his  hat, 
and  rubbing  his  hair  all  kinds  of  ways,  "nothing  would  give 
me  greater  pleasure.    But  it  won't/' 

"Won't  be  smoothed  down?"  said  I. 

"Mo,"  said  Traddles.  "Nothing  will  induce  it.  If  I  was 
to  carry  a  half-hundred-weight  upon  it,  all  the  way  to  Putney, 
it  would  be  up  again  the  moment  the  weight  was  taken  off. 
Yon  have  no  idea  what  obstinate  hair  mine  is,  Gopperfield. 
I  am  quite  a  fretful  porcupine." 

I  was  a  little  disappointed,  I  must  confess,  but  thoroughly 
charmed  by  his  good-nature  too.  I  told  him  how  I  esteemed 
his  good-nature ;  and  said  that  his  hair  must  have  taken  all  the 
obstinacy  out  of  his  character,  for  he  had  none. 

"Oh!"  returned  Traddles,  laughing,  "I  assure  you,  it 's 
quite  an  old  story,  my  unfortunate  hair.  My  uncle's  wife 
couldn't  bear  it.  She  said  it  exasperated  her.  It  stood  very 
much  in  my  way,  too,  when  I  first  fell  in  love  with  Sophy. 
Very  much!" 

"Did  she  object  to  it?" 

"5A9  didn't,"  rejoined  Traddles;  "but  her  eldest  sister 
—  the  one  that 's  the  Beauty  —  quite  made  game  of  it,  I  un» 
derstand.    In  fact,  all  the  sisters  laugh  at  it." 

"Agreeable ! "  said  I. 

"Yes,"  returned  Traddles  with  perfect  innocence,  "it 's  a 
joke  for  us.  They  pretend  that  Sophy  has  a  lock  of  it  in  her 
desk,  and  is  obliged  to  shut  it  in  a  clasped  book,  to  keep  it 
down.    We  laugh  about  it." 

"By-the-bye,  my  dear  Traddles,"  said  I,'  "your  experience 
may  suggest  something  to  me.  When  you  became  engaged 
to  the  young  lady  whom  you  have  just  mentioned,  did  yon 
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make  a  negular  pfopoBil  to  her  family?  Was  there  anything 
like  — what  we  are  going  through  to-day,  for  instance?"  I 
added,  nervously. 

"Why/'  replied  Traddles,  on  whose  attentive  &ce  a 
thoughtful  shade  had  stolen,  "it  was  rather  a  painful  trans- 
action, Copperfield,  in  my  case.  Yon  see,  Sophy  being  of  so 
much  use  in  the  family,  none  of  them  eould  endure!  the  thought 
of  her  ever  being  married.  Indeed,  they  had  quite  settled 
among  themsdves  that  she  never  was  to  be  married,  and  they 
called  her  the  old  maid.  Accordingly,  when  I  mentioned  it, 
with  the  greatest  precaution,  to  Mrs.  Crewler — '* 

"Th^  Mamma?"  said  I. 

"The  Mamma,*'  said  Traddles  —  "Reverend  Horace 
Crewler  — ni^hen  I  mentioned  it  with  every  possible  preoautton 
to  Mrs.  Crewler,  the  effect  upon  her  was  sach  that  she  gave 
a  scream  and  became  insensible.  I  couldn't  approach  the  sub- 
ject again,  for  months." 

"You  did  at  last?"  said  I. 

"Well,  the  Reverend  Hoiuce  did,"  said  Traddles.  "He 
is  an  excellent  man,  most  exemplary  in  every  way;  and  he 
pointed  out  to  her  that  she  ought^  as  a  Christian,  to  reconcile 
herself  to  the  sacrifice  (especially  as  it  was  so  uncertain),  and 
to  bear  no  uncharitable  feeling  towards  me.  As  to  myselfy 
Copperfield,  I  give  you  my  word,  I  felt  a  perfect  bird  of  prey 
towards  the  family." 

"The  sisters  took  your  part,  I  hope,  Traddles?" 

"Why,  I  cati't  Say  they  did,"  he  returned.  "When  we  had 
comparatively  reconciled  Mrs.  Crewler  to  it,  we  had  to  break 
it  to  Sarah.  You  recollect  my  mentioning  Sarah,  aa  the  one 
that  has  something  the  matter  with  her  spine?" 

"Perfectly!" 

"She  clenched  both  her  hands,"  said  Traddles,  looking  at 
me  in  dismay;  "shut  her  eyes;  turned  lead -colour;  beoame 
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perfeotfy  stiff;  aad  took  nothing  for  two  days,  but  toast-tod- 
-Waier  administered  with  a  tea-spoon.** 

*' What  a  very  unpleasant  girl^  Traddles  I/'  I  remarked. 

*'0b,  I  beg  your  pardon,  Copperfield ! '*  said  Traddles. 
''She  is  a  verj  charming  girl,  but  she  was  a  great  deal  of  feel- 
ing. In  faoi^  they  all  hare.  Sophy  told  me  aflerwlLrds,  that 
the  self-reproach  she  nnderwent  while  she  was  in  attendance 
upon  Sarah,  no  words  could  describe.  I  know  it  mnst  have 
been  severe,  by  my  own  feelings,  Copperfield;  which  were 
like  a  criminal's.  After  Sarah  was  restored,  we  still  had  to 
break  it  to  the  other  eight;  and  it  produced  various  effects 
upon  them  of  a  most  pathetic  nature.  The  two  little  ones, 
whom  Sophy  educates,  have  only  just  left  off  de-testing  me.^ 

*' At  any  rate,  they  are  all  reconciled  to  it  now,  I  hope? 
said  I. 

"Ye  —  yes,  I  should  say  they  were,  on  the  whole «  re- 
signed to  it,*'  said  Traddles,  doubtfully.  *'The  fact  is,  we 
avoid  mentioning  the  subject;  and  my  unsettled  prospects 
and  indifferent  circumstances  are  a  great  consolation  to  them. 
There  will  be  a  deplorable  scene,  whenever  we  are  married. 
It  will  be  much  more  like  a  funeral ,  than  a  wedding.  And  . 
they  '11  all  hate  me  for  taking  her  away  I " 

His  honest  face,  as  he  looked  at  me  with  a  derio-coinic 
shake  of  his  headj  impresses  me  more  in  the  rcimembranee 
than  it  did  in  the  reality,  for  I  was  by  this  time  in  a  state  of 
each  excessive  trepidation  and  wandering  of  mind  ^  as  to  be 
quite  unable  to  fix  my  attention  on  anything.  Oh  our  ap- 
proaching the  house  where  the  Misses  Spehlow  Uved ,  I  was  at 
such  a  diseoutit  in  respect  €i  my  personal  looks  and  presence 
of  mind,  thatTraddled  proposed  a  gentle  stimulant  in  the  form 
of  a  glass  of  ale.  This  having  been  administered  at  a  neigh- 
bouring public-house,  he  conducted  me,  with  tottering  steps, 
to  the  MiMes  Spenlow's  door. 
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I  had  a  vagae  sensation  of  being,  as  it  were,  on  view,  when 
the  maid  opened  it;  and  of  wavering,  somehow,  across  a  hall 
with  a  weather-glass  in  it,  into  a  quite  little  drawing-room  on 
the  ground-floor,  commanding  a  neat  garden.  Also  of  sit- 
ting down  here,  on  a  sofa,  and  seeing  Traddles's  hair  start 
up,  now  his  hat  was  removed,  like  one  of  those  obtrusive  little 
figures  made  of  springs,  that- fly  out  of  fictitious  snufiT-boxes 
when  the  lid  is  taken  off.  Also  of  hearing  an  old-fashioned 
clock  ticking  away  on  the  chimney-piece ,  and  trying  to  make 
it  keep  time  to  the  jerking  of  my  heart,  —  which  it  wouldn't. 
Also  of  looking  round  the  room  for  any  sign  of  Dora,  and  see- 
ing none.  Also  of  thinking  that  Jip  once  barked  in  the  dis- 
tance, and  was  instantly  choked  by  somebody.  Ultimately  I 
found  myself  backing  Traddles  into  the  fire-place,  and  bow- 
ing in  great  confusion  to  two  dry  little  elderly  ladies,  dressed 
in  black ,  and  each  looking  wonderfully  like  a  preparation  in 
chip  or  tan  of  the  late  Mr.  Spenlow. 


"Pray,"  saidoneof  the  two  little  ladies,  "be  seated. 
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When  I  had  done  tumbling  over  Traddles,  and  had  sat 
upon  something  which  was  not  a  cat  •*-  my  first  seat  was  — .  T  so 
far  recovered  my  sight,  as  to  perceive  that  Mr.  Spenlow  had 
evidently  been  the  youngest  of  the  family;  that  there  was  a 
disparity  of  six  or  eight  years  between  the  two  sisters ;  and  that 
the  younger  appeared  to  be  the  manager  of  the  conference, 
inasmuch  as  she  had  my  letter  in  her  hand  —  so  familiar 
as  it  looked  to  me ,  and  yet  so  odd !  —  and  was  referring  to  it 
^through  an  eye-glass.  They  were  dressed  alike,  but  this 
sister  wore  her  dress  with  a  more  youthful  air  than  the  other; 
and  perhaps  had  a  trifle  more  frill,  or  tucker,  or  brooch,  or 
bracelet,  or  some  little  thing  of  that  kind,  which  made  her 
look  more  lively.  They  were  both  upright  in  their  carriagey 
formal,  precise,  composed,  and  quiet.  *  The  sister  who  had 
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not  my  letter,  bad  her  amis  crof sed  on  her  breast,  and  rest- 
ing on  each  other,  like  an  Idol. 

"Mr.  Copperfield,  I  believe,"  said  the  sister  who  had  got 
my  letter,  addressing  herself  to  Traddles. 

This  -was  a  frightful  beginning.  Traddles  had  to  indicate 
that  I  was  Mr. Copperfield,  and  I  had  to  lay  claim  to  myself, 
and  they  had  to  divest  themselves  of  a  preconceived  opinion 
that  Traddles  was  Mr.  Copperfield,  and  altogether  we  were  in 
a  nice  condition.  To  improve  it,  we  all  distinctly  heard  Jip 
give  two  short  barks ,  and  receive  another  choke. 

"Mr.  Copperfield  I "  said  the  sister  with  the  letter. 

I  did  something  —  bowed,  I  suppose  —  and  was  all  atten- 
tion, when  the  other  sister  struck  in. 

"My  sister  Lavinia,**  said  she,  "being  conversant  with 
matters  of  this  nature ,  will  state  what  we  consider  most  cal- 
culated to  promote  the  happiness  of  both  parties.** 

I  discovered  afterwards  that  Miss  Lavinia  was  an  authority 
in  affairs  of  the  heart,  by  reason  of  there  having  anciently 
existed  a  certain  Mr.  Pidger,  who  played  short  whist,  and  was 
supposed  to  have  been  enamoured  of  her.  My  private  opinion 
is,  that  this  was  entirely  a  gratuitous  assumption,  and  that 
Fidger  was  altogether  innocent  of  any  such  sentiments  —  to 
which  he  had  never  given  any  sort  of  expression  that  I  could 
ever  hear  of.  Both  Miss  Lavinia  and  Miss  Clarissa  had  a  su- 
perstition, however,  that  he  would  have  declared  his  passion, 
if  he  had  not  been  cut  short  in  his  youth  (at  about  sixty)  by 
over-drinking  his  constitution ,  and  overdoing  an  attempt  to 
set  it  right  again  by  swilling  Bath  water.  They  had  a  lurking 
suspicion  even,  that  he  died  of  secret  love ;  though  I  must  say 
there  was  a  picture  of  him  in  the  bouse  with  a  damask  nose, 
which  concealment  did  not  appear  to  have  ever  preyed 
upon. 

"  We  will  not  ,*'  said  Miss  Lavinia »  "  enter  on  the  past  his 
David  Copperfield.  III.  5 
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tpry  of  this  matter.    Our  poor  brother  Francis's  death  hu 
cancelled  that.*' 

'*  We  had  not,'*  said  Miss  Clarissa »  *'been  in  the  hftbit  of 
frequent  association  with  our  brother  Francis ;  but  there  was 
no  decided  division  or  disunion  between  ns.  Francis  took  his 
road ;  we  took  ours.  We  considered  it  conducive  to  the  hap- 
piness of  all  parties  that  it  should  be  so.    And  it  was  so." 

Each  of  the  sisters  leaned  a  little  forward  to  speak,  shook 
her  head  after  speaking,  and  became  upright  again  when  silent. 
Miss  Clarissa  never  moved  her  arms.  She  sometimes  played 
tunes  upon  them  with  her  fingers  —  minuets  and  mai*ches  I 
should  think  —  but  never  moved  them. 

''Our  niece's  position,  or  supposed  position,  is  much  changed 
by  our  brother  Francis's  death,"  said  Miss  Lavinia;  "and 
therefore  we  consider  our  brother's  opinions  as  regarded  her 
position  as  being  changed  too.  We  have  no  reason  to  doubt, 
Mr.  Copperfield ,  that  you  are  a  young  gentleman  possessed  of 
good  qualities  and  honourable  character;  or  that  you  have  an 
affection  ^  or  are  fully  persuaded  that  you  have  an  affection 
—  for  our  niece." 

I  replied,  as  I  usually  did  whenever  I  had  a  chance,  that 
nobody  had  ever  loved  anybody  else  as  I  loved  Dora.  Trad- 
dies  came  to  my  assistance  with  a  confirmatory  murmur. 

Miss  Lavinia  was  going  on  to  make  some  rejoinder,  when 
Miss  Clarissa,  who  appeared  to  be  incessantly  beset  by  a  desire 
to  refer  to  her  brother  Francis,  struck  in  again : 

"If  Dora's  mamma,"  she  said,  "when  she  married  oar  bro- 
ther Francis,  had  at  once  said  that  there  was  not  room  for  the 
family  at  the  dinner-table,  it  would  have  been  better  for  the 
happiness  of  all  parties." 

"  Sister  Clarissa,"  said  Miss  Lavinia.  "Perhaps  we  needn*t 
mind  that  now." 

"Sister  Lavinia,"  said  Miss  Clarissa,  "it  belongs  to  the 
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subject.  With  your  branch  of  the  subject,  on  which  ajono  you 
are  oompetent  to  speik,  I  should  not  think  of  interfering.  On 
this  braach  of  the  subject  I  have  a  voice  and  an  opinion.  It 
would  have  been  better  for  the  happiness  of  all  parties ,  if 
Dora*B  mamma,  when  she  married  our  brother  Francis ,  had 
mentioned  plainly  what  her  intentions  were.  We  should  then 
have  kown  what  we  had  to  expect.  We  should  have  saki  *  pray 
do  not  invite  U8»  at  any  time ; '  and  all  possibilily  of  misunder- 
standing would  h&vo  been  avoided." 

When  Miss  Clarissa  had  shaken  her  head,  Miss  Lavinia  re* 
sumed:  again  referring  to  my  letter  through  her  eye-glass. 
They  both  had  little  bright  round  twinkling  eyes ,  by  the  way, 
which  were  like  bii4l'  ey^B,  They  were  not  unlike  birds ,  al- 
tc^ether;  having  a  sharp,  brisk,  sudden  manner,  and  a  little 
short,  spruce  way  of  adjusting  themselves,  like  canaries. 

MissLavinia,  as  I  have  said,  resumed: 

"You  ask  permission  of  my  sister  Clarissa  and  myself,  Mr. 
Copperfield,  to  visit  here,  as  the  accepted  suitor  of  our  niece.*' 

"If  our  brother  Francis,"  said  Miss  Clarissa,  breaking  out  • 
again ,  if  I  may  call  anything  so  calm  a  breaking  out,  "wished 
to  surround  himself  with  an  atmosphere  of  I>octors*  Com- 
moBs,  and  of  Doctors*  Commons  only,  what  right  or  desire 
had  we  to  object?  None,  I  am  sure.  We  have  everbaen  far 
from  wishing  to  obtrude  ourselves  on  any  one.  But  why  not 
say  so?  Let  our  brother  Francis  and  his  wife  have  their  so- 
ciety. Let  my  sister  Lavinia  and  myself  have  our  sodety.  We 
can  find  it  for  ourselves,  I  hope  1  ** 

As  this  appeared  to  be  addressed  to  Traddles  and  me,  both 
Traddles  and  I  made  some  sort  of  reply.  Traddles  was  in- 
audible. I  think  I  observed,  myself,  that  it  was  highly  .cr^ 
ditable  to  all  concerned.  Idon*t  in  the  least  know  what  I  meant. 

'*  Sister  Lavinia,*'  said  Miss  Clarissa,  having  now  relieved 
her  mind,  "you  can  go  on,  my  dear." 
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Miss  Layinia  proceeded: 

"Mr.  Copperfield,  my  sister  Clarissa  and  I  have  been  very 
careful  indeed  in  considering  this  letter;  and  we  have  not  con- 
sidered it  without  finally  showing  it  to  onr  niece,  and  discuss- 
ing it  with  our  niece.  We  have  no  doubt  that  you  think  yon 
like  her  very  much." 

"Think,  Ma'am,"  I  rapturously  began,  "oh!—" 

But  Miss  Clarissa  giving  me  a  look  (just  like  a  sharp  ca- 
nary), as  requesting  that  I  would  not  interrupt  the  oracle ,  I 
begged  pardon. 

**  Affection,**  said  Miss  Lavinia,  glancing  at  her  sister  for 
corroboration,  which  she  gave  in  the  form  of  a  little  nod  to 
every  clause,  "mature  affection,  homage,^evotion,  does  not 
easily  express  itself.  Its  voice  is  low.  It  is  modest  and  re- 
tiring, it  lies  in  ambush,  waits  and  waits.  Such  is  the  mature 
fruit.  Soipettmes  a  life  glides  away,  and  finds  it  still  ripening 
in  the  shade.** 

Of  course  I  did  not  understand  then  that  this  was  an  allu- 
sion to  her  supposed  experience  of  the  stricken  Pidger;  but  I 
saw,  from  the  gravity  with  which  Miss  Clarissa  nodded  her 
head,  that  great  weight  was  attached  to  these  words. 

"The  light — for  I  call  them,  in  comparison  with  such  senti- 
ments, the  light — inclinations  of  very  young  people,*'  pursued 
Miss  Lavinia,  *'are  dust,  compared  to  rocks.  It  is  owing  to 
the  difficulty  of  knowing  whether  they  are  likely  to  endure  or 
have  any  real  foundation ,  that  my  sister  Clarissa  and  myself 
have  been  very  undecided  how  to  act,  Mr.  Copperfield,  and 
Mr.—** 

"  Traddles,**  said  my  friend ,  finding  himself  looked  at. 

"I  beg  pardon.  Of  the  Inner  Temple,  I  believe?*'  said 
Miss  Clarissa,  again  glancing  at  my  letter. 

Traddles  said,  "Exactly  so,**  and  became  pretty  red  in 
the  face. 
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Now,  although  I  had  not  received  any  express  encotumge- 
mcntasyet,  I  fancied  that  I  saw  in  the  two  little  sisters,  and 
particularly  in  Miss  Lavinia,  an  intensified  enjoyment  of  this 
new  and  fruitful  subject  of  domestic  interest,  a  settling  down 
to  make  the  most  of  it,  a  disposition  to  pet  it,  in  which  there 
was  a  good  bright  ray  of  hope.  I  thought  I  perceived  that 
Miss  Lavinia  would  have  uncommon  satisfaction  in  superin- 
tending two  young  lovers,  like  Dora  and  me;  and  that  Miss 
Clarissa  would  have  hardly  less  satisfaction  in  seeing  her  su- 
perintend 8s,  and  in  chiming  in  with  her  own  particular  de- 
partment of  the  subject  whenever  that  impulse  was  strong 
upon  her.  This  gaaf  me  courage  to  protest  most  vehemently 
that  I  loved  Dora  better  than  I  could  tell,  or  any  one  believe ; 
that  all  my  friends  knew  how  I  loved  her ;  that  my  aunt,  Agnes, 
Traddles,  every  one  who  knew  me,  knew  how  I  loved  her, 
and  how  earnest  my  love  had  made  me.  For  the  truth  of  this, 
I  appealed  to  Traddles.  And  Traddles,  firing  up  as  if  he 
were  plunging  into  a  Parliamentary  Debate,  really  did  come 
out  nobly :  confirming  me  in  good  round  terms,  and  in  a  plain 
sensible  practical  manner,  that  evidently  made  a  favourable  im- 
pression. 

"  I  speak,  if  I  may  presume  to  say  so ,  as  one  who  haa  some 
little  experience  of  such  things , '\  said  Traddles,  '^ being 
myself  engaged  to  a  young  lady —  one  often,  down  in  De- 
vonshire —  and  seeing  no  probability,  at  present,  of  our  en- 
gagement coming  to  a  termination.*' 

''You  may  be  able  to  confirm  what  I  have  said,  Mr.  Trad- 
dles,'* observed  Miss  Lavinia,  evidently  taking  a  new  interest 
in  him,  '*of  the  affection  that  is  modest  and  retiring;  that 
waits  and  waits?" 

"Entirely,  Ma'am,"  said  Traddles. 

Miss  Clarissa  looked  at  Miss  Lavinia,  and  shook  herhe^ 
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gravely.    Miss  L&vinia  looked  conscioasly  at  "Mim  Cfaitissa, 
and  heaved  a  little  sigli. 

"Sister  Layinia,'*  said  Miss  Clarissa,  *^take  my  smelling- 
bottle." 

Miss  Lavinia  revived  herself  with  a  few  whiffs  of  eromatio 
vinegar  —  Traddles  and  I  looking  on  with  great  solicitude  the 
while;  and  then  went  on  to  say,  rather  faintly : 

"My  sister  and  myself  have  been  in  great  doubt,  Mr. 
Traddles,  what  course  we  ought  to  take  in  reference  to  the 
likings,  or  imaginary  likings,  of  such  very  young  people  as 
your  friend  Mr.^Copperfield,  and  our  niece." 

"Our  brother  Francis's  child,"  remUked  Miss  Clarissa. 
"K  our  brother  Francis's  wife  had  found  it  convenient  in  her 
life-time  (though  she  had  an  unquestionable  right  to  act  as  she 
thought  best)  to  invite  the  family  to  her  dinner^^table,  we  might 
have  known  our  brother  Francis's  child  better  at  the  present 
moment.    Sister  Lavinia,  proceed." 

Miss  Lavinia  turned  my  letter,  so  as  to-  bring  the  sapeiv 
scripUon  towards  herself,  and  referred  through  her  eye-glass 
to  some  orderly-looking  notes  she  had  made  on  (hat  part  of  it. 

"It  seems  to  us,"  said  she,  "prudent,  Mr.  Traddles,  to 
bring  these  feelings  to  the  test  of  our  own  obsenradon.  At 
present  we  know  nothing  of  them,  and  are  not  in  a  situation 
to  judge  how  much  reality  there  may  be  in  them.  Therefore 
we  iffe  inclined  so  far  to  accede  to  Mr.  Copperfield's  proposal^ 
as  to  admit  his  visits  here." 

"I  shall  never,  dear  ladies,"  I  exclaimed,  relieved  of  an 
immense  load  of  apprehension ,  "  forget  your  kindness ! " 

"But,"  pursued  Miss  Lavinia,  —  "but,  we  would  prefer 
to  regard  those  visits ,  Mr.  Traddles ,  as  made ,  at  present,  to 
us.  We  must  guard  ourselves  from  recognising  any  positive 
engagement  between  Mr.  Copperfield  and  our  niece,  until 
have  had  an  opportunity  —  " 
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^  Until  you  haye  had  an  opportunity ,  sister  Lavlnla/'  said 
Miis  Clai^Bsa. 

'*Be  it  so  ,**  assented  Miss  Lavinia,  "with  a  sigh,  —  "until  t 
haTe  had  an  opportunity  of  observing  them.** 

"Copperfield,"  sudTraddles,  turning  to  me,  "you  feef, 
I  am  sure,  that  nothing  could  be  more  reasonable  or  consi- 
derate.'* 

** Nothing! "  cried  I.    "I  am  deeply  sensible  of  it." 

"In  this  position  of  affairs,^*  said  Miss  Lavinia,  ag^n  re- 
ferring ufher  notes,  "and  admitting  his  visits  on  this  under^ 
standing  only,  we  must  require  from  Mr.  Cppperfield  a  dis- 
tinct assurance,  oi\^is  word  of  honour,  that  no  communication 
of  any  kind  shall  take  place  between  him  and  our  niece  with- 
out our  knowledge.  That  no  project  whatever  shall  be  enter- 
tained with  regard  to  our  niece,  without  being  first  submitted 
tons—" 

"  To  you ,  sister  Lavinia,*'  Miss  Clarissa  interposed. 

"  Be  it  so ,  Clarissa !  * '  assented  Miss  Lavinia  resignedly  — 
<<to  me — and  receiving  our  concurrence.  We  must  make  this 
a  most  express  and  serious  stipulation,  not  to  be  broken  on 
any  account.  We  wished  Mr.  Copperfield  to  be  accompanied 
by  some  confidential  friend  to-day,"  with  an  inclination  of  her 
head  towards  Traddles,  who  bowed,  "in  order  that  there 
might  be  no  doubt  or  misconception  on  this  subject.  If  Mr. 
Copperfield,  or  if  you,  Mr.  Traddles,  feel  the  least  scruple, 
in  giving  this  promise,  I  beg  you  to  take  time  to  consider  it.'* 

I  exclaimed,  in  a  state  of  high  ecstatic  fervour,  that  not  a 
moment's  consideration  could  be  necessary.  I  bound  myself 
by  the  required  promise,  in  a  most  impassioned  manner; 
called  upon  Traddles  to  witness  it;  and  denounced  myself  as 
the  most  atrocious  of  characters  if  I  ever  swerved  from  it  in  the 
least  degree. 

"Stay!"   sud  Miss  Lavinia,  holding  up  her  hand;    "w^. 
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reaolyed,  before  we  had  the  pleuare  of  receiying  yoa  two 
gentlemen,  to  leave  you  alone  for  a  quarter  of  an  hoar,  to 
consider  this  point.    Yon  will  allow  as  to  retire.** 

It  was  in  vain  for  me  to  say  that  no  consideration  was  ne- 
cessary. They  persisted  in  withdrawing  for  the  specified  time. 
Accordingly,  these  little  birds  hopped  out  with  great  dignity; 
leaving  me  to  receive  the  congratulations  of  Traddles,  and  to 
feel  as  if  I  were  translated  to  regions  of  exquisite  happiness. 
Exactly  at  the  expiration  of  the  quarter  of  an  hour,  they  reap- 
peared with  no  less  dignity  than  they  had  disappeaiyd.  They 
had  gone  rustling  away  as  if  their  little  dresses  were  made  of 
autumn-leaves:   and  they  came  rustling  back,  in  like  manner. 

I  then  bound  myself  once  more  to  the  prescribed  con- 
ditions. 

''Sister  Clarissa,"  said  Miss  Lavinia,  ''the  rest  is  with 
you.*' 

Miss  Clarissa,  unfolding  her  arms  for  the  first  time,  took 
the  notes  and  glanced  at  them. 

"We  shall  be  happy,*'  said  Miss  Garissa,  "to  see  Mr. 
Copperfield  to  dinner,  every  Sunday,  if  it  should  suit  his  con- 
venience.   Our  hour  is  three." 

I  bowed. 

"In  the  coarse  of  the  week,"  said  Miss  Clarissa,  "we  shall 
be  happy  to  see  Mr.  Copperfield  to  tea.  Oar  hour  is  half- 
past  six." 

I  bowed  again. 

"Twice  in  the  week,"  sud  Miss  Clarissa,  "bat,  as  a  rale, 
not  oftcner." 

I  bowed  again. 

"Miss  Trotwood,**  said  Miss  Clarissa,  "mentioned  in  Mr. 
Copperfield's  letter,  will  perhaps  call  upon  ms.  When  visit- 
ing is  better  for  the  happiness  of  all  parties,  we  are  glad  to 
receive  visits,  and  return  them.    When  it  is  better  for  the 
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happiness  of  all  parties  tl^at  no  visiting  should  take  place,  (as 
in  the  case  of  our  brother  Francis,  and  his  establishment)  that 
is  quite  4ifferent.*' 

I  intimated  that  my  aunt  would  be  proud  and  delighted  to 
make  their  acquaintance ;  though  I  must  say  I  was  not  quite 
sure  of  their  getting  on  very  satisfactorily  together.  The  con- 
ditions being  now  closed,  I  expressed  my  acknowledgments  in 
the  warmest  manner;  and,  taking  the  hand,  first  of  Miss 
Clarissa,  and  then  of  Miss  Lavinia,  pressed  it,  in  each  case,  to 
my  lips. 

Miss  Lavinia  then  arose,  and  begging  Mr.  Traddles  to  ex- 
cuse us  for  a  minute,  requested  me  to  follow  her.  I  obeyed, 
all  in  a  tremble,  and  was  conducted  into  another  room. 
There,  I  foui^d  my  blessed  darling  stopping  her  ears  behind 
the  door,  with  her  dear  little  face  against  the  wall ;  and  Jip  in 
the  plate-warmer  with  his  head  tied  np  in  a  towel. 

Oh!  How  beautiful  she  was  in  her  black  frock,  and  how 
she  sobbed  and  cried  at  first,  and  wouldn't  come  out  from  be- 
hind the  door!  How  fond  we  were  of  one  another,  when  she 
did  come  out  at  last;  and  what  a  state  of  bliss  I  was  in ,  when 
we  took  Jip  out  of  the  plate-warmer^  and  restored  him  to  the 
light,  sneezing  very  much,  and  were  all  three  reunited! 

'*My  dearest  Dora!    Now,  indeed,  my  own  for  ever ! " 

*'  Oh  don't  ! "  pleaded  Dora.    "Please ! " 

"Are  yon  not  my  own  for  ever,  Dora?" 

"Oh  yes,  of  course  I  am!"  cried  Dora,  "but  I  am  so 
frightened!" 

"Frightened,  my  own?" 

"Oh  yes!  I  don't  like  him,"  said  Dora.  "Why  don't  he  go?" 
"Who,  my  life?" 

"Your  friend,"  said  Dora.  "It  isn't  any  business  of  his. 
What  a  stupid  he  must  be ! 
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'*  Mj  loYe  I  *'  (There  never  was  anything  bo  coaxing  at  her 
childish  ways.)    '^He  is  the  best  creature  1 " 

**0h,  but  we  donH  want  any  best  creatures  t*^  pouted 
Dora. 

"My  dear,"  I  argued,  '^  you  will  soon  know  him  well,  and 
like  him  of  all  things.  And  here  is  my  aunt  coming  soon;  and 
you  *11  like  her  of  all  things  too,  when  you  know  her.** 

''No,  please  don't  bring  herl*'  said  Dora,  giving  me  a 
horrified  little  kiss ,  and  folding  her  hands.  ''Don'^t.  I  know 
she  *s  a  naughty,  mischief-making  old  thing!  Don*t  let  her 
come  here,  Dr)adyl*'  wfaidi  was  a  conmption  of  David. 

Remonstrance  was  of  no  use,  then;  eo  I  laughed,  and  ad- 
mired, and  was  very  mruch  in  love  and  very  happy;  and  she 
showed  me  Jip*8  new  tridc  of  standing  on  his.  hind  legs  in  a 
Comer — which  he  did  for  aboutthe  space  of  a  flash  of  Kgi^ 
ning,  and  then  fell  down  —  and  I  don*t  know  how  long  I 
shouPl  have  stayed  there,  oblivions  of  Traddtes,  if  MnsLa- 
vinia  had  not  come  in  to  take  me  away.  Misa  Lavaia  was 
very  fond  of  Don  (she  told  me  Dora  was  exactly  like  wliaftibe 
had  been  herself  at  her  age  ^  she  mnst  have  alMred  a  good 
deid) ,  and  she  treated  Dora  just  aa  if  sihe  had  been  a  toy.  1 
wanted  to  pemade  Dora  to  oomo  and  see  Tnddlea,  bat  on 
my  proposing  it  she  ran  off  to  her  own  room  and  locked  her> 
self  in ;  so  I  went  to  Traddles  withont  her,  and  walked  away 
with  him  on  air. 

"Nothing  could  be  more  satisfactory/'  said  Traddles; 
"and  they  are  very  agreeable  old  ladies,  I  am  sure.  1 
shouldn't  be  at  all  surprised  if  you  were  to  be  married  years 
before  me,  Copperfield." 

^Does  your  Sophy  play  on  any  instrument,  Traddles?" 
I  inquired,  in  the  pride  of  my  heart. 

"  She  knows  enough  of  the  piano  to  teach  it  to  her  little' 
sisters,"  said  Traddles. 
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"  Does  filie  stng  ftt  all  ?  **    I  asked. 

"Why,  8h«  sings  ballads,  wmretimes,  to  freshen  up  the 
others  a  little  when  thej  're  out  of  spirits  ,'*  said  Traddies. 
"  Nothing^cienttfic." 

"  She  doesn't  sing  to  the  guitar?  **  said  I. 

**OhdearttoI"  said  Traddies. 

«Paintatall?" 

"Not  at  all,"  said  Traddies. 

I  promised  Traddies  that  he  should  hear  Dora  sing,  and 
see  some  of  her  Hower-painting.  He  said  he  should  like  it 
▼ery  much ,  and  we  went  home  arm  in  aim  in  great  good  hu- 
mour and  delight.  I  encouraged  him  to  talk  about  Sophy,  on 
the  way;  which  he  did  with  a  loying  reliance  on  her  that  I 
very  much  admired.  I  compared  her  in  my  mind  with  Dora, 
with  considerably  inward  satisfaction;  but  I  oaendidly  ad- 
mitted to  myself  that  she  seemed  to  be  an  excellent  kind  of 
girl  for  Traddies,  too. 

Of  course  my  aunt  was  immediately  made  acquainted  with 
the  successftil  issue  of  the  conference,  and  with  all  that  had 
been  said  and  done  in  the  course  of  it.  She  was  happy  to  see 
me  so  happy ,  and  promised  to  call  on  Dora's  aunts  without 
loss  of  time.  Bot  she  took  such  a  long  walk  up  and  down  our 
rooms  that  night,  while  I  was  writing  to  Agnes,  that  I  began  to 
think  she  meant  to  walk  till  morning. 

My  letter  to  Agnes  was  a  fervent  and  grateful  one,  narra- 
ting all  the  good  eifects  that  had  resulted  from  my  followingher 
advice.  She  wrote,  by  return  of  post,  to  me.  Her  letter  was 
hopeful,  earnest,  and  cheerful.  She  was  always  cheerfal 
from  that  time. 

I  had  my  hands  more  full  than  ever,  now.  My  daily  jour- 
nies  to  Highgate  considered,  Putney  was  a  long  way  off;  and 
I  naturally  wanted  to  go  there  as  often  as  I  could.  The  pro- 
posed tea-drinkings  being  quite  impracticable,  I  compound 
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with  Miss  Layinia  for  permiBsion  to  visit  every  Satardaj  after- 
noon, without  detriment  to  my  privileged  Sundays.  So,  the 
€lose  of  every  week  was  a  delicious  time  for  me ;  and  I  got 
through  the  rest  of  the  week  by  looking  forward  to  it. 

I  was  wonderfully  relieved  to  find  that  my  aunt  and  Dora's 
aunts  rubbed  on,  all  things  considered,  much  more  smoothly 
than  I  could  have  expected.  My  aunt  made  her  promised 
visit  within  a  few  days  of  the  conference ;  and  within  a  few 
more  days,  Dora's  aunts  called  upon  her,  in  due  state  and 
form.  Similar  but  more  friendly  exchanges  took  place  after- 
wards, usually  at  intervals  of  three  or  four  weeks.  I  know 
that  my  aunt  distressed  Dora's  aunts  very  much,  by  utterly 
setting  at  naught  the  dignity  of  fly-conveyance,  and  walking 
out  to  Putney  at  extraordinary  times,  as  shortly  after  break- 
fast or  just  before  tea;  likewise  by  wearing  her  bonnet  in  any 
manner  that  happened  to  be  comfortable  to  her  head,  without 
at  all  deferring  to  the  prejudices  of  civilisation  on  that  subject. 
But  Dora's  aunts  soon  agreed  to  regard  my  aunt  as  an  eccen- 
tric and  some  what  masculine  lady,  with  a  strong  understand- 
ing; and  although  my  aunt  occasionally  ruffled  the  feathers 
of  Dora's  aunts,  by  expressing  heretical  opinions  on  various 
points  of  ceremony,  she  loved  me  too  well  not  to  sacrifice 
some  of  her  little  peculiarities  to  the  general  harmony. 

The  only  member  of  our  small  society ,  who  positiyely  re- 
fused to  adapt  himself  to  circumstances,  was  Jip.  He  never 
saw  my  aunt  without  immediately  displaying  every  tooth  in  his 
head,  retiring  under  a  chair,  and  growling  incessantly:  with  now 
and  then  a  doleful  howl  ^  as  if  she  really  were  too  much  for  his 
feelings.  All  kinds  of  treatment  were  tried  with  him,  coaxing, 
scolding,  slapping,  bringing  him  to  Buckingham  Street  (where 
he  instantly  dashed  at  the  two  cats,  to  the  teror  of  all  be- 
holders) ;  but  he  never  could  prevail  upon  himself  to  bear  my 
aunt's  society.    He  would  sometimes  think  he  had  got  the 
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better  of  his  objection, 'and  be  amiable  for  a  few  minutes ;  and 
then  would  put  up  his  snub  nose,  and  howl  to  that  extent,  that 
there  was  nothing  for  it  but  to  blind  him  and  put  him  in  the 
plate -warmer.  At  length,  Dora  regularly  mufded  him  in  a 
towel  and  shut  him  up  there,  whenever  my  aunt  was  reported 
at  the  door. 

One  thing  troubled  me  much,  after  we  had  fallen  into  this 
quiet  train.  It  was,  that  Dora  seemed  by  one  consent  to  be 
regarded  like  a  pretty  toy  or  plaything.  My  aunt,  with  whom 
she  gradually  became  familiar,  always  called  her  Little  Blos- 
som; and  the  pleasure  of  Miss  Lavinia*s  life  wa^to  wait  upon 
her,  curl  her  hair,  make  ornaments  for  her,  and  treat  her 
like  a  pet  child.  What  Miss  Lavinia  did,  her  sister  did  as 
a  matter  of  course.  It  was  very  odd  to  me;  but  they  all 
seemed  to  treat  Dora,  in  her  degree,  much  as  Dora  treated 
Jip  in  his. 

I  made  up  my  mind  to  speak  to  Dora  about  this ;  and  one 
day  when  we  were  out  walking  (for  we  were  licensed  by  Miss 
Lavinia ,  after  a  while,  to  go  out  walking  by  ourselves),  I  said 
to  her  that  I  wished  she  could  get  them  to  behave  towards  her 
differently. 

"Because  you  know,  my  darling,**  I  remonstrated,  "you 
are  not  a  child.*' 

"  There  I "  said  Dora.    "Now  you  're  going  to  be  cross ! " 

"Cross,  my  love?" 

" I  am  sure  they  're  very  kind  to  me ,"  said  Dora ,  "  and  I 
am  verry  happy." 

"Weill  But  my  dearest  life ! "  said  I,  ''you  might  be  very 
happy,  and  yet  be  treated  rationally." 

Dora  gave  me  a  reproachful  look  —  the  prettiest  look  1  — 
and  then  began  to  sob,  saying  if  I  didn't  like  her,  why  had  I 
ever  wanted  so  much  to  be  engaged  to  her?  And  why  didn't 
1  go  away,  now,  if  I  couldn't  bear  her? 
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What  could  I  do,  but  kiss  away  her  tears,  and  tell  her  how 
I  doted  on  her ,  after  that  t 

'T  am  sure  I  an  very  aCectionate,"    said  Dora;  *'yoa 
oughtn't  to  be  cruel  to  me,  Doady  I  ** 

''^Cruely  my  precious  love  I    As  if  I  wouM  —  or  could  — > 
be  cruel  to  you ,  for  the  world  I ' ' 

''Then  donH  find  fault  with  mc,**  said  Dora,  making  a 
rose-bud  of  her  mouth ;  "  and  I  'II  be  good." 

I  was  charmed  by  her  presently  asking  ma,  of  her  own  ac- 
cord, to  give  her  that  cookery-book  I  had  once  spoken  of, 
and  to  show  her  how  to  keep  accounts  as  I  had  once  promised 
I  would.  I  brought  the  volume  with  me  on  my  next  visit  (I  got 
it  prettily  bound ,  first,  to  make  it  look  less  dry  and  more  in- 
viting); and  as  we  strolled  about  the  Common,  I  showed  her 
an  old  housekeeping-book  of  my  aunt's,  and  gave  her  a  set  of 
tablets,  and  a  pretty  little  pencil  case  and  box  of  leads,  to 
practise  housekeeping  with. 

But  the  eookery-book  made  Dora's  head  ache,  and  the 
figures  made  her  cry.  They  wouldn't  add  up,  she  said.  So 
she  rubbed  them  out,  and  drew  little  nosegays,  and  like- 
nesses of  me  and  Jip,  all  over  the  tablets. 

Then  I  playfully  tried  verbal  instruction  in  domestic  mat- 
ters, as  we  walked  about  on  a  Saturday  afternoon.  Some- 
times, for  example,  when  we  passed  a  butcher's  shop,  I  would 
say: 

''Now  suppose,  my  pet,  that  we  were  married,  and  you 
were  going  to  buy  a  shoulder  of  mutton  for  dinner,  would  you 
know  how  to  buy  it?  " 

My  pretty  little  Dora's  face  would  fall,,  and  she  would  make 
her  mouth  into  a  bud  again ,  as  if  she  would  very  much  prefer 
to  shut  mine  with  a  kiss. 

"Would  you  know  how  to  buy  it,  my  darling?"  I  wonld 
repeat,  perhaps,  ifl  were  very  inilexible. 
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Dora  would  think  a  lltUe,  and  then  reply*,  perhaps,  with 
great  triumph : 

''Why,  the  batcher  would  know  how  to  sell  it,  and  what 
need /know?    Oh,  you  silly  boy  I" 

So,  when  I  once  asked  Dora,  with  an  eye  to  the  cookery- 
book,  what  she  would  do,  if  we  were  married,  and  I  were  to 
say  I  should  like  a  nice  Irish  stew,  she  replied  that  she  would 
tell  the  servant  to  make  it;  and  then  clapped  her  little  hands 
together  across  my  arm,  and  laughed  in  such  a  charming  man- 
ner that  she  was  more  delightful  than  ever. 

Consequently,  the  principal  use  to  which  the  cookery-book 
was  devoted,  was  being  put  down  in  the  corner  for  Jip  to 
stand  upon.  But  Dora  was  so  pleased,  when  she  had  trained 
him  to  stand  upon  it  without  offering  to  come  00*^  and  at  the 
same  time  to  hold  the  pencil  case  inliis  mouth,  that  I  was  very 
glad  I  had  bought  it. 

And  we  fell  back  on  the  guitar-case,  and  the  flower -paint- 
ing, and  the  songs  about  never  leaving  off  dancing,  Taralal 
and  were  as  happy  as  the  week  was  long.  I  occasionally 
wished  I  could  venture  to  hint  toMissLavinia,  that  she  treated 
the  darling  of  my  heart  a  little  too  much  like  a  plaything;  and 
I  sometimes  awoke,  as  it  were,  wondering  to  find  that  I  had 
fallen  into  the  general  fault,  and  treated  her  like  a  plaything 
too  -"  but  not  often. 


CHAPTER  V. 

Mischief. 

I  FEEL  as  if  it  were  not  for  me  to  record,  even  though  this 
manuscript  is  intended  for  no  eyes  but  mine,  how  hard  I 
worked  at  that  tremendous  short-hand,  and  all  improvement 
appertaining  to  it,  in  my  sense  of  responsibility  to  Dora  and 
her  aunts.  I  will  only  add,  to  what  I  have  already  written  of 
my  perseverance  at  this  time  of  my  life,  and  of  a  patient  and 
continuous  energy  which  then  began  to  be  matured  within  me, 
and  which  I  know  to  be  the  strong  part  of  my  character,  if  it 
have  any  strength  at  all,  that  there,  on  looking  back,  I  find 
the  source  of  my  success.  I  have  been  very  fortunate  in  world- 
ly matters;  many  men  have  worked  much  harder,  and  not  suc- 
ceeded half  so  well;  but  I  never  could  have  done  what  I  have 
done,  without  the  habits  of  punctuality,  order,  and  diligence, 
without  the  determination  to  concentrate  myself  on  one  object 
at  a  time ,  no  matter  how  quickly  its  successor  should  come 
upon  its  heels,  which  I  then  formed.  Heaven  knows  I  write 
this,  in  no  spirit  of  self-laudation.  The  man  who  reviews  his 
own  life,  as  I  do  mine,  in  going  on  here,  from  page  to  page^ 
had  need  to  have  been  a  good  man  indeed,  if  he  would  be 
spared  the  sharp  consciousness  of  many  talents  neglected, 
many  opportunities  wasted ,  many  erratic  and  perverted  feel- 
ings constaBc%  at  war  within  his  breast,  and  defeating  him.  I 
do  not  hold  one  natural  gift,  I  dare  say,  that  I  have  not 
abused.  My  meaning  simply  is ,  that  whatever  I  have  tried  to 
do  in  life ,  I  have  tried  with  all  my  heart  to  do  well ;  that  what- 
ever I  have  devoted  myself  to ,  I  have  devoted  myself  to  com- 
pletely; that,  in  great  aims  and  in  small,  I  have  always  been 
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thoroughly  in  earnest.  I  have  never  believed  it  possible  that 
any  natural  or  improved  ability  can  claim  immunitj^^from  the 
companionship  of  the  steady,  plain,  hard-working  qdaltties, 
and  hope  to  gain  its  end.  There  is  no  such  thing  as  such  ful- 
filnlent  on  this  earth.  Some  happy  talent,  and  some  fortunate 
opportunity,  may  form  the  two  sides  of  the  ladder  on  which 
some  men  mount,  but  the  rounds  of  that  ladder  must  be  made 
of  stuff  to  stand  wear  and  tear ;  and  there  is  no  substitute  for 
thorqjugh-going,  ardent,  and  sincere  earnestness.  Never  to 
put  one  hand  to  anything,  on  which  I  could  throw  my  whole 
self;  and  never  to  affect  depreciation  of  my  work ,  whatever 
it  was;  I  find,  now,  to  have  been  my  golden  rules. 

How  much  of  the  practice  I  have  just  reduced  to  precept,  I 
owe  to  Agnes,  I  will  not  repeat  here.  My  narrative  proceeds 
to  Agnes ,  with  a  thankful  love. 

She  came  on  a  visit  of  a  fortnight  to  the  Doctor's.  Mr. 
Wickfield  was  the  Doctor's  old  friend,  and  the  Doctor  wished 
to  talk  with  him,  and  do  him  good.  It  had  been  matter  of 
conversation  with  Agnes  when  she  was  last  in  town,  and  this 
visit  was  the  result.  She  and  her  father  came  together.  I 
was  not  much  surprised  to  hear  from  her  that  she  had  engaged 
to  find  a  lodging  in  the  neighbourhood  for  Mrs.  Heep,  whose 
rheumatic  complaint  required  change  of  air,  and  who  would 
be  charmed  to  have  it  in  such  company.  Neither  was  I  sur- 
prised when,  on  the  very  next  day,  Uriah,  like  a  dutiful  son, 
brought  his  worthy  mother  to  take  possession. 

**  You  see,  Master  Copperfield,*'  said  he,  as  he  forced  him- 
self upon  my  company  for  a  turn  in  the  Doctor's  garden, 
''where  a  person  loves,  a  person  is  a  little  jealous  —  leastways, 
anxious  to  keep  an  eye  on  the  beloved  one." 

"Of  whom  are  you  jealous,  now?"  said  I. 

"  Thanks  to  you^  Master  Copperfield,"  he  returned,  "of  no 
one  in  particular  just  at  present  —  no  male  person,  at  least.  ** 
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"Do  yoti  mean  tliat  you  are  jealous  of  a  female  person?" 

He  gave  me  a  sidelong  glance  out  of  his  sinister  red  eyes, 
and  laughed. 

**Really,  Master  Copperfield,"  he  said,  "—  I  should  say 
Mister,  but  I  know  you  '11  excuse  the  abit  I  've  got  into  —  you 
're  so  insinuating,  that  you  draw  me  like  a  corkscrew !  Well, 
i  don't  mind  telling  you,"  putting  his  fish-like  hand  on  mine, 
"I  'm  not  a  lady's  man  in  general,  Sir,  and  I  never  was,  with 
Mrs.  Strong." 

His  eyes  looked  green  now,  as  they  watched  mine  with  a 
rascally  cunning. 

"What  do  you  mean?"  said  I. 

"  Why,  though  I  am  a  lawyer.  Master  Copperfield,"  he  re- 
plied, with  a  dry  grin,  "I  mean,  just  at  present,  what  I  say/* 

"And  what  do  you  mean  by  your  Ibok?"  I  retorted, 
quietly. 

"By  my  look?  Dear  me,  Copperfield,  that 's  sharp  prac- 
tice I  What  do  I  mean  by  my  look  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  I.    "By  your  look." 

He  seemed  very  much  amused,  and  laughed  as  heartily  as 
it  was  in  his  nature  to  langh,  Afler  some  scraping  of  his  chin 
with  his  hand,  he  went  on  to  say,  with  his  eyes  cast  downifard 
•—  still  scraping,  very  slowly: 

"  When  I  was  but  a  numble  clerk,  she  always  looked  down 
upon  me.  She  was  for  ever  having  my  Agnes  backwards  and 
forwards  at  her  ouse,  and  she  was  for  ever  being  a  friend  to 
you.  Master  Copperfield ;  but  I  was  too  far  beneath  her,  my- 
self, to  be  noticed." 

"Well?"  said  I;  "suppose  you  were!" 

" —  And  beneath  him,  too,"  pursued  Uriah,  very  distinctly, 
and  in  a  meditative  tone  of  voice,  as  he  continaed  to  scrape 
his  chin. 

"Don't  you  know  the  Doctor  better,"  said  I,  "ffiafi  to  sop- 
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pose  him  ccmdcious  of  yotir  e3tisteiice,  when  yon  were  not  b<^ 
forohim?" 

He  directed  hid  eyes  at  me  in  that  sidelong  glance  again, 
and  he  made  his  face  very  lantern-jawed,  for  the  greater  con- 
venience of  scraping,  as  he  answered: 

'*0h  dear,  I  am  not  referring  to  the  Doctor!  Oh  no,  poor 
man !  I  mean  Mr.  Maldon !  *' 

My  heart  quite  died  within  me.  All  my  old  doubts  and  ap- 
prehensions on  that  subject,  all  the  Doctor's  happiness  and 
peace,  all  the  mingled  possibilities  of  innocence  and  compro- 
mise, that  I  could  not  unravel,  I  saw,  in  a  moment,  at  the  mercy 
of  this  fellow's  twisting. 

"He  never  could  come  into  the  office,  without  ordering  and 
shoving  me  about,"  said  Uriah.  **  One  of  your  fine  gentlemen 
he  was !  I  was  very  tneek  and  umble  —  and  I  am.  But  I  didn't 
like  that  sort  of  thing  —  and  I  don't  I " 

He  left  off  scraping  his  chin,  and  sucked  in  his  cheeks  until 
they  seemed  to  meet  inside ;  keeping  his  sidelong  glance  upon 
me  all  the  while. 

•*  She  is  one  of  your  lovely  women,  she  is,"  he  pursued, 
when  he  had  slowly  restored  his  face  to  its  natural  form ;  "and 
ready  to  be  no  friend  to  such  as  me,  /  know.  She  's  just  the 
person  as  would  put  my  Agnes  up  to  higher  sort  of  game. 
Now,  I  ain't  one  of  your  lady's  men,  Master  Copperfield ;  but 
I  've  had  eyes  in  my  ed,  a  pretty  long  time  back.  We  umble 
ones  have  got  eyes,  mostly  speaking — and  we  look  out  of 'em.'* 

I  endeavoured  to  appear  unconscious  and  not  disquieted, 
but,  I  saw  in  his  face ,  with  poor  success. 

"Now,  I  'm  not  a  going  to  let  myself  be  run  down.  Copper- 
field,"  he  continued,  raising  that  part  of  his  countenance 
-where  his  red  eyebrows  would  have  been  if  he  had  had  any, 
-with  malignant  triumph,  "and  I  shall  do  what  I  can  to  put  a 
0top  to  this  friendship.    I  don't  approve  of  it.    I  don't  mind 
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acknowledging  to  yon  that  I  *ve  got  rather  a  gradgtng  dispo- 
sition, and  want  to  keep  off  all  intruders.  I  iun*t  a  going,  if  I 
know  it,  to  ran  the  risk  of  being  plotted  agidnst." 

**You  are  always  plotting,  and  delude  yourself  into  the  be- 
lief that  everybody  else  is  doing  the  like,  I  think,*'  said  I. 

"  Perhaps  so.  Master  Copperfield,"  he  replied,  "But  I  've 
got  a  motive,  as  my  fellow-partner  used  to  say;  and  I  go  at  it 
tooth  and  nail.  I  mustn't  be  put  upon,  as  a  numble  person, 
too  much.  I  can't  allow  people  in  my  way.  Really  they  must 
come  out  of  the  cart.  Master  Copperfield  1 " 

"I  don't  understand  you,"  said  I. 

"Don't  you,  though?"  he  returned,  with  one  of  his  jerks. 
"I'm  astonished  at  that.  Master  Copperfield,  you  being  usually 
so  quick !  I  '11  try  to  be  plainer,  another  time.  —  Is  that  Mr. 
Maldon  a-norseback,  ringing  at  the  gate.  Sir?" 

"It  looks  like  him,"  I  replied,  as  carelessly  as  I  could. 

Uriah  stopped  short,  put  his  hands  between  his  great  knobs 
of  knees,  and  doubled  himself  up  with  laughter.  With  per- 
fectly silent  laughter.  Not  a  sound  escaped  from  him.  I  was 
so  repelled  by  his  odious  behaviour,  particularly  by  this  con- 
cluding instance,  that  I  turned  away  without  any  ceremony; 
and  left  him  doubled  up  in  the  middle  of  the  garden,  like  a 
scarecrow  in  want  of  support. 

It  was  not  on  that  evening;  but,  as  I  well  remember,  on  the 
next  evening  but  one,  which  was  aSuturday ;  that  I  took  Agnes 
to  see  Dora.  I  had  arranged  the  visit,  beforehand,  with  Miss 
Lavinia;  and  Agnes  was  expected  to  tea. 

I  was  in  a  flutter  of  pride  and  anxiety ;  pride  in  my  dear 
little  betrothed,  and  anxiety  that  Agnes  should  like  her.  All 
the  way  to  Putney,  Agnes  being  inside  the  stage-coach^  and  I 
outside,  I  pictured  Dora  to  myself  in  everyone  of  the  pretty 
looks  I  knew  so  well ;  now  making  up  my  mind  that  I  should 
like  her  to  look  exactly  as  she  looked  at  such  a  time,  and  then 
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doabting  whether  I  should  not  prefer  her  looking  as  she  look- 
ed at  such  another  time ;  and  almost  worrying  myself  into  a 
fever  about  it. 

I  was  troubled  by  no  doubt  of  her  being  very  pretty,  in  any 
case;  but  it  fell  out  that  I  had  never  seen  her  look  so  well. 
She  was  not  in  the  drawing-room  when  I  presented  Agnes  to 
her  little  aunts,  but  was  shyly  keeping  out  of  the  way.  I  knew 
where  to  look  for  her,  now;  and  sure  enough  I  found  her 
stopping  her  ears  again,  behind  the  same  dull  old  door. 

At  first  she  wouldn't  come  at  all ;  and  then  she  pleaded  for 
five  minutes  by  my  watch.    When  at  length  she  put  her  arm 
through  mine,  to  be  taken  to  the  drawing-room,  her  charming 
little  face  was  flushed ,  and  had  never  been  so  pretty.'    But,    ..^ 
when  we  went  into  the  room,  and  it  turned  pale,  she  was  ten  V 
thousand  times  prettier  yet. 

Dora  was  afraid  of  Agnes.  She  had  told  me  that  she  know 
Agnes  was  '*too  clever."  But  when  she  saw  her  looking  at 
once  so  cheerful  and  so  earnest,  and  so  thoughtful,  and  so 
good,  she  gave  a  faint  little  cry  of  pleased  surprise,  and  just 
put  her  affectionate  arms  round  Agnes*s  neck,  and  laid  her 
innocent  cheek  against  her  face. 

I  never  was  so  happy.  I  never  was  so  pleased  as  when  I 
saw  those  two  sit  down  together,  side  by  side.  As  when  I 
saw  my  little  darling  looking  up  so  naturally  to  those  cordial 
eyes.  As  when  I  saw  the  tender,  beautiful  regard  which 
Agnes  cast  upon  her. 

Miss  Lavinia  and  Miss  Clarissa  partook,  in  their  way,  of  my 
joy.  It  was  the  pleasantest  tea-table  in  the  world.  Miss  Cla- 
rissa presided.  I  cut  and  handed  the  sweet  seed-cake  —  the 
little  sisters  had  a  bird-like  fondness  for  picking  up  seeds  and 
pecking  at  sugar;  Miss  Lavinia  looked  on  with  benignant  pa- 
tronage, as  if  our  happy  love  were  all  her  work ;  and  we  were 
perfectly  contented  with  ourselves  and  one  another. 
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The  gentle  cheerfolneBS  of  Agnes  went  to  all  their  heart** 
Her  quiet  iatereBt  121  everting  that  interested  Dora;  her 
manner  of  making  acquaintance  with  Jip  (who  responded  in<- 
stantiy) ;  her  pleasant  waj,  when  Dora  was  aahSAied  to  come 
over  to  her  usual  seat  hj  me;  her  modest  grace  and  ease,  eh* 
citing  a  Crowd  of  blushing. little  marks  of  confidence  fsora 
Dora;  seemed  to  make  our  circle  quite  ooraplete. 

"I  am  80  glad,*'  said  Dora,  after  tea,  ''that  you  like  me. 
I  didn't  think  you  would;  and  I  want,  more  than  ever,  to  be 
liked,  now  Julia  Mills  is  gone.** 

I  have  omitted  to  mention  it,  by-the-bye.  Miss  Mills  had 
siuled,  and  Dora  and  I  had  gone  aboard  a  great  East  Indiaman 
at  Gravesend  to  see  her;  and  we  had  had  preserved  ginger, 
and  guava,  and  ether  delicacies  of  that  sort  for  lunch;  and  we 
had  left  Miss  Mills  weeping  on  a  camp-stool  on  the  quarter- 
deck, with  a  large  new  diary  under  her  arm,  in  which  the  ori- 
ginal reflections  awakened  by  the  contemplation  of  Ocean 
were  to  be  recorded  under  lock  and  key. 

Agnes  said,  she  was  afraid  I  must  have  given  her  an  unpro- 
mising character;  but  Dora  corrected  that  directly. 

"Oh  no  I'*  she  said,  shaking  her  curls  at  me;  "it  was  all 
praise.  He  thinks  so  much  of  your  opinion,  that  I  was  quite 
afraid  of  it." 

*'My  good  opinion  cannot  strengthen  his  attachment  to 
some  people  whom  he  knows,*'  said  Agnee,  with  a  smile;  "it 
is  not  worth  their  having.** 

"But  please  let  me  have  it,**  said  Dora,  in  her  coaxing  way, 
"if  you  can!" 

We  made  merry  about  Dora*s  wanting  to  be  liked,  and 
Dora  said  I  vna  a  goose,  and  she  didn't  like  me  at  any  rate, 
«nd  the  short  evening  flew  away  on  goesamer^winga.  The 
time  was  at  hand  when  the  coaeh  was  to  eell  for  us.    I  was 
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«tiMi4iog  fklone  before  the  fire,  yrhen  Dora  came  steatmg  sofUy 
.ij(i,  to  gkve  loe  that  usual  precious  little  kiss  before  I  went. 

'*Pon't  you  think,  if  I  had  bad  her  for  a  friend  a  long  time 
ago,  Doady,"  said  Dora,  her  bright  eyes  shining  very  brightly, 
and  her  little  right  hand  idly  busying  itself  with  one  of  the 
buttons  of  my  coat,  '*!  might  have  been  more  .clever  perhaps  ?  " 

^'My  love!*'  said  I,  '*  what  nonsense  1" 

"Do  you  think  it  is  nonsense?*'  returned  Dora,  without 
lookjlng  at  me.    "  Are  you  sure  it  is  ?  * ' 

"Of  course  I  am!**j 

"I  have  forgotten,**  saidDora,^l  turning  the  button  round 
and  round,  "what  relation  Agnes  is  to  you,  you  dear  bad  boy.*' 

<*No  blood-relation,'*  I  replied;  "but  we  were  brought  up 
together,  like  brother  and  sister.** 

"I  wonder  why  you  ever  fell  in  love  with  me?"  said  Dori, 
beginning  on  another  button  of  my  coat. 

"Perhaps  because  I  couldn*t  see  yon,  fmd  not  love  you, 
Doral  *' 

"  Suppose  you  had  never  seen  me  at  all,"  said  Dora,  going 
to  another  button. 

"Suppose  we  had  never  been  bom!**  said  J,  gaily* 

I  wondered  what  she  was  thinking  about,  as  I  glanced  in 
admiring  silence  at  the  little  soft  hand  travelling  up  the  row  of 
buttons  on  my  coat,  and  at  the  clustering  hair  that  lay  against 
my  breast,  and  at  the  lashes  of  her  downoast  eyes,  slightly 
rising  as  they  followed  her  idle  fingers.  At  length  her  eyes 
were  lifted  up  to  mine,  and  she  stood  on  tiptoe  to  give  me, 
BPMM'e  thovightfuUy  than  usual,  that  precious  little  kiss  —  once, 
twice,  three  times  —  and  went  out  of  the  room. 

They  all  came  back  together  within  fiye  minutes  after- 
wards, and  Dora's  unusual  thought&liiess  was  quite  gone 
thian.  She  was  laughingly  resolved  to  put  Jip  through  the 
whole  of  his  performances,  before  the  coach  came.    They 
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took  some  time  (not  so  much  on  accoantof  their  variety »  as 
Jip's  rciactance),  and  were  still  unfinished  when  it  was  heard 
at  the  door.  There  was  a  hurried  but  affectionate  parting  be- 
tween Agnes  and  herself;  and  Dora  was  to  write  to  Agnes  (who 
was  not  to  mind  her  letters  being  foolish,  she  said),  and  Agnes 
was  to  write  to  Dora;  and  they  had  a  second  parting  at  the 
coach-door,  and  a  third  when  Dora,  in  spite  of  the  remon- 
strances of  Miss  Lavinia,  would  come  running  out  once  more 
to  remind  Agnes  at  the  coach- window  about  writing,  and  to 
shake  her  curls  at  me  on  the  box. 

The  stage-coach  was  to  put  us  down  near  Covent  Garden, 
where  we  were  to'  take  another  stage-coach  for  Highgate.  I 
was  impatient  for  the  short  walk  in  the  interval,  that  Agnes 
might  pruse  Dora  to  me.  Ahl  what  praise  it  was!  How 
lovingly  and  fervently  did  it  commend  the  pretty  creature  I 
had  won,  with  all  her  artless  graces  best  displayed,  to  mj 
most  gentle  care  I.  How  thoughtfully  remind  me ,  yet  with  no 
pretence  of  doing  so,  of  the  trust  in  which  I  held  the  orphim 
child  I 

Never,  never,  had  I  loved  Dora  so  deeply  and  truly,  as  I 
loved  her  that  night.  When  we  had  again  sdighted,  and  were 
walking  in  the  starlight  along  the  quiet  road  that  led  to  the 
Doctor's  house,  I  told  Agnes  it  was  her  doing. 

"When  you  were  sitting  by  her,"  said  I,  "you  seemed  to 
be  no  less  her  guardian  angel  than  mine;  and  you  seem  so 
now,  Agnes." 

"A  poor  angel,"  she  returned,  "butfdthful." 

The  clear  tone  of  her  voice,  going  straight  to  my  heart, 
made  it  natural  to  me  to  say : 

"The  cheerfulness  that  belongs  to  you,  Agnes  (and  to  no 
one  else  that  ever  I  have  seen),  is  so  restored,  I  have  ob- 
served to-day,  that  I  have  begun  to  hope  you  are  happier  at 
home?" 
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**!  am  happier  in  myself,"  she  said;  "I  am  quite  cheerful 
and  light-hearted.*' 

I  glanced  at  the  serene  face  looking  upward,  and  thought 
it  was  the  stars  that  made  it  seem  so  noble. 

''There  has  been  no  change  at  home,"  said  Agnes,  after 
a  few  moments. 

"No  fresh  reference,"  said  I,  "to  —  I  wouldn't  distress 
you ,  Agnes ,  but  I  cannot  help  asking  —  to  what  we  spoke  of, 
when  we  parted  last  ?  " 

"No,  none,"  she  answered. 

"I  have  thought  so  much  about  it." 

"You  must  think  less  about  it.  Remember  that  I  confide 
in  simple  love  and  truth  at  last.  Have  no  apprehensions  for 
me,  Trotwood,"  she  added,  after  a  moment;  "the  step  you 
dread  my  taking,  I  shall  never  take." 

Although  I  think  I  had  never  really  feared  it,  in  any  season 
of  cool  reflection,  it  was  an  unspeakable  relieftometohave 
this  assurance  from  her  own  truthful  lips.  I  told  her  so, 
earnestly. 

"And  when  this  visit  is  over,"  said  I,  —  "for  we  may  not 
be  alcfhe  another  time,  —  how  long  is  it  likely  to  be,  my  dear 
Agnes,  before  you  come  to  London  again? " 

"Probably  a  long  time,"  she  replied;  "I  think  it  will  be 
best  —  for  papa's  sake  —  to  remain  at  home.  We  are  not 
likely  to  meet  often,  for  some  time  to  come;  but  I  shall  be  a 
good  correspondent  of  Dora's,  and  we  shall  frequently  hear 
of  one  another  that  way." 

We  were  now  within  the  little  court-yard  of  the  Doctor's 
cottage.  It  was  growing  late.  There  was  a  light  in  the 
window  of  Mrs.  Strong's  chamber,  and  Agnes,  pointing  to  it, 
bade  me  good  night.    . 

"Do  not  be  troubled,"  shesiud,  giving  me  her  hand,  "by 
our  misfortunes  and  anxieties.    I  can  be  happier  in  nothi*~ 
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than  in  your  happineis*    If  70a  can  aver  ff.Ye  me  Mp$  rely 
upon  it  I  will  ask  yon  for  it.    God  bless  you  always  1 " 

In  her  beaming  smile ,  and  in  these  last  tones  of  her  cheep- 
ful  voice,  I  seemed  again  to  see  and  hear  my  little  Dora  in  her 
-company.  I  stood  awhile,  looking  through  the  porch  at  the 
stars,  with  a  heart  full  of  love  and  gratitude,  and  then  walked 
slowly  forth.  I  had  engaged  a  bed  at  a  decent  alehouse  dose 
by,  and  was  going  out  at  the  gate,  when,  happening  to  torn 
my  iiead,  I  saw  a  light  in  the  Doctor's  study.  A  half-re- 
proachful fancy  came  into  my  mind  1  that  he  had  been  work- 
ing at  the  Dictionary  without  my  help.  With  the  view  of 
seeing  if  this  were  so ,  and,  in  any  case ,  of  bidding  him  good 
night,  if  he  were  yet  sitting  among  his  books,  I  turned  back, 
and  going  softly  across  the  hall,  and  gently  opening  the  door, 
looked  in. 

The  first  person  whom  I  saw,  to  my  surprise,  by  the  sober 
light  of  tfhe  shaded  lamp,  was  Uriah.  He  was  «timding  close 
beside  it,  with  one  of  his  skeleton  hands  over  his  mouth,  and 
the  other  resting  on  the  Doctor^s  table.  The  Doctor  sat  in 
his  study  chair,  covering  his  face  with  his  hands.  Mr.  Wick- 
field,  sorely  troubled  and  distressed ,  was  leaning  forward, 
irresolutely  touching  the  Doctor's  arm. 

For  an  instant,  I  supposed  that  the  Doctor  was  ill.  I 
hastily  advanced  a  step  under  that  impression,  when  I  met 
Uriah^s  eye,  and  aaw  what  was  the  matter.  I  would  liave 
withdrawn ,  but  the  Doctor  made  a  gesture  to  detain  me,  and 
I  remained. 

"At  any  rate,"  observed  Uriah,  with  a  writhe  of  his  un- 
gainly person,  "we  may  keep  the  door  shut.  We  needn't 
make  it  known  to  all  the  town." 

Saying  which,  he  went  on  his  toes  to  the  door,  which  I  had 
left  open,  and  carefully  closed  iL  He  then  came  back,  and 
took  up  his  former  position*    There  was  an  obtruaive  show  of 
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compasfiiontte  seal  in  bis  voice  and  manner,  more  intolerable 
~-  at  least  to  me  —  tban  any  demeanour  he  could  have  as- 
sumed. 

''I  have  felt  it  incumbent  upon  me,  Master  Copperfield,*' 
said  Uriah,  **to  point  out  to  Doctor  Strong  what  you  and  me 
have  already  talked  about.  You  didn't  exactly  understand 
me,  though?*' 

I  gave  htm  a  look,  but  no  other  answer;  aad,  going  to  my 
good  old  master,  said  a  few  words  that  I  meant  to  be  wcMrds  of 
comfort  and  encouragement.  He  put  his  hand  upon  my 
shonlder,  as  it  had  been  his  custom  to  do  when  I  was  quite  a 
little  fellow,  but  did  not  lift  his  grey  head. 

*'Asyou  didn't  understand  me.  Master  Coppei^eld,"  re- 
sumed Uriah  in  the  same  officious  manner ,  '*I  may  take  the 
liberty  of  umbly  mentioning,  being  among  friends,  that  I  have 
called  Doctor  Strong's  attention  to  the  goings-on  of  Mrs. 
Strong*  It  *s  much  against  the  grain  with  me,  I  assure  you, 
Copperfield,  to  be  concerned  in  anything  so  unpleasant;  but 
really,  as  it  is,  we  're  all  mixing  ourselves  up  with  what 
oughtn't  to  be.  That  was  what  my  meaning  was,  Sir,  when 
you  didn't  understand  me." 

I  wonder  now,  when  I  recall  his  leer,  that  I  did  not  collar 
him,  and  try  to  shake  the  breath  out  of  his  body. 

*'I  dare  say  I  didn't  make  m^^self  very  clear,"  he  went  on, 
''nor  you  neither.  Naturally,  we  was  both  of  us  inclined  to 
give  such  a  subject  a  wide  berth.  Hows' ever,  at  last  I  have 
made  up  my  mind  to  speak  plain ;  and  I  have  mentioned  to 
Doctor  Strong  that —  did  you  speak,  Sir?  " 

This  was  to  the  Doctor,  who  had  moaned.  The  sound 
might  have  touched  any  heart,  I  thought,  but  it  had  no  effect 
upon  Uriah's. 

" — mentioned  to  Doctor  Strong,"  he  proceeded,  "that 
any  one  may  see  that  Mr.  Maldon,  and  the  lovely  and  agree* 
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able  lady  as  is  Doctor  Strong*s  wife ,  are  too  sweet  on  one 
another.  Really  the  time  is  come  (we  being  at  present  all 
mixing  ourselves  up  with  what  oughtn't  to  be),  when  Doctor 
Strong  must  be  told  that  this  was  full  as  plain  to  eyerybody  as 
the  sun,  before  Mr.  Maldon  went  to  India;  that  Mr.  Maldon 
made^ excuses  to  come  back,  for  nothing  else;  and  that  he  *b 
always  here,  for  nothing  else.  When  you  come  in.  Sir,  I  was 
just  putting  it  to  my  fellow-partner,**  towards  whom  he  turned, 
**to  say  to  Doctor  Strong  upon  his  word  and  honour,  whether 
he  'd  ever  been  of  this  opinion  long  ago ,  or  not.  Come,  Mr. 
Wickfield,  Sir!  Would  you  be  so  good  as  tell  us?  Yes  or 
no.  Sir?     Come,  partner  1" 

"ForGod*s  sake,  my  dear  Doctor,*'  said  Mr.  Wickfield, 
again  laying  his  irresolute  hand  upon  the  Doctor's  arm,  "don't 
attach  too  much  weight  to  any  suspicions  I  may  have  enter- 
tained." 

"There I"  cried  Uriah,  shaking  his  head.  "What  a  me- 
lancholy confirmation:  ain't  it?  Himl  Such  an  old  friend! 
Bless  your  soul,  when  I  was  nothing  but  a  clerk  in  his  office, 
Copperfield,  I  've  seen  him  twenty  times,  if  I  've  seen  him 
once,  quite  in  a  taking  about  it  —  quite  put  out,  you  know 
(and  very  proper  in  him  as  a  father;  I  *m  sure  /  can't  blame 
him) ,  to  think  that  Miss  Agnes  was  mixing  herself  up  with 
what  oughtn't  to  be." 

"My  dear  Strong,"  said  Mr.  Wickfield  in  a  tremulous 
voice,  "my  good  friend,  I  needn't  tell  you  that  it  has  been 
my  vice  to  look  for  some  one  master  motive  in  everybody,  and 
to  try  all  actions  by  one  narrow  test.  I  may  have  fallen  into 
such  doubts  as  I  have  had,  through  this  mistake." 

"You  have  had  doubts,  Wickfield,"  said  the  Doctor,  with- 
out lifting  up  his  head.     "  You  have  had  doubts." 

Speak  up,  fellow-partner,"  urged  Uriah. 
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"I  had,  at  one  time,  certainly,"  said  Mr.  Wickfield.  "I 
—  God  forgive  me  —  I  thought  j^ov had.*' 

**No,  no,  no!"  returned  the  Doctor,  in  a  tone  of  most 
pathetic  grief. 

"I  thought,  at  one  time,"  saidMr.  Wickfield,  '* that  you 
wished  to  send  Maldon  abroad  to  effect  a  desirable  separa- 
tion. " 

"No,  no,  no  I"  returned  the  Doctor.  "To  give  Annie 
pleasure,  by  making  some  provision  for  the  companion  of  Her 
childhood.    Nothing  else." 

" So  I  found ,"  said  Mr.  Wickfield.  "  I  couldn't  doubt  it, 
when  yon  told  me  so.  But  I  thought  —  I  implore  you  to  re- 
member the  narrow  construction  which  has  been  my  besetting 
sin  —  that,  in  a  case  where  there  was  so  much  disparity  in 
point  of  years  — " 

"  That 's  the  way  to  put  it,  you  see,  Master  Copperfield ! " 
observed  Uriah,  with  fawning  and  offensive  pity. 

"  —  a  lady  of  such  youth ,  and  such  attractions ,  however 
real  her  respect  for  you,  might  have  been  influenced  in  marry- 
ing ^  by  worldly  considerations  only.  I  made  no  allowance 
for  innumerable  feelings  and  circumstances  that  may  have  all 
tended  to  good.    For  Heaven's  sake  remember  that! " 

"How  kind  he  puts  it ! "  said  Uriah ,  shaking  his  head. 

"Always  observing  her  from  one  point  of  view,"  said  Mr. 
Wickfield;  "but  by  all  that  is  dear  to  you,  my  old  friend,  I 
entreat  you  to  consider  what  it  was ;  I  am  forced  to  confess 
now,  having  no  escape  —  " 

"No!  There's  no  way  out  of  it,  Mr.  Wickfield,  Sir," 
observed  Uriah ,  "when  it 's  got  to  this." 

" —  that  I  did,"  said  Mr.  Wickfield,  glancing  helplessly 
and  distractedly  at  his  partner,  "that  I  did  doubt  her,  and 
think  her  wanting  in  her  duty  to  you;  and  that  I  did  some- 
times, if  I  must  say  all,  feel  averse  to  Agnes  being  in  such  a 
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familUr  relation  towardfl  her,  as  to  see  whati  sbw,  or  in  my 
diseased  theory  fancied  that  I  saw.  I  never  mentioned  this  to 
any  one.  I  never  meant  it  to  be  known  to  any  one.  And 
though  it  is  terrible  to  yoa  to  hear/'  said  Mr.  Wickfield,  quite 
subdaed,  **if  you  knew  how  terrible  it  is  to  me  to  tell,  you 
would  feel  compassion  for  me !  *' 

The  Doctor,  in  the  perfect  goodness  of  his  nature,  pat 
out  his  hand.  Mr.  Wickfield  held  it  for  a  little  while  in  his, 
with  his  head  bowed  down. 

'*I  am  sure,**  said  Uriah,  writhing  himselfinto  the  silence 
like  a  Conger-eel ,  '*  that  thb  is  a  subject  full  of  unpleasantness 
to  everybody.  But  since  we  have  got  so  far,  I  ought  to  take 
the  liberty  of  mentioning  that  Copperfield  has  noticed  it  too.*' 

I  turned  upon  him,  and  asked  him  how  he  dared  refer 
tome! 

"Ohl  it 's  very  kind  of  you ,  Copperfield,"  retained  Uriah, 
undulating  all  over,  **and  we  all  know  what  an  amiable  cha- 
racter yours  is ;  but  you  know  that  the  moment  I  spoke  to  you 
the  other  night,  you  knew  what  I  meant.  You  know  you  knew 
what  I  meant,  Copperfield.  Don't  deny  it !  You  deny  it  with 
the  best  intentions;  but  don't  do  it,  Copperfield!" 

I  saw  the  mild  eye  of  the  good  old  Doctor  turned  upon  me 
for  a  moment,  and  I  felt  that  the  confession  of  my  old  mis- 
givings and  remembrances  was  too  plainly  written  in  my  face 
to  be  overlooked.  It  was  of  no  use  raging.  I  could  not  undo 
that.    Say  what  I  would,  I  could  not  unsay  it. 

We  were  silent  again,  and  remained  so,  until  the  Doctor 
rose  and  walked  twice  or  thrice  across  the  room.  Presently 
he  returned  to  where  his  chair  stood;  and,  leasing  on  the 
back  of  it,  and  occasionally  putting  his  handkerchief  to  his 
eyes ,  with  a  simple  honesty  that  did  him  more  honour,  to  my 
thinking,  that  any  disguise  he  could  have  affected i  said: 

*^I  have  been  much  to  blame.    I  believe  I  have  been  vezy 


OS 

much  to  blame.  1  have  exposed  one  whom  I  hold  in  my  heart, 
to  trials  and  aspersions  —  I  call  them  aspersions,  even  to  have 
been  conceived  in  anybody's  inmost  mind  -^  of  Which  she 
never,  but  for  me,  could  have  been  the  object.*' 

Uriah  Heep  gave  a  kind  of  snivel.  I  think  to  express  sym- 
pathy. 

"Of  which  my  Annie,"  said  the  Doctor,  "never,  but  for 
me,  could  have  been  the  object.  Gentlemen,  I  am  old  now, 
as  you  know;  I  do  not  feel,  to-night,  that  I  have  much  to  live 
for.  But  my  life  —  my  Life  —  upon  the  truth  and  honour  of 
the  dear  lady  who  has  been  the  subject  of  this  conversation  I  *' 

I  do  not  think  that  the  best  embodiment  of  chivalry,  the 
realisation  of  the  handsomest  and  most  romantic  figure  ever 
imagined  by  painter,  could  have  said  this,  with  a  more  im- 
pressive and  affecting  dignity  than  the  plain  old  Doctor  did. 

"But  I  am  not  prepared,"  he  went  on,  "to  deny — perhaps 
1  may  have  been,  without  knowing  it,  in  some  degree  pre- 
pared to  admit  —  that  I  may  have  unwittingly  ensnared  that 
lady  into  an  unhappy  marriage.  I  am  a  man  quite  unac- 
customed to  observe;  and  I  cannot  but  believe  that  the  obser- 
vation of  several  people,  of  different  ages  and  positions,  all 
too  plainly  tending  in  one  direction  (and  that  so  natural) ,  is 
better  than  mine. ' ' 

I  had  often  admired,  as  I  have  elsewhere  described,  his 
benignant  manner  towards  his  youthful  wife;  but  the  respect- 
ful tenderness  he  manifested  in  every  reference  to  her  on  this 
occasion,  and  the  almost  reverential  manner  in  which  be  put 
away  frotn  him  the  lightest  doubt  of  her  integrity,  exalted  him, 
in  my  eyes,  beyond  description. 

"I  married  that  lady,"  said  the  Doctor,  "when  she  was 
extremely  young.  I  took  her  to  myself  when  her  character 
# as  soar<iely  formed.  So  fkr  as  it  was  developed ,  tt  had- been 
my  happiness  to  form  it.    I  knew  her  father  well.    I  knew  he" 
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well.  I  had  taaght  her  what  I  could,  for  the  love  of  all  her 
beautiful  and  virtuous  qualities.  If  I  did  her  wrong ;  as  I  fear 
I  did,  in  taking  advantage  (but  I  never  meant  it)  of  her  grati- 
tude and  her  affection;  I  ask  pardon  of  that  lady,  in  my 
heart  I" 

He  walked  across  the  room,  and  came  back  to  the  same 
place;  holding  the  chair  with  a  grasp  that  trembled,  like  his 
subdued  voice,  in  its  earnestness. 

''I  regarded  myself  as  a  refuge,  for  her,  from  the  dangers 
and  vicissitudes  of  life.  I  persuaded  myself  that,  unequal 
though  we  were  in  years,  she  would  live  tranquilly  and  con- 
tentedly with  me.  I  did  not  shut  out  of  my  consideration  the 
time  when  I  should  leave  her  free,  and  still  young  and  still 
beautiful,  but  with  her  judgment  more  matured  —  no,  gentle- 
men ^  upon  my  truth  I " 

His  homely  figure  seemed  to  be  lightened  up  by  his  fide- 
lity and  generosity.  Every  word  he  uttered  had  a  force  that 
no  other  grace  could  have  imparted  to  it. 

"My  life  with  this  lady  has  been  veiy  happy.  Until  to- 
night, I  have  had  uninterrupted  occasion  to  bless  the  day  on 
which  I  did  her  great  injustice.** 

His  voice,  more  and  more  faltering  in  the  utterance  of 
these  words,  stopped  for  a  few  moments;  then  he  went  on: 

<*Once  awakened  from  my  dream  —  I  have  been  a  poor 
dreamer ,  in  one  way  or  other ,  all  my  life  —  I  see  how  natural 
it  is  that  she  should  have  some  regretful  feeling  towards  her 
old  companion  and  her  equal.  That  she  does  regard  him  with 
some  innocent  regret,  with  some  blameless  thoughts  of  what 
might  have  been,  but  for  me,  is,  I  fear,  too  true.  Much  that 
I  have  seen ,  but  not  noted,  has  come  back  upon  me  with  new 
meaning,  during  this  last  trying  hour.  But,  Ceyond  this, 
gentlemen,  the  dear  lady's  name  never  must  be  coupled  with 
a  word,  a  breath,  of  doubt.' 
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For  a  little  wbile,  his  eye  kindled  and  his  Yoice  was  firm; 
for  a  little  while  he  was  agun  silent.  Presently,  he  proceeded 
as  before: 

"It  only  remains  for  me,  to  bear  the  knowledge  of  the  un- 
happiness  I  have  occasioned,  as  submissiyely  as  I  can.    It  is 
she  who  should  reproach ;  not  I.    To  save  her  from  miscon* 
struction,  cruel  misconstruction,  that  even  my  friends  have 
not  been  able  to  avoid,  becomes  my  duty.    The  more  retired 
we  live,  the  better  I  shall  discharge  it.    And  when  the  time     ^^ 
comes  —  may  it  come  soon,  if  it  be  His  merciful  pleasure !' —    .  j^ 
when  my  death  shall  release  her  from  constraint,  I  shall  close     . 
my  eyes  upon  her  honoured  face,  with  unbounded  confidence  ' ' 
and  love ;  and  leave  her,  with  no  sorrow  then ,  to  happier  and  ^ 
brighter  days." 

I  could  not  see  him  for  the  tears  which  his  earnestness  and 
goodness,  so  adorned  by,  and  so  adorning,  the  perfect  sim- 
plicity of  his  manner,  brought  into  my  eyes.  He  had  moved 
to  the  door,  when  he  added : 

"Gentlemen,  I  have  shown  you  my  heart.  I  am  sure  you 
will  respect  it.  What  we  have  said  to-night  is  never  to  be  said 
more.    Wickfield,  give  me  an  old  friend's  arm  up-stairs I" 

Mr.  Wickfield  hastened  to  him.  Without  interchanging  a 
word  they  went  slowly  out  ofthe  room  together,  Uriah  look- 
ing after  them. 

"Well,  Master  Copperfield  I"  said  Uriah,  meekly  turning 
to  me.  "  The  thing  hasn't  took  quite  the  turn  that  might  have 
been  expected ,  for  the  old  Scholar  —  what  an  excellent  man  t 
—  is  as  blind  as  a  brickbat ;  but  this  family 's  out  of  the  cart,  I 
think  I" 

I  needed  but  the  sound  of  his  voice  to  be  so  madly  enraged 
as  I  never  was  before,  and  never  have  been  since. 

''You  villain,*'  said  I,    "what  do  you  mean  by  entrapping 
me  into  your  schemes?    How  dare  you  appeal  to  me  just 
Datid  Copperfield.  HI.  7 
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now,  jon  fklse  rascal,  as  if  we  had  been  in  discoBsion 
together?** 

As  we  stood,  front  to  front,  I  saw  so  plainly,  in  the  stealthy 
exaltation  of  his  face,  what  I  already  so  plainly  knew ;  I  mean 
that  he  forced  his  conjEldenee  upon.  m» ,  expressly  to  make  me 
miserable,  and  had  seta  deliberate  trap  for  me  in  this  very 
matter;  that  I  couldn't  bear  it.  The  whole  of  his  lank  cheek 
was  invitingly  before  me ,  and  I  struck  it  with  my  open  hand 
with  that  force  that  my  fingers  tingled  as  if  I  had  burnt  them. 

He  caught  the  hand  in  his,  and  we  stood,  in  that  connexion, 
looking  at  each  other.  We  stood  so,  a  long  time ;  long  enough 
for  me  to  see  the  white  marks  of  my  fingers  die  out  of  the  deep 
red  of  his  cheek ,  and  leave  it  a  d<^per  red. 

"Copperfield,**  he  said  at  length,  in  a  breathless  voice, 
*'  hftve  you  taken  leave  of  your  senses  ? 

**I  have  taken  leave  of  you,**  said  I^  wresting  my  hand 
away.    "You  dog,  I  *U  know  no  more  of  you.** 

"Won't  you?**  said  he,  constrained  by  the  pain  of  his 
cheek  to  put  his  hand  there.  "Perhaps  you  won't  be  able  to 
help  it.    Ifin*t  this  ungrateful  of  you,  now?*' 

"I  have  shown  you  often  enough,*'  said  I,  "that  I  despise 
you.  I  have  shown  you  now,  more  plainly,  that  I  do.  Why 
should  I  dread  your  doing  your  worst  to  all  about  you  ?  What 
else  do  you  ever  do?  '* 

He  perfectly  understood  this  allusion  to  the  consideraUons 
that  had  hitherto  restrained  me  in  my  communications  with 
him.  I  rather  think  that  neither  the  blow,  nor  the  allusion, 
would  have  escaped  me ,  but  for  the  assurance  I  had  had  from 
Agnes  that  night.    It  is  no  matter. 

There  was  another  long  pause.  His  eyes ,  as  he  looked  at 
me,  seemed  to  take  every  shade  of  colour  that  could  make  eyes 

ugly- 

(^Copperfield,**  he  said,  removing  his  hand  firom  lus  checJc* 
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'' jt>fi  haewt  always  gone  against  me.    I  know  yon  always  used 
to  be  against  me  at  Mr.  Wickfield^s/* 

*'  Yon  may  think  what  yon  like,"  said  I,  still  in  a  towering^ 
rage.    '*If  it  is  not  true ,  so  much  the  worthier  you.** 

**  And  yet  I  always  liked  yon ,  Copperfield  1  **  he  rejoined. 

I  deigned  to  make  him  no  teply;  aind,  taking  up  my  hat, 
was  going  out  to  bed,  when  he  came  between  me  and  the  door. 

'*C6pperfieldy"  he  said,  'Hhere  must  be  two  parties  to  a 
quarrel.    IwoB*tbeene." 

"Tou  may  go  to  the  devil !  **  said  I. 

"Don't  say  that!"  he  replied:  "I  know  yon  *11  be  sorry 
afterwards.  How  can  you  make  yourself  so  inferior  to  me ,  as 
to  show  such  a  bad  spirit  ?    But  I  forgive  you  .* ' 

**  You  fo]:give  me  r*  I  repeated  disdainfully. 

^*Ido,  and  yon  can*t  help  yourself,*'  replied  Uriah.  ^*To 
think  of  your  going  and  attacking  me,  that  have  alwsjrs  been 
a  friend  to  you  I  But  there  can't  be  a  quarrd  without  two  par- 
ties, and  I  won't  be  one.  I  will  be  a  friend  to  you,  in  spite  of 
yon.    So  now  you  know  what  you  *ve  got  to  expect."  ^ 

The  necessity  of  carrying  on  this  dialogue  (his  part  ift^ 
which  was  very  slow ;  mine  very  quick)  in  a  low  tone,  that  the 
house  might  not  be  disturbed  at  an  unseasonable  hour,  did  not 
improve  my  temper;  though  my  passion  was  cooling  down. 
Merely  telling  him  that  I  should  expect  from  him  what  I  always 
had  expected,  and  had  never  yet  been  dtfSppointed  in,  I 
opened  the  door  upon  him,  as  if  he  had  been  a  great  walnut 
put  there  to  be  cracked,  and  went  out  of  the  house.  Bnt  he 
slept  out  of  the  house  too,  at  his  mother's  lodging;  and  before 
I  had  gone  many  hundred  yards,  came  up  with  me. 

^'You  kflow,  Copperfield,**  he  said  ,  in  my  ear  (I  did  not 
turn  my  head),  '^you  *re  in  quite  a  wrong  position ;  '^  .which  I 
felt  to  be  true,  and  that  made  me  chafe  the  more ;  *^yon  can't 
wake  this  a  brave  thing,  and  you  can't  help  being  forgiver 
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I  don*t  intend^to  mention  it  to  mother,  nor  to  any  living  soul. 
I  *m  determined  to  forgive  you.  But  I  do  wonder  that  you 
should  lift  your  hand  against  a  person  that  yoa  knew  to  be  so 
umble!" 

I  felt  only  less  mean  than  he.  He  knew  me  better  than  I 
knew  myself.  If  he  had  retorted,  or  openly  exasperated  me, 
it  would  have  been  a  relief  and  a  justification;  but  he  had  put 
me  on  a  slow  fire ,  on  which  I  lay  tormented  half  the  night. 

In  the  morning,  when  I  came  out,  the  early  church  bell 
was  ringing,  and  he  was  walking  up  and  down  with  his  mother. 
He  addressed  mc  as  if  nothing  had  happened ,  and  I  could  do 
no  less  than  reply.  I  had  struck  him  hard  enough  to  give  him 
the  tooth-ache,  I  suppose.  At  all  events  his  face  was  tied  up 
in  a  black  silk  handkerchief,  which,  with  his  hat. perched  on 
the  top  of  it,  was  far  from  improving  his  appearance.  I  heard 
that  he  went  to  a  dentist's  in  London  on  the  Monday  morning, 
and  had  a  tooth  out.    I  hope  it  was  a  double  one. 

The  Doctor  gave  out  that  he  was  not  quite  well;  and  re- 
mained alone,  for  a  considerable  part  of  every  day,  during  the 
f^mainder  of  the  visit.  Agnes  and  her  father  had  been  gone 
a  week ,  before  we  resumed  our  usual  work.  On  the  day  pre- 
ceding its  resumption,  the  Doctor  gave  me  with  his  own  hands 
a  folded  note  not  sealed.  It  was  addressed  to  myself;  and  laid 
an  injunction  on  me,  in  a  few  afiectionate  words,  never  to  refer 
to  the  subject  of  that  evening.  I  had  confided  it  to  my  aunt, 
but  to  no  one  else.  It  was  not  a  subject  I  could  discuss  with 
Agnes,  and  Agnes  certainly  had  not  the  least  suspicion  of  what 
had  passed. 

Neither,  I  felt  convinced,  had  Mrs.  Strong  then.  Several 
weeks  elapsed  before  I  saw  the  least  change  in  her.  It  came 
on  slowly,  like  a  cloud  when  there  is  no  wind.  At  first,  she 
seemed  to  wonder  at  the  gentle  compassion  with  which  the 
Doctor  spoke  to  her,  and  at  his  wish  that  she  should  have  her 
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mother  with  her,  to  relieve  the  dall  monotony  of  her  life. 
Often,  -when  we  were  at  work,  and  she  was  sitting  hy,  I  would 
see  her  pausing  and  looking  at  him  with  that  memorable  face. 
Afterwards,  I  sometimes  observed  her  rise,  with  her  eyes  fall 
of  tears,  and  go  out  of  the  room.  Gradually,  an  unhappy 
shadow  fell  upon  her  beauty,  and  deepened  every  day.  Mrs. 
Markleham  was  a  regular  inmate  of  the  cottage  then;  but  she 
talked  and  talked,  and  saw  nothing. 

As  this  change  stole  on  Annie ,  once  like  sunshine  in  the 
Doctor's  house,  the  Doctor  became  older  in  appearance,'  and 
more  grave ;  but  the  sweetness  of  his  temper,  the  placid  kind- 
ness of  his* manner,  and  his  benevolent  solicitude  for  her,  if 
they  were  capable  of  any  increase,  were  increased.  I  saw  him 
once,  early  on  the  morning  of  her  birthday,  whfsi  she  came  to 
sit  in  the  window  while  we  were  at  work  (which  she  had  always 
done ,  but  now  began  to  do  with  a  timid  and  uncertain  air  that 
I  thought  very  touching),  take  her  forehead  between  hii^  hands, 
kiss  it,  and  go  hurriedly  away,  too  much  moved  to  remain. .  I 
saw  her  stand  where  he  had  left  her,  like  a  statue:  aii44heii 
bend  down  her  head,  and  clasp  her  hands,  and  weep,  ^  can- 
not say  how  sorrowfully. 

Sometimes,  after  that,  I  fancied  that  she  tried  to  speak 
even  to  me,  in  intervals  when  we  were  left  alone.  But  she 
never  uttered  word.  The  Doctor  always  had  some  new  pro- 
ject for  her  participating  in  amusements  away  from  home,  wit]^ 
her  mother;  and  Mrs.  Markleham,  who  was  very  fond  of 
amusements,  and  very  easily  dissatisfied  with  anything  else,  en- 
tered into  them  with  great  good  will,  and  was  loud  in  her  com- 
mendations. But  Annie ,  in  a  spiritless  unhappy  way,  only 
went  whither  she  was  led ,  and  seemed  to  have  no  care  for  any- 
thing. 

I  did  not  know  what  to  think.    Neither  did  my  aunt;  who 
must  have  walked,  at  various  times,  a  hundred  miles  in  he 
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certainty.  What  was  strangest  of  ftll  was ,  tkat  tiie  oidy  fed 
relief  wbich  9eem6d  to  make  its  way  iflto  the  secret  regkm  of 
this  domestieanhappiness,  made  its  way  there  in  the  person  of 
Mr.  Dick. 

What  bis  thoughts  were  on  the  subject,  or  what  his  obser- 
vation was,  I  am  as  unable  to  explain,  as  I  dare  say  he  would 
have  been  to  assist  me  in  the  task.  But,  as  I  have  recorded 
in  the  narrative  of  my  school  days,  his  veneration  for  the  Doe- 
tor  was  unbounded ;  and  there  is  a  subtlety  of  perception  in 
real  attachment,  even  when  it  is  borne  towards  man  by  one  of 
the  lower  animals,  which  leaves  the  highest  intellect  behind. 
To  this  mind  of  the  heart,  if  I  may  call  it  so,  in  Mr.  Dick,  some 
bright  ray  of  the  truth  shot  stntight. 

He  had  proudly  resumed  his  pri  vil^e,  in  many  of  his  spare 
hours,  of  walking  up  and  down  the  garden  with  the  Doctor; 
as  he  had  been  accustomed  to  pace  up  and  down  The  Doctor's 
Walk  at  Canterbury.  But  matters  were  no  sooner  in  this  state, 
than  he  devoted  all  his  spare  time  (and  got  up  earlier  to  make 
it  more)  to  these  perambulations.  If  he  bad  never  been  so 
happ)F  as  when  the  Doctor  read  that  marvellous  perfovmaBce, 
the  Dictionary,  to  him ;  he  was  now  quite  miserable  onless  tiic 
Doctor  pulled  it  out  of  his  pocket,  and  began.  When  the 
Doctor  and  I  were  engaged,  he  now  fell  into  ihe  custom  of 
walking  up  and  down  with  Mrs.  Strong,  and  helping  her  to 
trim  her  favourite  flowers,  or  weed  die  beds.  I  dare  say  he 
rarely  spoke  a  dozen  words  in  an  hour:  but  his  quiet  interest, 
and  his  wistful  face,  found  immediate  response  in  both  their 
breasts ;  each  knew  that  the  other  liked  him,  and  that  he  loved 
both;  and  be  became  what  no  one  else  could  be  -*  a  link  be- 
tween them. 

When  I  think  of  him,  with  his  impenetrably  wise  faee, 
walking  up  and  down  with  the  Doctor,  delighted  to  be  battered 

the  hard  words  in  the  Dictionary;  when  I  think  of 
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carrying  huge  watermg-pots.  after  Atiiiie;  kfte^ling  down,  in 
very  paws  of  gloves,  at  padefit  itiiOrOBCopic  work  amoiftg  the 
little  leaves;  expressing  as  no  philosopher  coald  hate  ez^. 
.pressed,  in  every  thing  he  did,  a  delicate  deevre  to  be  her 
Ixiend;  showering  sympathy,  tniflAfatnesS)  and  affeetiott,  ont 
of  every  hole  in  the  waterhig^pot;  when  I  think  of  him  n«v^r 
wandering  in  that  better  mind  of  his  to  whioh  tmbappiness  ad- 
dressed itself,  never  bringing  the  «nfortttnate  King  Charles 
into  the  garden,  never  wavering  in  his  grateful  service,  never 
diverted  from  his  knowledge  that  there  was  something  wrong, 
or  from  his  wish  to  set  it  right  -^  I  really  f\$el  almost  ashamed 
of  having  known  that  he  was  not  qaite  in  his  wits<  taking  ac" 
iconnt  of  the  utmost  I  have  done  with  mine. 

''Nobody  but  myself,  Trot,  knows  what  that  man  is!*'  my 
aunt  would  proudly  remaric,  when  we  conversed  about  it. 
"  Dick  will  distinguish  hhnself  y^t  I " 

I  must  refer  to  one  other  topid  before  I  close  thi«  chapter* 
While  the  visit  at  the  Doctor's  was  still  in  progress,  I  ob/crved 
that  the  postman  brought  two  or  three  letters  every  moming 
for  Uriah  Heep ,  who  remained  at  Highgate  until  the  rest  Went 
back,  it  being  a  leisqre  time;  and  that  these  were  always  di* 
rected  in  a  business-like  manner  by  Mr.  Micawber,  who  now 
assumed  a  round  legal  hand.  I  was  glad  to  infer,  from  these 
Blight  premises,  that  Mr.  Micawber  was  doing  well;  and  con- 
sequently was  much  surprised  to  receive ,  about  this  time ,  the 
following  letter  from  his  amiable  wifb. 

"  CANTEBBU&Y,  Monda(f  Bcemng. 
''Ton  will  doubtless  be  surprised,  my  dear  Mr.  Copperfield, 
to  receive  this  communication.  Still  more  so,  by  its  contents* 
Still  more  BO,  by  the  stipolatioti  of  implicit  confidence  which 
I  beg  to  impose.  But  my  feelings  as  a  wife  and  mother  require 
relief;  and  as  I  do  not  wish  to  consult  my  family  (already  '  ^ 
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noxious  to  the  feelings  of  Mr.  Micawber),  I  know  no  one  of 
whom  I  can  better  ask  advice  than  my  friend  and  former 
lodger. 

'^You  may  be  aware,  my  dear  Mr.  Copperfield,  that  be- 
tween myself  and  Mr.  Micawber  (whom  I  will  never  desert), 
there  has  always  been  preserved  a  spirit  of  mutual  confidence. 
Mr.  Micawber  may  have  occasionally  given  a  bill  without  con- 
sulting me,  or  he  may  have  misled  me  as  to  the  period  when 
that  obligation  would  become  due.  This  has  actually  happened. 
But,  in  general,  Mr.  Micawber  has  had  no  secrets  from  the 
bosom  of  affection  —  I  allude  to  his  wife  —  and  has  invariably, 
on  our  retirement  to  rest,  recalled  the  events  of  the  day. 

''  Yon  will  picture  to  yourself,  my  dear  Mr.  CopperfieLdf 
what  the  poignancy  of  my  feelings  must  be,  when  I  inform  yoa 
that  Mr.  Micawber  is  entirely  changed.  He  is  reserved.  He 
is  secret.  JBia  life  is  a  mystery  to  the  partner  of  his  joys  and 
sorrows  ~- 1  again  allude  to  his  wife  —  and  if  I  should  assure 
yoa  that  beyond  knowing  that  it  is  passed  from  morning  to 
night  at  the  ofHce ,  I  now  know  less  of  it  than  I  do  of  the  man 
in  the  south,  connected  with  whose  mouth  the  thoughtless 
children  repeat  an  idle  tale  respecting  cold  plum  porridge,  I 
should  adopt  a  popular  fallacy  to  express  an  actual  fact. 

''But  this  is  not  all.  Mr.  Micawber  is  morose.  He  is  se- 
vere. He  is  estranged  from  our  eldest  son  and  daughter,  he 
has  no  pride  in  his  twins,  he  looks  with  an  eye  of  coldness  even 
on  the  unoffending  stranger  who  last  became  a  member  of  our 
circle.  The  pecuniary  means  of  meeting  our  expenses,  kept 
down  to  the  utmost  farthing,  are  obtained  from  him  with  great 
difficulty,  and  even  under  fearful  threats  that  he  will  Settle 
himself  (the  exact  expression) ;  and  he  inexorably  refuses  to 
give  any  explanation  whatever  of  this  distracting  policy. 

''This  is  hard  to  bear.  This  is  heart-breaking.  If  you 
will  advise  me,  knowing  my  feeble  powers  such  as  they  are. 
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how  you  think  it  will  be  best  to  exert  them  in  a  dilemma  so  un- 
wonted, you  will  add  another  friendly  obligation  to  the  many 
yon  have  already  rendered  me.  With  loves  from  the  children, 
and  a  smile  from  the  happily-unconscious  stranger,  I  remain, 
dear  Mr.  Copperfield, 

"Your  afflicted 

"Emma  Migawber.** 

I  did  not  feel  justified  in  giving  a  wife  of  Mrs.  Micawber's 
experience  any  other  recommendation,  than  that  she  should 
try  to  reclaim  Mr.  Micawber  by  patience  and  kindness  (as  I 
knew  she  would  in  any  case) ;  but  the  letter  set  me  thinking 
about  him  very  much. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

Anoiber  retrospect. 

Once  ftgun,  let  me  pause  upon  a  memorable  period  of  my 
life.  Let  me  stand  aside,  to  see  the  phantoms  of  those  days 
go  by  me,  accompanying  the  shadow  of  myself,  m  dim  pro- 
cession. 

Weeks,  months,  seasons,  pass  along.  The}'  seem  litUe 
more  than  a  snmmer  day  and  a  winter  evening.  Now,  the 
Common  where  I  walk  with  Dora  is  all  in  bloom,  a  field  of 
bright  gold ;  and  now  the  unseen  heather  lies  in  mounds  and 
bunches  nndemeath  a  coyering  of  snow.  In  a  breath,  the 
river  that  flows  through  our  Sunday  walk  is  sparkling  in  the 
summer  sun,  is  ruffled  by  the  winter  wind,  or  thickened  with 
drifting  heaps  of  ice.  Faster  than  ever  river  ran  towards  the 
sea,  it  flashes,  darkens,  and,roll8  away. 

Not  a  thread  changes,  in  the  house  of  the  two  little  bird- 
like ladies.  The  clock  ticks  over  the  flre-place,  the  weather- 
glass hangs  in  the  hall.  Neither  clock  nor  weathei^glaas  il 
ever  right;  but  we  believe  in  both,  devoutly. 

I  have  come  legally  to  man's  estate.  I  have  attained  the 
dignify  of  twenty-one.  But  this  is  a  sort  of  dignity  that  may 
be  trust  upon  one.    Let  me  think  what  I  have  achieved. 

I  have  tamed  that  savage  stenographic  mystery.  I  make 
a  respectable  income  by  it.  I  am  in  high  repute  for  my  ac- 
complishment in  all  pertaining  to  the  art,  and  am  joined  with 
eleven  others  in  reporting  the  debates  in  Parliament  for  a 
Morning  Newspaper.  Night  after  night,  I  record  predictions 
that  never  come  to  pass,  professions  that  are  never  fulfilled, 
explanations  that  are  only  meant  to  mystify.    I  wallow  in 
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words.  Britannia,  that  unfortunate  female,  is  always  before  me, 
like  a  trussed  fowl :  skewered  through  and  through  with  of- 
fice-pens, and  bound  hand  and  foot  with  red  tape.  I  am  suffi- 
ciently behind  the  scenes  to  know  the  worth  of  political  life. 
I  am  quite  an  Infidel  about  it,  and  shall  never  be  converted. 

My  dear  old  Traddles  has  tried  his  hand  at  the  same  pur- 
suit, but  it  is  not  in  Traddles's  way.  He  is  perfectly  good- 
humoured  respecting  his  failure,  and  reminds  me  that  he  al- 
ways did  consider  himself  slow.  He  has  occasional  employ- 
ment on  the  same  newspaper,  in  getting  up  the  facts  of  dry 
subjects,  to  be  written  about  and  embellished  by  more  fer- 
tile minds.  He  is  called  to  the  bar;  and  with  admirable  in- 
dustry and  self-denial  has  scraped  another  hundred  pounds 
together,  to  fee  a  Conveyancer  whose  chambers  he  attends. 
A  great  deal  of  very  hot  port  wine  was  consumed  at  his  call; 
and,  considering  the  figure,  I  should  think  the  Inner  Temple 
must  have  made  a  profit  by  it. 

I  have  come  out  in  another  way.  I  have  taken  with  fear 
and  trembling  to  authorship.  I  wrote  a  little  something,  in 
secret,  and  sent  it  to  a  magazine,  and  it  was  published  in  the 
magazine.  Since  then,  I  have  taken  heart  to  write  a  good 
nAny  trifling  pieces.  Now,  I  am  regularly  paid  for  them. 
Altogether,  I  am  well  off;  when  I  tell  m;^  income  on  the  fingers 
of  my  left  hand,  I  pass  the  third  finger  and  take  in  the  fourth 
to  the  middle  joint. 

We  have  removed,  from  Buckingham  Street,  to  a  pleasant 
little  cottage  very  near  the  one  I  loeked  at,  when  my  enthu- 
siasm first  came  on.  My  aunt,  however  (who  has  sold  the 
house  at  Dover,  to  good  advantage),  is  not  going  to  remain 
here,  but  intends  removing  herself  to  a  still  more  tiny  cottage 
close  at  hand.    What  does  this  portend?  My  marriage?  Yes  I 

Yes  I  I  am  going  to  be  married  to  Dora  I  Miss  Lavinia  and 
Miss  Clarissa  have  given  their  consent ;  and  if  ever  canar/ 
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birds  were  in  a  flutter,  they  are.  Miss  LaTinia,  self-charged 
with  the  superintendence  of  my  darling's  wardrobe,  is  con- 
stantly cutting  out  brown-paper  cuirasses,  and  difiering  in 
opinion  from  a  highly  respectable  young  man,  with  a  long 
bundle,  and  a  yard  measure  under  his  arm.  A  dressmaker, 
always  stabbed  in  the  breast  with  a  needle  and  thread,  boards 
a^d  lodges  in  the  house;  and  seems  to  me,  eating,  drinking, 
or  sleeping,  never  to  take  her  thimble  off.  They  make  a  lay- 
figure  of  my  dear.  They  are  always  sending  for  her  to  come 
and  try  something  on.  We  can't  be  happy  together  for  five 
minutes  in  the  evening,  but  some  intrusive  female  knocks  at 
the  door,  and  says,  '*0h,  if  you  please,  Miss  Dora,  would  you 
step  up-stairs  I " 

Miss  Clarissa  and  my  aunt  roam  all  over  London,  to  find 
out  articles  of  furniture  for  Dora  and  me  to  look  at.  It  would 
be  better  for  them  to  buy  the  goods  at  once,  without  this  cere- 
mony of  inspection ;  for,  when  we  go  to  see  a  kitchen  fender 
and  meat-screen,  Dora  sees  a  Chinese  house  for  Jip,  with  little 
bells  on  the  top,  and  prefers  that.  And  it  takes  a  long  time  to 
accustom  Jip  to  his  new  residence,  after  we  have  bought  it; 
whenever  he  goes  in  or  out,  he  makes  all  the  little  bells  ring, 
and  is  horribly  frightened.  • 

Peggotty  comes  up  to  make  herself  useful,  and  falls  to  work 
immediately.  Her  department  appears  to  be,  to  clean  every- 
thing over  and  over  again.  She  rubs  everything  that  can  be 
rubbed,  until  it  shines,  like  her  own  honest  forehead,  with  per- 
petual friction.  And  now  it  is,  that  I  begin  to  see  her  solitary 
brother  passing  through  the  dark  streets  at  night,  and  looking, 
as  he  goes,  among  the  wandering  faces.  I  never  speak  to  him 
at  such  an  hour.  I  know  too  well,  as  his  grave  figure  passes 
onward,  what  he  seeks,  and  what  he  dreads. 

Why  does  Traddles  look  so  important  when  he  calls  upon 
me  this  afternoon  in  the  Commons  —  where  I  still  occasionally 
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attend,  for  formes  sake,  when  I  have  time?  The  realisation  of 
my  boyish  day-dreams  is  at  hand.  I  am  going  to  take  out 
the  license. 

It  is  a  little  document  to  do  so  much ;  and  Traddles  con- 
templates it,  as  it  lies  upon  my  desk,  half  in  admiration,  half 
in  awe.  There  are  the  names,  in  the  sweet  old  visionary  con- 
nexion, David  Copperfield  and  Dora  Spenlow;  and  there,  in 
the  comer,  is  that  Parental  Institution,  the  Stamp  Office, 
which  is  so  benignantly  interested  in  the  various  transactions 
of  human  life,  looking  down  upon  our  Union ;  and  there  is  the 
Archbishop  of  Canterbury  invoking  al}lessing  on  us  in  print, 
and  doing  it  as  cheap  as  could  possibly  be  expected. 

Nevertheless,  I  am  in  a  dream,  a  flustered,  happy,  hurried 
dream.  I  can't  believe  that  it  is  going  to  be;  and  yet  I  can*t 
believe  but  that  everyone  I  pass  in  the  street,  must  have  some 
kind  of  perception,  that  I  am  to  be  married  the  day  after  to- 
morrow. The  Surrogate  knows  me,  when  I  go  down  to  be 
sworn;  and  disposes  of  me  easily,  as  if  there  were  a  Masonic 
understanding  between  us.  Traddles  is  not  at  all  wanted,  but 
is  in  attendance  as  my  general  backer. 

''I  hope  the  next  time  you  come  here,  my  dear  fellow,"  I 
say  to  Traddles,  "it  will  be  on  the  same  errand  for  yourself. 
And  I  hope  it  will  be  soon." 

"  Thank  you  for  your  good  wishes,  my  dear  Copperfield,*' 
he  replies.  "I  hope  so  too.  It  *s  a  satisfaction  to  know  that 
she  11  wait  for  me  any  length  of  time,  and  that  she  really  is 
the  dearest  girl  — " 

"  When  are  you  to  meet  her  at  the  coach?  *'  I  ask. 

"At  seven,"  says  Traddles,  looking  at  his  plain  old  silver 
watch  —  the  very  watch  he  once  took  a  wheel  out  of,  at  school, 
to  make  a  water-mill.  **  That  is  about  Miss  Wickfield*s  time, 
is  it  not?" 

'*  A  little  earlier.    Her  time  is  half-past  eight. ' ' 
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"I  Msnre  yon,  007  dear  boy,*'  says  Traddles,  ''I  am  almost 
as  pleased  as  if  I  were  going  to  be  married  myself,  to  think 
that  this  event  is  coming  to  such  a  happy  termination*  And 
really  the  great  friendship  and  consideratiea  of  peraooally 
associating  Sophy  with  the  joyful  occasion,  and  inviting  her 
to  be  a  bridesmaid  in  conjunction  witjh  Miss  Wickfield,  de- 
mands my  warmest  thanks.    I  am  extremely  sensible  of  it." 

I  hear  him,  and  shake  hands  with  him;  and  we  talk,  and 
walk,  and  dine,  and  so  on;  butIdon*t  believe  it.  Nothing  isreaL 

Sophy  arrives  at  the  house  of  Dora's  aants,  in  due  course. 
She  has  the  most  agreeable  of  faces,  —  not  ab^lutely  beauti- 
ful, but  extraordinarily  pleasant,  —  and  is  one  of  the  most 
genial,  unaffected,  frank,  engaging  creatures  I  have  ever  seen. 
Traddles  presents  her  to  us  with  great  pride;  and  rubs  hk 
hands  for  ten  minutes  by  the  clock,  with  every  individual  hair 
upon  his  head  standing  on  tiptoe*  when  I  congratulate  him  in 
a  comer  on  hb  choice. 

I  have  brought  Agnes  from  the  Canterbury  coach,  and  her 
cheerful  and  beautiful  face  is  among  us  for  the  second  time. 
Agnes  has  a  great  liking  for  Traddles,  and  it  is  capital  to  see 
them  meet,  and  to  observe  the  glory  of  Traddles  as  he  com- 
mends the  dearest  girl  in  the  world  to  her  acquaintance. 

Still  I  don't  believe  it.  We  have  a  delightful  evening,  and 
are  supremely  happy ;  but  I  don't  believe  it  yet.  I  can't  collect 
myself.  I  can't  check  off  my  happiness  as  it  takes  place. 
I  feel  in  a  misty  and  unsettled  kind  of  state ;  as  if  I  had  got  up 
very  early  in  the  morning  a  week  or  two  ago,  and  had  never 
been  to  bed  since.  I  can't  make  out  when  yesterday  was. 
I  seem  to  have  been  carrying  the  license  about,  in  my  pocket, 
many  months^ 

Next  day,  too,  when  we  all  go  in  a  flock  to  see  the  house  — 
our  house  —  Dora's  and  mine  —  I  am  quite  unable  to  r^ard 
myself  as  its  master.    I  seem  to  be  there,  by  pennisskm  of 
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somebody  else.  I  half  expect  the  real  master  to  come  home 
presently,  and  say  he  is  gkd  to  see  me.  Sach  abeaatiful 
little  house  as  it  is,  with  everything  so  bright  and  new;  with 
ttie  flowers  on  the  carpets  looking  as  if  freshly  gathered,  and 
tiie  green  leaves  on  the  paper  as  if  they  had  jnst  come  out; 
with  the  spotless  muslin  curtains,  and  the  blushing  rose-oo- 
loured  furniture,  and  Dora's  garden  hat  with  the  bine  ribbon 
—  do  I  remember,  now,  how  I  loved  her  in  such  another  hat 
when  I  first  knew  her!** already  hanging  on  its  little  peg; 
the  guitar-case  quite  at  home  on  its  heels  in  a  eomer;  and 
everybody  tumbling  over  Jip*s  Pagoda,  which  ia  much  too 
big  for  the  establishment. 

Another  happy  evening,  quite  aa  nnreal  as  ail  the  rest  of 
it,  and  I  steal  into  the  usual  room  before  going  away.  Dora 
ia  not  there.  I  suppose  they  ha^ee  not  done  trying  on  yet* 
Miss  Lavinia  peeps  in,  and  tells  me  mysteriously  that  she  will 
not  be  long.  She  is  rather  long,f> notwithstanding;  but  by* 
and-by  I  hear  a  rustling  at  the  door,  and  some  one  taps. 

I  say ,  **  Come  in ! "  but  some  one  taps  again. 

I  go  to  the  door,  wondering  who  it  is;  there^  I  meet  a 
pmr  of  bright  eyes,  and  a  blushing  face;  they  are  Dora's  eyes 
and  face ,  and  Miss  Layinia  has  dressed  her  in  to-morrow's 
dress,  bonnet  and  all,  for  me  to  see.  I  take  my  little  wife  to 
my  heart:  and  Miss  Lavinia  gives  a  little  scream  because  I 
tumble  the  bonnet,  and  Dora  laughs  and  cries  at  once,  because 
I  am  so  pleased ;  and  I  believe  it  less  than  ever. . 

'*  Do  you  think  it  pretty,  Doady  ?  *'  says  Dora. 

i^retty  I  I  should  rather  think  I  did. 

**  And  ai-e  you  sare  you  like  me  very  mnch?  "  says  Dora. 

The  topic  is  fraught  with  such  danger  to  the  bonnet,  that 
Miss  Lavinia  gives  another  little  scream,  and  begs  me  to  un- 
derstand that  Dora  is  only  to  be  looked  at,  and  on  no  account 
to  be  touched.    So  Dora  stands  in  a  delightflil  state  of  cod- 


fusion  for  a  minate  or  two,  to  be  admired;  and  then  takes  off 
her  bonnet  —  looking  so  natural  without  it  I  —  and  runs  away 
with  it  in  her  hand;  and  comes  dancing  down  again  in  her 
own  familiar  dress,  and  asks  Jip  if  I  ha¥e  got  a  beautiful  little 
wife,  and  whether  he  '11  forgive  her  for  being  married,  and 
kneels  .down  to  make  him  stand  upon  the  cookery-book,  for 
the  last  time  in  her  single  life. 

I  go  home,  more  incredulous  than  ever,  to  a  lodging  that 
I  have  hard  by ;  and  get  up  very  early  in  the  morning,  to  ride 
to  the  Highgate  ro&d  and  fetch  my  aunt. 

I  have  never  seen  my  aunt  in  such  state.  She  is  dressed 
in  lavender-coloured  silk,  and  has  a  white  bonnet  on,  and  is 
amazing.  Janet  has  dressed  her,  and  is  there  to  look  at  me. 
Peggotty  is  ready  to  go  to  church,  intending  to  behold  the 
ceremony  from  the  gallery.  Mr.  Dick,  who  is  to  give  my 
darling  to  me  at  the  altar,  has  had  his  hair  curled.  Traddles, 
whom  I  have  taken  up  by  appointment  at  the  turnpike,  pre- 
sents a  dazzling  combination  of  cream  colour  and  light  blue; 
and  both  he  and  Mr.  Dick  have  a  general  effect  about  them 
of  being  all  gloves. 

No  4oubt  I  see  this,  because  I  know  it  is  so;  but  I  am 
astray,  and  seem  to  see  nothing.  Nor  do  I  believe  anything 
whatever.  Still,  as  we  drive  along  in  an  open  carriage,  diis 
fairy  marriage  is  real  enough  to  fill  me  with  a  sort  of  wonder- 
ing pity  for  the  unfortunate  people  who  have  no  part  in  it,  bat 
are  sweeping  out  the  shops,  and  going  to  their  daily  occupations. 

My  aunt  sits  with  my  hand  in  hers  all  the  way.  When  we 
stop  a  little  way  short  of  the  church,  to  put  down  Peggotty, 
whom  we  have  brought  on  the  box,  she  gives  it  a  squeeze, 
and  me  a  kiss. 

"God  bless  you.  Trot  I  My  own  boy  never  conld  be 
dearer.    I  think  of  poor  dear  Baby  this  morning. ' 

**SodoI.    Andofalllowetoyou,  dear  aunt.' 
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"Tut,  child! "  says  my  aunt;  and  gives  her  hand  in  over- 
flowing cordiality  to  Traddles,  who  then  gives  his  to  Mr. 
Dick,  who  then  gives  his  to  me,  who  then  give  mine  to 
Traddles,  and  then  we  come  to  the  church  door. 

The  church  is  calm  enough,  I  am  sure;  but  it  might  be  a 
steam-power  loom  in  full  action,  for  any  sedative  eiiect  it  has 
on  me.    I  am  too  far  gone  for  that. 

The  rest  is  all  a  more  or  less  incoherent  dream. 

A  dream  of  their  coming  in  with  Dora;  of  the  pew-opener 
arranging  us,  like  a  drill-serjeant,  before, the  altar  rails;  of 
my  wondering,  even  then,  why  pew-openers  must  always  be 
the  most  disagreeable  females  procurable,  and  whether  there 
is  any  religious  dread  of  a  disastrous  infection  of  good- 
humour  which  renders  it  indispensable  to  set  those  vessels  of 
vinegar  upon  the  road  to  Heaven. 

Of  the  clergyman  and  clerk  appearing;  of  a  few  boatmen 
and  some  other  people  strolling  in ;  of  an  ancient  mariner 
behind  me,  strongly  flavouring  the  church  with  rum;  of  the 
service  beginning  in  a  deep  voice,  and  our  all  being  very 
attentive. 

Of  MissLavinia,  who  acts  as  a  semi-auxiliary  bridesmaid, 
being  the  first  to  cry,  and  of  her  doing  homage  (as  I  take  it) 
to  the  memory  of  Fidger,  in  sobs;  of  Miss  Clarissa  applying 
a  smelling-bottle;  of  Agnes  taking  care  of  Dora;  of  my  aunt 
endeavouring  to  represent  herself  as  a  model  of  sternness, 
with  tears  rolling  down  her  face;  of  little  Dora  trembling 
very  much ,  and  making  her  responses  in  faint  whispers. 

Of  our  kneeling  down  together,  side  by  side;  of  Dora's 
trembling  less  and  less,  but  always  clasping  Agnes  by  the 
hand ;  of  the  service  being  got  through ,  quietly  and  gravely ; 
of  our  all  looking  at  each  other  in  an  April  state  of  smiles  and 
tears,  when  it  is  over;  of  my  young  wife  being  hysterical  in 
the  vestry ,  and  crying  for  her  poor  papa,  her  dear  papa, 
David  Copperfield.  Ill,  8 
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Of  her  soon  cheering  up  again,  and  our  signing  the 
register  all  round.  Of  my  going  into  the  gallery  for  Feggotty 
to  bring  her  to  sign  it;  of  Peggotty's  hugging  me  in  a  comer, 
and  telling  me  she  saw  my  own  dear  mother  married ;  of  its 
being  over,  and  our  going  away. 

Of  my  walking  so  proudly  and  lovingly  down  the  aisle 
with  my  sweet  wife  upon  my  arm,  through  a  mist  of  half-seen 
people,  pulpits,  monuments,  pews,  fonts,  organs,  and  church 
windows,  in  which  there  flutter  faint  airs  of  association  with 
my  childish  church  at  home ,  so  long  ago. 

Of  their  whispering,  as  we  pass,  what  a  youthful  couple 
we  are,  and  what  a  pretty  little  wife  she  is.  Of  our  all  being 
so  merry  and  talkative  in  the  carriage  going  back.  Of  Sophy 
telling  us  that  when  she  saw  Traddles  (whom  I  had  entrusted 
with  the  license)  asked  for  it,  she  almost  fainted,  having 
been  convinced  that  he  would  contrive  to  lose  it,  or  to  baye 
his  pocket  picked.  Of  Agnes  laughing  gaily;  and  of  Dora 
being  so  fond  of  Agnes  that  she  will  not  be  separated  from 
her,  but  still  keeps  her  hand. 

Of  there  being  a  breakfast,  with  abundance  of  things, 
pretty  and  substantial,  to  eat  and  drink,  whereof  I  partake, 
as  I  should  do  in  any  other  dream,  without  the  least  per- 
ception of  their  flavour;  eating  and  drinking,  as  I  may  say, 
nothing  but  love  and  marriage,  and  no  more  believing  in  the 
viands  than  in  anything  else. 

Of  my  making  a  speech  in  the  same  dreamy  fashion ,  with- 
out having  an  idea  of  what  I  want  to  say,  beyond  such  as 
may  he  comprehended  in  the  full  conviction  that  I  haven't 
said  it.  Of  our  being  very  sociably  and  simply  happy  (always 
in  a  dream  though);  and  of  Jip*8  having  wedding  cake,  and 
its  not  agreeing  with  him  afterwards. 

Of  the  pair  of  hired  post-horses  being  ready,  and  of 
Dora*8  going  away  to  change  her  difess.    Of  my  aunt  and 
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Miss  Clarissa  remaining  with  us;  and  our  walking  in  the 
garden;  and  my  aunt,  who  has  made  quite  a  speech  at 
breakfast  touching  Dora*8  aunts,  being  mightily  amused  with 
herself,  but  a  little  proud  of  it  too. 

Of  Dora's  being  ready,  and  of  Miss  Lavinia's  hoyering 
about  her,  loth  to  lose  the  pretty  toy  that  has  given  her  so 
much  pleasant  occupation.  Of  Dora's  making  a  long  series 
of  surprised  discoveries  that  she  has  forgotten  all  sorts  of  little 
things;  and  of  everybody's  running  ever}'where  to  fetch  them. 

Of  their  all  closing  about  Dora,  when  at  last  she  begins 
to  say  good-bye,  looking,  with  their  bright  colours  and  rib^ 
bons ,  like  a  bed  of  flowers.  Of  my  darling  being  almost 
smothered  among  the  flowers,  and  coming  out,  laughing  and 
crying  both  together,  to  my  jealous  arms. 

Of  my  wanting  to  carry  Jip  (who  is  to  go  along  with  us), 
and  Dora's  saying  no,  that  she  must  carry  him,  or  else  he  'U 
think  she  don't  like  him  any  more,  now  she  is  married,  and 
will  break  his  heart.  Of  our  going,  arm  in  arm,  and  Dora 
stopping  and  looking  back,  and  saying,  "If  I  have  ever  been 
cross  or  ungrateful  to  anybody,  don't  remember  it!"  and 
bursting  into  tears. 

Of  her  waving  her  little  hand,  and  our  going  away  once 
more.  Of  her  once  more  stopping,  and  looking  back,  and 
hurrying  to  Agnes,  and  giving  Agnes,  above  all  the  others, 
her  last  kisses  and  farewells. 

We  drive  away  together,  and  I  awake  from  the  dream. 
I  believe  it  at  last.  It  is  my  dear,  dear,  little  wife  beside 
me,  whom  I  love  so  well  I 

"Are  you  happy  now,  you  foolish  boy?"  says  Dora, 
"and  sure  you  don't  repent?" 

I  have  stood  aside  to  see  the  phantoms  of  those  days  go 
by  me.  They  are  gone,  and  I  resume  the  journey  of  my  s*^^ — 


CHAPTER  VU. 

Our  hou^keeping. 

It  was  a  strange  condition  of  things,  the  honey -moon 
beiing  over,  and  the  bridesmaids  gone  home,  when  I  found 
myself  sitting  down  in  my  own  small  house  with  Dora;  quite 
thrown  out  of  employment,  as  I  may  say,  in  respect  of  the 
delicious  old  occupation  of  making  love. 

It  seemed  such  an  extraordinary  thing  to  have  Dora  always 
there.  It  was  so  unaccountable  not  to  be  obliged  to  go  out 
to  see  her,  not  to  have  any  occasion  to  be  tormenting  myself 
about  her,  not  to  have  to  write  to  her,  not  to  be  scheming 
and  devising  opportunities  of  being  alone  with  her.  Some- 
times of  an  evening,  when  I  looked  up iirom  my  writing,  and 
saw  her  seated  opposite,  I  would  lean  back  in  my  chair,  and 
think  how  queer  it  was  that  there  we  were,  alone  together  as 
a  matter  of  course  ~  nobody's  business  any  more  —  all  the 
romance  of  our  engagement  put  away  upon  a  shelf,  to  rust  — 
no  one  to  please  but  one  another  —  one  another  to  please, 
for  life. 

When  there  was  a  debate,  and  I  was  kept  out  very  late, 
it  seemed  so  strange  to  me ,  as  I  was  walking  home ,  to  think 
that  Dora  was  at  homel  It  was  such  a  wonderful  thing,  at 
first,  to  have  her  coming  softly  down  to  talk  to  me  as  I  ate  my 
supper.  It  was  such  a  stupendous  thing  to  know  for  certain 
that  she  put  her  hair  in  papers.  It  was  altogether  such  an 
astonishing  event  to  see  her  do  it! 

I  doubt  whether  two  young  birds  could  have  known  less 
about  keeping  house,  than  I  and  my  pretty  Dora  did.  We 
had  a  servant,  of  coarse.    She  kept  house  for  us.    I  have 
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still  a  latent  belief  that  she  must  have  been  Mrs.  Cropp's 
daughter  in  disguise,  we  had  such  an  awful  time  of  it  with 
Mary  Anne. 

Her  name  was  Paragon.  Her  nature  was  represented  to 
us,  when  we  engaged  her,  as  being  feebly  expressed  in  her 
name.  She  had  a  written  character,  as  large  as  a  procla- 
mation; and,  according  to  this  document,  could  do  every- 
thing of  a  domestic  nature  that  ever  I  heard  of,  and  a  great 
many  things  that  I  never  did  hear  of.  She  was  a  woman  in 
the  prime  of  life ;  of  a  severe  countenance;  and  subject  (parti- 
cularly in  the  arms)  to  a  sort  of  perpetual  measles  or  fiery 
rash.  She  had  a  cousin  in  the  Life  Guards,  with  such  long 
legs  that  he  looked  like  the  aflernoon  shadow  of  somebody 
else.  His  shell-jacket  was  as  much  too  little  for  him  as  he 
was  too  big  for  the  premises.  He  made  the  cottage  smaller 
than  it  need  have  been,  by  being  so  very  much  out  of  pro- 
portion to  it.  Besides  which,  the  walls  were  not  thick,  and 
whenever  he  passed  the  evening  at  our  house,  we  always 
knew  of  it  by  hearing  one  continual  growl  in  the  kitchen. 

Our  treasure  was  warranted  sober  and  hpnest.  I  am 
therefore  willing  to  believe  that  she  was  in  a  fit  when  we  found 
her  under  the  boiler;  and  that  the  deficient  tea-spoons  were 
attributable  to  the  dustman. 

But  she  preyed  upon  our  minds  dreadfully.  We  felt  our 
inexperience,  and  were  unable  to  help  ourselves.  We  should 
have  been  at  her  mercy,  if  she  had  had  any;  but  she  was  a 
remorseless  woman,  and  had  none.  She  was  the  cause  of 
our  first  little  quarrel. 

"My  dearest  life,'*  I  said  one  day  to  Dora,  "to  yoa  think 
Mary  Anne  has  any  idea  of  time?" 

"Why,  Doady?"  inquired  Dora,  looking  up,  innocentlyi 
from  her  drawing. 
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''My  loye,  because  it  *8  five,  and  we  were  to  have  dined 
at  four." 

Dora  glanced  wistfully  at  the  clock,  and  hinted  that  she 
thought  it  was  too  fast. 

"On  the  contrary,  my  love,"  said  I,  referring  to  my 
watch ,  "  it  *s  a  few  minutes  too  slow." 

My  little  wife  came  and  sat  upon  my  knee,  to  coax  me  to 
be  (]faiet,  and  drew  a  line  with  her  pencil  down  the  middle 
of  my  nose;  but  I  couldn't  dine  off  that,  though  it  was  .very 
agreeable. 

"Don't  you  think,  my  dear,"  said  I,  "it  would  be  better 
for  you  to  remonstrate  with  Mary  Anne  ?  " 

"Oh  no,  please!    I  couldn't,  Doadyl"  said  Dora. 

"Why  not,  my  love?"    I  gently  asked. 

"Oh,  because  I  am  such  a  little  goose,"  said  Dora,  "and 
she  knows  I  ami" 

I  thought  this  sentiment  so  incompatible  with  the  estab- 
lishment of  any  system  of  check  on  Mary  Anne,  that  I 
frowned  a  little. 

"Oh,  what  ugly  wrinkles  in  my  bad  boy's  forehead!" 
said  Dora,  and  still  being  on  my  knee,  she  traced  them  with 
her 'pencil ;  putting  it  to  her  rosy  lips  to  make  it  mark  blacker, 
and  working  at  my  forehead  with  a  quaint  little  mockery  of 
being  industrious ,  that  quite  Relighted  me  in  spite  of  myself. 

"There  's  a  good  child,"  said  Dora,  "it  makes  its  &ce 
so  much  prettier  to  laugh." 

"But,  my  love,"  said  I. 

"No,  no!  please!"  cried  Dora,  with  a  kiss,  "don*tbea 
naughty  Blue  Beard  I    Don't  be  serious ! " 

"My  precious  wife,"  said  I,  "we  must  be  serious  some- 
times. Come!  Sit  down  on  this  chair,  close  beside  me! 
Give  me  the  pencil!  There!  Now  let  us  talk  sensibly.  You 
know,  dear;"  what  a  little  hand  it  was  to  hold,  and  what  a 
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tiny  wedding-ring  it  waa  to  see  I  "You  know,  my  love,  it  is 
not  exa<:tly  comfortable  to  have  to  go  out  without  one*8 
dinner.    Now,  is  it?'* 

"N  —  n— %ioI'*  replied  Dora,  faintly. 

"My  love,  how  you  tremble ! " 

"Because  I  know  you  're  going  to  scold  me,"  exclaimed 
Dora,  in  a  piteous  voice. 

"My  sweet,  I  am  only  going  to  reason." 

"Oh,  but  reasoning  is  worse  than  scolding!"  exclaimed 
Dora,  Wa.  despair.  "I  didn't  marry  to  be  reasoned  with.  If 
you  meant  to  reason  with  such  a  poor  little  thing  as  I  am,  you 
ought  to  have  told  me  so ,  you  cruel  boy ! " 

I  tried  to  pacify  Dora,  but  she  turned  away  her  face,  and 
shook  her  curls  from  side  to  side,  and  said  "You  cruel, 
cruel  boy  I"  so  many  times ,  that  I  really  did  not  exactly  know 
what  to  do :  so  I  took  a  few  turns  up  and  down  the  room  in 
my  uncertainty ,  and  came  back  again* 

"Dora,  my  darling  1" 

"No,  I  am  not  your  darling.  Because  you  must  be  sorry 
that  you  married  me,  or  else  you  wouldn't  reason  with  me  1 " 
returned  Dora. 

I  felt  80  injured  by  the  inconsequential  nature  of  this 
charge,  that  it  gave  me  courage  to  be  grave. 

"Now,  my  own  Dora,"  said  I,  "you  are  very  childish,  and 
are  talking  nonsense.  You  must  remember,  I  am  sure,  that 
I  was  obliged  to  go  out  yesterday  when  dinner  was  half  over; 
and  that,  the  day  before,  I  was  made  quite  unwell  by  being 
obliged  to  eat  underdone  veal  in  a  hurry ;  to-day,  I  don't  dine 
at  all  —  and  I  am  afraid  to  say  how  long  we  waited  for  break- 
fast —  and  then  the  water  didn't  boil.  I  don't  mean  to  re- 
proach you,  my  dear,  but  this  is  not  comfortable." 

"Oh,  you  cruel,  cruel  boy,  to  say  I  am  a  disagreeable 
wife  I"  cried  Dora. 
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*'Now,  my  dear  Dora,  you  must  know  tfaat<I>9eY6r  said 
that  I"  f 

"You  said  I  wasnH  comfortable  I  **  said  Dora. 

*'  I  said  the  housekeeping  was  not  comfortame." 

**It  's  exactly  the  same  thing  I  *'  cried  Dora..  And  she  evi- 
dently thought  so ,  for  she  wept  most  grievously. 

I  took  another  turn  across  the  room,  full  of  love  for  my 
pretty  wife,  and  distracted  by  self-accusatory  inclinations  to 
knock  my  head  against  the  door.  I  sat  down  again*,  and 
said : 

"I  am  not  blaming  yon  j  Dora.  We  have  both  a  great  deal 
to  learn.  I  am  only  trying  to  show  yon ,  my  dear ,  that  you 
must  —  you  really  must"  (I  was  resolved  not  to  give  this  up)— 
**  accustom  yourself  to  look  after  Mary  Anne.  Likewise  to 
act  a  little  for  yourself ,  and  me." 

**I  wonder,  I  do,  at  your  making  such  ungrateful  speeches,** 
sobbed  Dora.  "When  you  know  that  the  other  day,  when 
you  said  you  would  like  a  little  bit  of  fish,  I  went  out  myself, 
miles  and  miles,  and  ordered  it,  to  surprise  you.** 

"And  it  was  very  kind  of  you,  my  own  darling,**  said  I. 
"I  felt  it  so  much  that  I  wouldn*t  on  any  account  have  even 
mentioned  that  you  bought  a  Salmon  —  which  was  too  much 
for  two.  Or  that  it  cost  one  pound  six — which  was  more  than 
we  can  afford.*' 

"You  enjoyed  it  very  much,**  sobbed  Dora.-  **And  yon 
said  I  was  a  Mouse.*' 

"And  1*11  say  so  again,  my  love,*'  I  returned,  "a  thou- 
sand times  I " 

But  I  had  wounded  Dora's  soft  little  heart,  and  she  was  not 
to  be  comforted.  She  was  so  pathetic  in  her  sobbing  and  be- 
wailing, that  I  felt  as  if  I  had  said  I  don*t  know  what  to  hurt 
her.  I  was  obliged  to  hurry  away;  I  was  kept  out  late;  and  I 
felt  all  night  such  pangs  of  remorse  as  made  me  miserable.    I 
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had  the-  confRsience  of  an  assassin,  and  iras  haunted  by  a 
vague' senfe  of  enormons  wickedness. 

It  was  two  or  three  hours  past  midnight  when  I  got  home. 
I  found  my  aunt,^n  our  house,  sitting  up  for  me. 

"Is  anything  the  matter,  aunt?**  said  I,  alarmed* 

"Nothing,  Trot,**  she  replied.  "Sit  down,  sit  down. 
Little  Blossom  has  been  rather  out  of  spirits ,  and  I  haye  been 
keejiing  her  company.    That  *s  all. " 

I  leaiy  d  my  head  upon  my  hand ;  and  felt  more  sorry  and 
downcast,  as  I  sat  looking  at  the  fire,  than  I  could  have  sup-* 
posed  possible  so  soon  after  the  fulfilment  of  my  brightest 
hopes.  As  I  sat  thinking,  I  happened  to  meet  my  aunt's  eyes, 
which  were  resting  on  my  face.  There  was  an  anxious  ex- 
pression in  them ,  but  it  cleared  directly. 

"I  assure  you,  aunt,"  said  I,  "I  have  been  quite  unhappy 
myself  all  night,  to  think  of  Dora's  being  so.  But  I  had  no 
other  intention  than  to  speak  to  her  tenderly  and  lovingly 
about  our  home-affairs." 

My  aunt  nodded  encouragement. 

"You  must  have  patience,  Trot,'*  said  she. 

"  Of  course.  Heaven  knows  I  don't  mean  to  be  unreason- 
able, aunt  I'* 

"No,  no,"  said  my  aunt.  "But  Little  Blossom  is  a  very 
tender  little  blossom,  and  the  wind  must  be  gentle  with  her." 

I  thanked  my  good  aunt,  in  my  heart,  for  her  tenderness 
towards  my  wife ;  and  I  was  sure  that  she  knew  I  did. 

"Don't  you  think,  aunt,"  said  I,  after  some  further  con- 
templation of  the  fire,  "that  you  could  advise  and  counsel 
Dora  a  little ,  for  our  mutual  advantage ,  now  and  then  ?  " 

"Trot,"  returned  my  aunt,  with  some  emotion,  "no! 
Don*t  ask  me  such  a  thing  I " 

Her  tone  was  so  very  earnest  that  I  raised  my  eyes  in 
surprise. 
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"I  look  back  on  my  life,  child,"  said  my  aunt,  *'and  I 
think  of  some  who  are  in  their  graves,  with  whom  I  might  have 
been  on  kinder  terms.  If  I  judged  harshly  of  other  people*a 
mistakes  in  marriage,  it  may  have  been  beoAuse  I  had  bitter 
reason  to  judge  harshly  of  my  own.  Let  that  pass.  I  have 
been  a  grumpy,  frumpy,  wayward  sort  of  a  woman,  a  good 
many  years.  I  am  still,  and  I  always  shall  be.  But  you  and 
I  have  done  one  another  some  good,  Trot,  —  at  all  events, 
you  have  done  me  good,  my  dear;  and  division  must  not 
come  between  us,  at  this  time  of  day.**  ,     * 

'^  Division  between  usJ  **  cried  I. 

"  Child,  child !  **  said  my  aunt,  smoothing  her  dress,  '*how 
soon  it  might  come  between  us ,  or  how  unhappy  I  might  make 
onr  Little  Blossom,  if  I  meddled  in  anything,  a  prophet 
couldn't  say.  I  want  our  pet  to  like  me,  and  be  as  gay  as  a 
butterfly.  Remember  your  own  home,  in  that  second  mar- 
riage; and  never  do  both  me  and  her  the  injury  yon  have 
hinted  at!** 

I  comprehended,  at  once,  that  my  aunt  was  right;  and  I 
comprehended  the  full  extent  of  her  generous  feeling  towards 
my  dear  wife. 

"These  are  early  days.  Trot,*'  she  pursued,  "and  Rome 
was  not  l)uilt  in  a  day ,  nor  in  a  year.  You  have  chosen  fireeiy 
for  yourself;  **  a  cloud  passed  over  her  face  for  a  moment,  I 
thought;,  "and  you  have  chosen  a  very  pretty  and  a  very  af- 
fectionate creature.  It  will  be  your  duty,  and  it  will  be  your 
pleasure  too  —  of  course  I  know  that;  I  am  not  delivering  a 
lecture  —  to  estimate  her  (as  you  chose  her)  by  the  qualities 
she  has,  and  not  by  the  qualities  she  may  not  have.  The 
latter  you  must  develop  in  her,  if  you  can.  And  if  yon  cannot, 
child,**  here  my  aunt  rubbed  her  nose,  "you  must  just  ac- 
custom yourself  to  do  without 'em.  But  remember,  my  dear, 
your  future  is  between  you  two.    No  one  can  assist  you ;  yoa 
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are  to  work  it  out  for  yourselves.  This  is  marriage,  Trot; 
and  HeaYon  bless  you  both,  in  it,  for  a  pair  of  babes  in  the 
wood  as  you  are  I " 

My  aunt  said  fbis  in  a  sprightly  way,  and  gave  me  a  kiss  to 
ratify  the  blessing. 

*'Now,'*  said  she,  '*light  my  little  lantern,  and  see  me  into 
my  bandbox  by  the  garden  path;*'  for  there  was  a  communi- 
cation between  our  cottages  in  that  direction.  *^ive  Betsey 
Trotwood's  love  to  Blossom,  when  you  come  back ;  and  what- 
ever you  do,  Trot,  never  dream  of  setting  Betsey  up  as  a 
scarecrow,  for  if  /  ever  saw  her  in  theglass,  she  *s  quite  grim 
enough  and  gaunt  enough  in  her  private  capacity  1 " 

With  this  my  aunt  tied  her  head  up  in  a  handkerchief,  with 
which  she  was  accustomed  to  make  a  bundle  of  it  on  such  oc- 
eaaions ;  and  I  escorted  her  home.  As  she  stood  in  her  garden, 
holding  up  her  little  lantern  to  light  me  back,  I  thought  her 
observation  of  me  had  an  anxious  air  again;  but  I  was  too  much 
occupied  in  pondering  on  what  she  had  said,  and  too  much 
impressed  7-  for  the  first  time ,  in  reality  —  by  the  conviction 
that  Dora  and  I  had  indeed  to  work  out  onr  future  for  our- 
selves, and  that  no  one  could  assist  us,  to  take  much  notice 
of  it. 

Dora  came  stealing  down  in  her  litUe  slippers,  to  meet  me, 
now  that  I  was  alone;  and  cried  upon  my  shoulder,  and  said  I 
bad  been  hard-hearted  and  she  had  been  naughty ;  and  I  said 
much  the  same  thing  in  effect,  I  believe;  and  we  made  it  up, 
and  agreed  that  our  first  little  difference  was  to  be  our  last, 
and  thftt  we  were  never  to  have  another  if  we  lived  a  hundred 
years. 

The  next  domestic  trial  we  went  through,  was  the  Ordeal 
of  Servants.  Mary  Anne's  cousin  deserted  into  our  coal-hole, 
and  was  brought  out,  to  our  great  amazement,  by  a  piquet  of 
bis  companions  in  arms,  who  took  him  away  handcuffed  in  a 
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procession  that  covered  our  front-garden  with  ignominy.  This 
nerved  me  to  get  rid  of  Mary  Anne,  who  went  so  mildly,  on 
receipt  of  wages,  that  I  was  surprised,  until  I  found  out  about 
the  tea-spoons,  and  also  about  the  little  sums  she  had  bor- 
rowed in  my  name  of  the  tradespeople  without  authority.  Af- 
ter an  interval  of  Mrs.  Eidgerbury  ^^  the  oldest  inhabitant  of 
Kentish  Town,  I  believe,  who  went  out  charing,  but  was  too 
feeble  to  execute  her  conceptions  of  that  art  —  we  found  an- 
other treasure,  who  was  one  of  the  most  amiable  of  women,  but 
who  generally  made  a  point  of  falling  either  up  or  down  tho 
kitchen  stairs  with  th^^ay,  and  almost  always  plunged  into 
the  parlour,  as  into  a  bath,  with  the  tea-things.  The  ravages 
committed  by  this  unfortunate,  rendering  her  dismissal  neces- 
sary, she  was  succeeded  (with  intervals  of  Mrs.  Kidgerbafy) 
by  a  long  line  of  Incapables ;  terminating  in  a  young  person  of 
genteel  appearance^  who  went  to  Greenwich  Fair  in  Dora*s 
bonnet.  After  whom  I  remember  nothing  but  an  average 
equality  of  failure. 

Everybody  we  had  anything  to  do  with  seemed  to  cheat  as. 
Our  appearance  in  a  shop  was  a  signal  for  the  damaged  goods 
to  be  brought  out  immediately.  If  we  bought  a  lobster,  it  was 
full  of  water.  All  our  meat  turned  out  to  be  tough ,  and  there 
was  hardly  any  crust  to  our  loaves.  In  search  of  the  principle 
on  which  joints  ought  to  be  roasted,  to  be  roasted  enough,  and 
not  too  much,  I  myself  referred  to  the  Cookery  Book,  and 
found  it  there  established  as  the  allowance  of  a  quarter  of  an 
hour  to  every  pound ,  and  say  a  quarter  over.  But  the  prin- 
ciple always  failed  us  by  some  curious  fatality,  and  we  never 
could  hit  any  medium  between  redness  and  cinders. 

1  had  reason  to  believe  that  in  accomplishing  these  failures 
we  incurred  a  far  greater  expense  than  if  we  had  achieved  a 
series  of  triumphs.  It  appeared  to  me,  on  looking  over  tiie 
tradesmen's  books,  as  if  we  might  have  kept  the  basement 
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story  paved  with  butter,  such  was  the  extensive  scale  of  our 
consumpUon  of  that  article.  I  don*t  know  whether  the  Excise  . 
returns  of  the  period  may  have  exhibited  any  increase  in  the 
demand  for  pepper ;  but  if  our  performances  did  not  affect  the 
market,  I  should  say  several  families  must  have  left  effusing  it. 
And  the  most  wonderful  fact  of  all  was,  that  we  never  had 
anything  in  the  house. 

Ab  to  the  washerwoman  pawning  the  clothes,  and  coming 
in  a  state  of  penitent  intoxication  to  apologise ,  I  suppose  that 
might  have  happened  several  times  to  anybody.  Also  the 
chimney  on  fire,  the  parish  engine ,  and  perjury  on  the  part  of 
the  Beadle.  But  I  apprehend  that  we  were  personally  unfor- 
tanate  in  engaging  a  servant  with  a  taste  for  cordials,  who 
swelled  our  running  account  for  porter  at  the  public-house  by 
each  inexplicable  items  as  "quartern  rum  shrub  (Mrs.  C.)" 
''Half-quartern  gin  and  cloves  (Mrs.  C.)"  "Glass  rum  and 
peppermint  (Mrs.  C.)"  —  the  parenthesis  always  referring  to 
Dora,  who  was  supposed,  it  appeared  on  explanation,  to  have 
imbibed  the  whole  of  these  refreshments. 

One  of  our  first  feats  in  the  housekeeping  way  was  a  little 
dinner  to  Trad  dies.  I  met  him  in  town,  and  asked  him  to 
walk  out  with  me  that  aflemoon.  He  readily  consenting,  I 
wrote  to  Dora,  saying  I  would  bring  him  home.  It  was  plea- 
sant weather,  and  on  the  road  we  made  my  domestic  happiness 
the  theme  of  conversation.  Traddles  was  very  full  of  it ;  and 
said,  that,  picturing  himself  with  such  a  home,  and  Sophy 
waiting  and  preparing  for  him,  he  could  think  of  nothing 
wanting  to  complete  his  bliss. 

I  could  not  have  wbhed  for  a  prettier  little  wife  at  the  op- 
posite end  of  the  table,  but  I  certainly  could  have  wished, 
when  we  sate  down ,  for  a  little  more  room.  I  did  not  know 
how  it  was ,  but  though  there  were  only  two  of  us,  we  were  at 
once  always  cramped  for  room,  and  yet  had  always  rooin^ 
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enough  to  lose  everything  in.  I  saspect  it  may  have  been  be- 
cause nothing  had  a  place  of  its  own,  except  Jip*8  pagoda, 
which  invariably  blocked  up  the  main  thoroughfare.  On  the 
present  occasion,  Traddles  was  so  hemmed  in  by  the  pa^da 
and  tlie  guitar-case,  and  Dora's  Hower-piunting ,  and  my 
writing-table,  that  I  had  serioas  doubts  of  the  possibility  of 
his  using  his  knife  and  fork;  but  he  protested,  with  his  own 
good-humour,  "  Oceans  of  room,  Copperfield !  I  assure  yoo^ 
Oceans  I" 

There  was  another  thing  I  could  have  wished,  namely,  that 
Jip  had  never  been  encouraged  to  walk  about  the- table- cloih 
during  dinner.  I  began  to  think  there  was  something  dis- 
orderly in  his  being  there  at  all,  even  if  he  had  not  been  in  the 
habit  of  putting  his  foot  in  the  salt  or  the  melted  butter.  On 
this  occasion  he  seemed  to  think  he  was  introduced  expressly 
to  keep  Traddles  at  bay ;  and  he  barked  at  my  old  friend,  and 
made  short  runs  at  his  plate,  with  such  undaunted  pertinacity, 
that  he  may  be  said  to  have  engrossed  the  conversation. 

However,  as  I  knew  how  tender-hearted  my  dear  Dora 
was,  and  how  sensitive  she  would  be  to  any  slight  upon  her  fa- 
vourite y  I  hinted  no  objection.  For  similar  reasons  I  nfade  no 
allusion  to  the  skirmishing  plates  upon  the  floor;  or  to  the 
disreputable  appearance  of  the  castors,  which  were  all  at  sixes 
and  sevens,  and  looked  drunk:  or  to  the  further  blockade  of 
Traddles  by  wandering  vegetable  dishes  and  jugs.  I  could 
not  help  wondering  in  my  own  mind ,  as  I  contemplated  the 
boiled  leg  of  mutton  before  me,  previous  to  carving  it,  how  it 
came  to  pass  that  our  joints  of  meat  were  of  such  extraordi- 
nary shapes  —  and  whether  our  butcher  contracted  for  all  the 
deformed  sheep  that  came  into  the  world;  but  I  kept  my  re- 
flections to  myself. 

"My  love,"  said  I  to  Dora,  **what  have  you  got  in  that 
dish?" 
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I  could  not  imagine  why  Dora  had  been  making  tempting 
little  faces  at  me,  as  if  she  wanted  to  kiss  me. 

"Oysters,  dear,**  said  Dora,  timidly. 

**  Was  that  yottr  thought?  "  said  I ,  delighted. 

"Ye-yes,  Doady,"  said  Dora, 

*' There  never  was  a  happier  one!"  I  exclaimed,  laying 
down  the  carving-knife  and  fork.  *'  There  is  nothing  Traddles 
likes  so  much  1" 

"Te-yes,  Doady,"  said  Dora,  *'  and  so  I  bought  a  beautiful 
little  barrel  of  them,  and  the  man  said  they  were  very  good. 
But  I  —  I  am  afraid  there  ^s  something  the  matter  with  them. 
They  don*t  seem  right."  Here  Dora  shook  her  head,  and 
diamonds  twinkled  in  her  eyes. 

"They  are  only  opened  in  both  shells,"  said  I.  "Take  the 
top  one  off,  my  love." 

"  But  it  won*t  come  off,"  said  Dora,  trying  very  hard ,  and 
looking  very  much  distressed. 

"Do  you  know,  Copperfield,"  said  Traddles,  cheerfully 
examining  the  dish,  "I  think  it  is  in  consequence  —  they  are 
capital  oysters,  but  I  think  it  i^  in  consequence— of  their  never 
having  been  opened." 

They  never  had  been  opened;  and  we  had  no  oyster-knives 
—  and  couldn't  have  used  them  if  we  had ;  so  we  looked  at  the 
oysters  and  ate  the  mutton.  At  least  we  ate  as  much  of  it  as 
was  done,  and  made  up  with  capers.  If  I  had  permitted  him> 
I  am  satisfied  that  Traddles  would  have  made  a  perfect  savage 
of  himself,  and  eaten  a  plateful  of  raw  meat,  to  express  enjoy- 
ment of  the  repast;  but  I  would  hear  of  no  such  immolation 
on  the  altar  of  friendship,  and  we  had  a  course  of  bacon  in- 
stead; there  happening,  by  good  fortune,  to  be  cold  bacon  in 
the  larder. 

My  poor  little  wife  was  in  such  affliction  when  she  thought 
I  should  be  annoyed,  and  in  such  a  state  of  joy  when  she  fo^*"^"^ 
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I  was  not,  that  the  discomfiture  I  had  subdaed,  yeiy  soon 
vanished,  and  we  passed  a  happy  evening;  Dora  sitting  with 
her  arm  on  my  chair  while  Traddles  and  I  discussed  a  glass  of 
wine,  and  taking  every  opportunity  of  whispering  in  my  ear 
that  it  was  so  good  of  me  not'to  be  a  cruel,  cross  old  boy.   By 
and  bye  she  made  tea  for  us ;  which  it  was  so  pretty  to  see  her 
do ,  as  if  she  were  busying  herself  with  a  set  of  doll's  tea- 
things,  that  I  was  not  particular  about  the  quality  of  the  be- 
verage.   Then  Traddles  and  I  played  a  game  or  two  at  crib- 
bage;  and  Dora  singing  to  the  guitar  the  while,  it  seemed  to 
me  as  if  our  courtship-and  marriage  were  a  tender  dream  of 
mine,  and  the  night  when  I  first  listened  to  her  voice  were  not 
yet  over. 

When  Traddles  went  away,  and  I  came  back  into  the  par* 
lour  from  seeing  him  out,  my  wife  planted  her  chair  close  to 
mine,  and  sat  down  by  my  side. 

"I  am  very  sorry,"  she  said.  "Will  you  try  to  teach  me, 
Doady?" 

"Imustteachmyself  first,  Dora,"  said  I.  "I  am  as  bad  as 
you,  love." 

<'AhI  But  you  can  learn,"  she  returned;  '*andyonare  a 
clever,  clever  man  I" 

"Nonsense,  mouse!"  said  I. 

"I  wish,"  resumed  my  wife,  after  a  long  silence,  "that  I 
could  have  gone  down  into  the  country  for  a  whole  year,  and 
lived  with  Agnes  I " 

Her  hands  were  clasped  upon  my  shoulder,  and  her  cliin 
rested  on  them,  and  her  blue  eyes  looked  quietly  into  mine. 

"Why  so?"  I  asked. 

"I  think  she  might  have  improved  me,  and  I  think  I  might 
have  learnt  from  A^r,"  said  Dora. 

"All  in  good  time,  my  love.  Agnes  has  had  her  father  to 
take  care  of  for  these  many  years,  you  should  remember. 


129 


Even  when  she  mtss  qaite  a  eliild»  she  was  the  Agnes  whom  we 
know,'*  said  I. 

"  Will  you  call  me  a  name  1  want  you  to  call  me?  *'  inquired 
Dora,  without  laoviag, 

''What  is  it?'*  I  asked  with  a  smile. 

''It's  a  stupid  name,"  she  said,  shaking  her  curls  for  a  mo 
ment.    "Child-wife." 

I  laughingly  asked  my  child-wife  what  her  fancy  was  in  de- 
siring to  be  so  called  ?  She  answered  without  moving ,  other- 
wise than  as  the  arm  I  twined  about  her  may  have  brought  her 
blue  eyes  nearer  to  me : 

"I  don't  mean,  you  siUy  fellow,  that  yon  should  use  the- 
name,  instead  of  Dora.  I  only  mean  that  you  should  think  of 
me  that  way.  When  you  are  going  to  be  angry  with  me,  say 
to  yourself,  'it 's  only  my  child-wife! '  When  I  am  very  dis- 
appointing, say,  *I  knew,  along  time  ago,  that  she  would 
make  but  a  child-wife ! '  When  you  miss  what  I  should  like  to 
be,  and  I  think  can  never  be,  say,  'still  my  foolish  child- wife 
loves  me  1 '    For  indeed  I  do." 

I  had  not  been  serious  with  her;  having  no  idea,  until  now, 
that  she  was  serious  herself.  But  her  afTectionate  nature  wa^ 
so  happy  in  what  I  now  said  to  her  with  my  whole  heart,  that 
her  face  became  a  laughing  one  before  her  glittering  eyes  were 
dry.  She  was  soon  my  child" wife  indeed ;  sitting  down  on  the 
floor  outside  the  Chinese  House,  ringing  all  the  little  bells 
one  after  another,  to  punish  Jip  for  his  recent  bad  behaviour; 
while  Jip  lay  blinking  in  the  doorway  with  his  head  out,  even 
too  lazy  to  be  teased. 

This  appeal  of  Dora's  made  a  strong  impression  on  me.  I 
look  back  on  the  time  I  write  of;  I  invoke  the  innocent  figure 
that  I  dearly  loved,  to  come  out  from  the  mists  and  shadows 
of  the  past,  and  turn  its  gentle  head -towards  me  once  again; 
and  I  can  still  declare  that  this  one  little  speech  was  constant- 
David  I'opjjfirfield.  UU  0 
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ly  in  my  memory.  I  may  not  have  ased  it  to  the  best  account ; 
I  was  young  and  inexperienced;  but  I  never  tamed  a  deaf  ear 
to  its  artless  pleading. 

Dora  told  me,  shortly  afterwards,  that  she  was  going  to  be 
a  wonderful  housekeeper.  Accordingly,  she  polished  the 
tablets,  pointed  the  pencil,  bought  an  immense  account-book, 
carefully  stitched  up  with  a  needle  and  thread  all  the  leaves  of 
the  Cookery-Book  which  Jip  had  torn,  and  made  quite  a  de- 
sperate little  attempt "  to  be  good  ,'*  as  she  called  it.  But  the 
figures  had  the  old  obstinate  propensity  —  they  woiUdnot  add 
up.  When  she  had  entered  two  or  three  laborious  items  in  the 
account-book,  Jip  would  walk  over  the  page,  wagging  his  tail, 
and  smear  them  all  out.  Her  own  little  right-band  middle 
finger  got  steeped  to  the  very  bone  in  ink ;  and  I  think  that 
was  the  only  decided  result  attained. 

Sometimes,  of  an  evening,  when  I  was  at  home  and  at 
work  —  for  I  wrote  a  good  deal  now,  and  was  beginning  in  a 
small  way  to  be  known  as  a  writer  —  I  would  lay  down  my  pen, 
and  watch  my  child- wife  trying  to  be  good.  First  of  all ,  she 
would  bring  out  the  immense  account-book,  and  lay  it  down 
upon  the  table ,  with  a  deep  sigh.  Then  she  would  open  it  at 
the  place  where  Jip  had  made  it  illegible  last  night,  and  call 
Jip  up,  to  look  at  his  misdeeds.  This  would  occasion  a  di- 
version in  Jip*s  lavour ,  and  some  inking  of  his  nose,  perhaps, 
as  a  penalty.  Then  she  would  tell  Jip  to  lie  down  on  the  table 
instantly,  *'like  a  lion"  —  which  was  one  of  his  tricks,  though 
I  cannot  say  the  likeness  was  striking  —  and,  if  he  were  in  an 
obedient  humour,  he  would  obey.  Then  she  would  take  up  a 
pen,  and  begin  to  write,  and  find  a  hair  in  it.  Then  she  would 
take  up  another  pen,  and  begin  to  write,  and  find  that  it  splut- 
tered. Then  she  would  take  ap  another  pen,  and  begin  to 
write,  and  say  in  a  low  voice,  '*0h,  it  *s  a  talking  pen,  and 
^U  disturb  Doady .' "    And  then  she  would  give  it  up  as  a  bad 
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job,  and  pot  the  account-book  away,  after  pretending  to  crush 
the  lion  with  it. 

Or,  if  she  were  in  a  very  sedate  and  serious  state  of  mind, 
she  would  sit  down  with  the  tablets ,  and  a  little  basket  of  bills 
and  other  documents,  which  looked  more  like  curl-papers 
than  anything  else,  and  endeavour  to  get  some  result  out  of 
them.  Ailer  severely  comparing  one  with  another,  and  ma- 
king entries  on  the  tablets,  and  blotting  them  out,  and  count- 
ing all  the  fingers  of  her  left  hand  over  and  over  again,  back- 
wards and  forwards ,  she  would  be  so  vexed  and  discouraged, 
and  would  look  so  unhappy ,  that  it  -gave  me  pain  to  see  her 
bright  face  clouded  —  and  for  me !  —  and  I  would  go  softly  to 
her,  and  say: 

"  What 's  the  matter,  Dora?  " 

Dora  would  look  up  hopelessly,  and  reply,  ^*They  won*t 
come  right.  They  make  my  head  ache  so.  And  they  won't 
do  anything  I  want ! " 

Then  I  would  say,  '*  Now  let  us  try  together.  Let  me  show 
you,  Dora." 

Then  I  would  commence  a  practical  demonstration,  to 
-which  Dora  would  pay  profound  attention ,  perhaps  for  five 
minutes;  when  she  would  begin  to  be  dreadfully  tired,  and 
-would  lighten  the  subject  by  curling  my  hair,  or  trying  the  ef- 
fect of  my  face  with  my  shirt  collar  turned  down.  If  I  tacitly 
checked  this  playfulness,  and  persisted,  she  would  look  so 
scared  and  disconsolate,  as  she  became  more  and  more  be- 
wildered, that  the  remembrance  of  her  natural  gaiety  when  I 
first  strayed  into  her  path,  and  of  her  being  my  child -wife, 
would  come  reproachfully  upon  me ;  and  I  would  lay  the  pen- 
cil down,  and  call  for  the  guitar. 

I  had  a  great  deal  of  work  to  do ,  and  had  many  anxieties, 
but  the  same  considerations  made  me  keep  them  to  myself.  I 
am  far  from  sure,  now,  that  it  was  right  to  do  this,  but  I  did 
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itiormjchild-wtfe'ssake.  I  search  my  breast,  and  I  commit 
its  secrets,  ifl  know  them,  without  any  reservation  to  this  pa- 
per. The  old  unhappy  loss  or  want  of  something  had,  I  am 
conscious,  some  place  in  my  heart;  but  not  to  the  embitter- 
ment  of  my  life.  When  I  walked  alone  in  the  fine  weather, 
and  thought  of  the  summer  days  when  all  the  air  had  been 
filled  with  my  boyish  enchantment,  I  did  miss  something  of 
the  realisation  of  my  dreams ;  but  I  thought  it  was  a  softened 
glory  of  the  Past,  which  nothing  could  have  thrown  upon  the 
present  time.  I  did  feel,  sometimes,  for  a  little  whUe,  that  I 
could  have  wished  my  wife  had  been  my  counsellor;  had  had 
more  character  and  purpose,  to  sustain  me  and  improve  me 
by ;  had  been  endowed  with  power  to  fill  up  the  void  whieh 
somewhere  seemed  to  be  about  me ;  but  I  felt  as  if  this  were 
an  unearthly  consummation  of  my  happiness,  that  never  had 
been  meant  to  be ,  and  never  could  have  been. 

I  was  a  boyish  husband  as  to  years.  I  had  known  the  soften- 
ing influence  of  no  other  sorrows  or  experiences  than  those 
recorded  in  these  leaves.  If  I  did  any  wrong,  aa  I  may  have 
done  much ,  I  did  it  in  mistaken  love,  and  in  my  want  of  wis- 
dom. I  write  the  exact  truth.  It  would  avail  me  nothing  to 
extenuate  it  now. 

Thus  it  was  that  I  took  upon  myself  the  toils  and  cares  of 
our  life,  and  had  no  partner  in  them.  We  lived  much  as  be* 
fore ,  in  reference  to  our  scrambling  household  arrangements; 
but  I  had  got  used  to  those,  and  Dora  I  was  pleased  to  see  was 
seldom  vexed  now.  She  was  bright  and  cheerful  in  the  old 
childish  way,  loved  me  dearly,  and  was  happy  wilh  her  old 
trifles. 

When  the  debates  were  heavy  —  I  mean  as  to  length,  not 
quality,  for  in  the  last  respect  they  were  not  oflen  otherwise 
—  and  I  went  home  late ,  Dora  would  never  rest  when  she 
heard  my  footsteps,   but  would  always  come  downstairs  to 
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meet  me.  When  my  evenings  were  unoccupied  by  the  pursuit 
for  which  I  had  qualified  myself  with  eo  much  pains,  and  I  was 
engaged  in  writing  at  home,  she  would  sit  quietly  near  me, 
however  late  the  hour,  and  be  so  mute,  that  I  would  often 
think  she  had  dropped  asleep.  But  generally,  when  I  raised 
my  head ,  I  saw  her  blue  eyes  looking  at  me  with  the  quiet  at- 
tention of  which  I  have  already  spoken. 

"Oh,  what  aweary  boyT'  said  Dora  one  night,  when  I 
met  her  eyes  aa  I  was  shutting  up  my  desk. 

^'  Wliat  a  weary  girl  I  **  said  I.  '*  That 's  more  to  the  pur- 
pose. You  must  go  to  bed  another  ^ime,  my  love.  It  *8  far 
too  late  for  you." 

''No,  don't  send  me  to  bed!"  pleaded  Dora,  coming  to 
my  side.    **  Pray  don't  do  that  I " 

"Dora  I" 

To  my  amazement  she  was  sobbing  on  my  neck. 

"Not  well,  my  dear!  not  happy  1" 

"Yes!  quite  well,  and  very  happy  I"  said  Dora.  "But 
say  you  '11  let  me  stop ,  and  see  you  write." 

"Why,  what  a  sight  for  such  bright  eyes  at  midnight!"  I 
replied. 

"Are  they  bright,  though?"  returned  Dora,  laughing. 
"I  'm  so  glad  they  're  bright." 

"Little  Vanity!"  said  I. 

But  it  was  not  vanity ;  it  was  only  harmless  delight  in  my 
admiration.    I  knew  that  very  well,  before  she  told  me  so. 

"If  you  think  them  pretty,  say  I  may  always  stop,  and  see 
you  write  1 "  said  Dora.    "  Do  you  think  them  pretty  ? ' ' 

"Very  pretty." 

"  Then  let  me  always  stop  and  see  you  write. 

" I  am  afraid  that  won't  improve  their  brightness ,  Dora.' 

"Yes  it  will!  Because,  you  clever  boy,  you '11  not  forget 
me  then,  while  you  are  full  of  silent  fancies.    Will  you  mind  it» 
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if  I  say  something  very,  very  silly?  —  more  than  usual?"  in- 
quired Dora^  peeping  over  my  shoulder  into  my  face. 

'*  What  wonderful  thing  is  that?  **  said  I. 

*' Please  let  me  hold  the  pens/'  said  Dora.  "I  want  to 
have  something  to  do  with  all  those  many  hours  when  you  are 
so  industrious.    May  I  hold  the  pens?  '* 

The  remembrance  of  her  pretty  joy  when  I  said  yes,  brings 
tears  into  my  eyes.  The  next  time  I  sat  down  to  write,  and 
regularly  afterwards,  she  sat  in  her  old  place  with  a  spare 
bundle  of  pens  at  her  side.  Her  triumph  in  this  connexion 
with  my  work ,  and  her'  delight  when  I  wanted  a  new  pen  — 
which  I  very  oflen  feigned  to  do  —  suggested  to  me  a  new  way 
of  pleasing  my  child- wife.  I  occasionally  made  a  pretence  of 
wanting  a  page  or  two  of  manuscript  copied.  Then  Dora  was 
in  her  glory.  The  preparations  she  made  for  this  great  woric, 
the  aprons  she  put  on,  the  bibs  she  borrowed  from  the  kitchen 
to  keep  off  the  ink,  the  time  she  took,  the  innumerable  stop- 
pages she  made  to  have  a  laugh  with  Jip  as  if  he  understood  it 
all,  her  conviction  that  her  work  was  incomplete  unless  she 
signed  her  name  at  the  end,  and  the  way  in  which  she  would 
bring  it  to  me,  like  a  school-copy,  and  then,  when  I  praised  it, 
clasp  me  round  the  neck,  are  touching  recollections  tome, 
simple  as  they  might  appear  to  other  men. 

She  took  possession  of  the  keys  soon  after  this,  and  went 
jingling  about  the  house  with  the  whole  bunch  in  a  little  basket, 
tied  to  her  slender  waist.  I  seldom  found  that  the  places  to 
which  they  belonged  were  locked,  or  that  they  were  of  any 
use  except  as  a  plaything  for  Jip  —  but  Dora  was  pleased,  and 
that  pleased  me.  She  was  quite  satisfied  that  a  good  deal  was 
effected  by  this  make -belief  of  housekeeping;  and  was  as 
merry  as  if  we  had  been  keeping  a  baby-house,  for  a  joke. 

So  we  went  on.  Dora  was  hardly  less  affectionate  to  my 
aunt  than  to  me ,  and  oflen  told  her  of  the  time  when  she  was 
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afraid  she  was  *'a  cross  old  thing.''  I  never  saw  my  aunt  un- 
bend more  systematically  to  any  one.  She  courted  Jip,  though 
Jip  never  responded;  listened,  day  after  day,  to  the  guitar, 
though  I  am  afraid  she  had  no  taste  for  music;  never  attacked 
the  Incapables,  though  the  temptation  must  have  been  severe ; 
went  wonderful  distances  on  foot  to  purchase,  as  surprises, 
any  trifles  that  she  found  out  Dora  wanted;  and  never  came 
in  by  the  garden,  and  missed  her  from  the  room,  but  she 
would  call  out,  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs,  in  a  voice  that  sounded 
cheerfully  all  over  the  house : 

«  Where 'sLitUeBlossoml"      * 


/  CHAPTER  VHI. 

■        > 

Mr.  Dick  ftilfila  my  auBt**  predioUon. 

• 

It  was  some  time  xiow,  since  I  Itad  left  the  Doctor.  Ltving 
in  his  neighbourhood,  I  saw  him  frequently;  and  we  all  went 
to  his  house  on  two  or  three  oceasions  to  dmner  or  tea.  The 
Old  Soldier  was  in  permanent  qnaiters  under  the  Doctor's 
roof.  She  was  exactly  the  same  as  ever,  and  the  same  im- 
mortal butterflies  hovered  over  her  cap. 

Like  some  other  mothers,  whom  I  have  known  in  the 
course  of  my  life ,  Mrs.  Markleham  was  far  more  Cond  of  plea- 
sure than  her  daughter  was.  She  required  a  great  deal  of 
amusement,  and,  like  a  deep  old  soldier,  pretended,  in  con- 
sulting her  own  inclinations,  to  be  devoting  herself  to  her 
child.  The  Doctor's  desire  that  Annie  should  be  entertained, 
was  therefore  particularly  acceptable  to  this  excellent  parent; 
who  expressed  unqualified  approval  of  his  discretion. 

I  have  no  doubt,  indeed,  that  she  probed  the  Doctor's 
wound  without  knowing  it.  Meaning  nothing  but  a  certain 
matured  frivolity  and  selfishness,  not  always  inseparable  from 
full-blown  years ,  I  think  she  confirmed  him  in  his  fear  that  he 
was  a  constraint  upon  his  young  wife,  and  that  there  was  no 
congeniality  of  feeling  between  them,  by  so  strongly  com- 
mending his  design  of  lightening  the  load  of  her  life. 

"My  dear  soul,"  she  said  to  him  one  day  when  I  was  pre- 
sent, "yon  know  there  is  no  doubt  it  would  be  a  little  pokey 
for  Annie  to  be  always  shut  up  here." 

The  Doctor  nodded  his  benevolent  head. 

"  When  she  comes  to  her  mother's  age,"  said  Mrs.  Markle- 
am,  with  a  flourish  of  her  fan,  "then,  it '11  be  another  thing. 
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Ton  miglit  put  us  into  a  Jail,  with  genteel  society  and  a  rub^ 
ber,  and  I  should  never  care  to  come  out.  Bat  I  am  not  Annie^ 
joa  know ;  and  Annie  b  not  her  mother.*' 

"Surely,  surely,"  said  the  Doctor. 

"You  are  the  best  of  creatures  —  no ,  I  beg  your  pardon ! " 
for  the  Doctor  made  a  gesture  of  depreciation,  "I  must  say 
before  your  face,  as  I  always  say  behind  your  hack,  you  are 
the  best  of  creatures ;  but  of  course  you  don't  —  now  do  you? 
—  enter  into  the  same  pursuits  and  fancies  as  Annie?** 

"No,**  said  the  Doctor,  in  a  sorrowful  tone. 

"No,  of  course  not,'*  retorted  the  Old  Soldier.  "Take 
your  Dictionary  for  example.  What  a  useful  work  a  Dictionary 
is !  What  a  necessary  work !  The  meanings  of  words  1  With- 
out Doctor  Johnson,  or  somebody  of  that  sort,  we  might  haye 
been  at  this  present  moment  calling  an  Italian-iron  a  bedstead. 
But  we  can't  expect  a  Dictionary  —  especially  when  it 's  ma- 
king—  to  interest  Annie,  can  we?'* 

The  Doctor  shook  his  head. 

"And  that's  why  I  so  much  approve/'  said  Mrs.  Markle- 
ham,  tapping  him  on  the  shoulder  with  her  shut-up  fan,  "of 
your  thoughtfulness.  It  shows  that  you  don't  expect,  as  many 
elderly  people  do  expect,  old  heads  on  young  shoulders.  You 
have  studied  Annie's  character,  and  you  understand  it.  That** 
what  I  find  so  charming! " 

Even  the  calm  and  patient  face  of  Doctor  Strong  expressed 
some  little  sense  of  pain,  I  thought,  under  the  infliction  of 
Wiese  compliments. 

"Therefore,  my  dear  Doctor,"  said  the  Soldier,  giving 
him  several  aflectionate  taps,,  "you  may  command  me,  at  all 
times  and  seasons.  Now,  do  understand  that  I  am  entirely 
at  your  service.  I  am  ready  to  go  with  Annie  to  operas, 
concerts,  exhibitions,   all  kinds  of  placea;   and  yon  shaU 
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never  find  that  I  am  tired.    Duty,  mj  dear  Doctor,  before 
every  consideration  in  the  universe!  *' 

She  was  as  good  as  her  word.  She  was  one  of  those 
people  who  can  bear  a  great  deal  of  pleasure,  and  she  never 
llinched  in  her  perseverance  in  the  cause.  She  seldom  got 
hold  of  thd  newspaper  (which  she  settled  herself  down  in  the 
softest  chair  in  the  house  to  read  through  an  eyeglass,  every 
day,  for  two  hours) ,  but  she  found  out  something  that  she 
was  certain  Annie  would  like  to  see.  It  was  in  vain  for  Annie 
to  protest  that  she  was- weary  of  such  things.  Her  mother's 
remonstrance  always  was,  *'Now,  my  dear  Annie,  I  am 
sure  you  knew  better;  and  I  must  tell  you,  my  love,  that 
you  are  not  making  a  proper  return  for  the  kindness  of  Doctor 
Strong." 

This  was  usually  said  in  the  Doctor^s  presence,  and  ap- 
peared to  me  to  constitute  Annie's  principal  inducement  for 
withdrawing  her  objections  when  she  made  any.  But  in 
general  she  resigned  herself  to  her  mother,  and  went  where 
the  Old  Soldier  would. 

^It  rarely  happened  now  that  Mr.  Maldon  accompanied 
them.  Sometimes  my  aunt  and  Dora  were  invited  to  do  so, 
and  accepted  the  invitation.  Sometimes  Dora  only  was  asked. 
The  time  had  been,  when  I  should  have  been  uneasy  in  her 
going;  but  reflection  on  what  had  passed  that  former  night 
in  the  Doctor's  study,  had  made  a  change  in  my  mistrust. 
I  believed  that  the  Doctor  was  right,  and  I  had  no  worse 
suspicions. 

My  aunt  rubbed  her  nose  sometimes  when  she  happened 
to  be  alone  with  me,  and  said  she  couldn't  make  it  out;  she 
wished  they  were  happier;  she  didn't  think  our  military  friend 
(so  she  always  called  the  Old  Soldier)  mended  the  matter  at 
all.    My  aunt  further  expressed  her  opmion  *'that  if  our 

itary  friend  would  cut  off  those  butterflies,  and  ^ve  'em 
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to  tbe  chimney-sweepers  for  May-day,  it  would  look  like  the 
beginning  of  something  sensible  on  her  part.*' 

But  her  abiding  reliance  was  on  Mr.  Dick.  Thi^t  man  had 
evidently  an  idea  in  his  head,  she  said;  and  if  he  could  only 
once  pen  it  up  into  a  corner,  which  was  his  great  difBculty, 
he  would  distinguish  himself  in  some  extraordinary  manner. 

Unconscious  of  this  predibtion ,  Mr.  Dick  continued  to  oc-> 
cupy  precisely  the  same  ground  in  reference  to  the  Doctor  and 
to  Mrs.  Strong.  He  seemed  neither  to  advance  nor  to  recede. 
He  appeared  to  have  settled  into  his  original  foundation,  like 
a  building;  and  I  must  confess  that  my  faith  in  his  ever 
moving,  was  not  much  greater  than  if  he  had  been  a  building. 

But  one  night,  when  I  had  been  married  some  months, 
Mr.  Dick  put  his  head  into  the  parlour,  where  I  was  writing 
alone  (Dora  having  gone  out  with  my  aunt  to  take  tea  with 
the  two  little  birds) ,  and  said,  with  a  significant  cough: 

"You  couldn't  speak  to  me  without  inconveniencing 
yourself,  Trotwood,  I  am  afraid?" 

"Certainly,  Mr.  Dick,"  said  I;  "come  in  I" 

"Trotwood,"  said  Mr.  Dick,  laying  his  finger  on  the 
side  of  his  nose,  after  he  had  shaken  hands  with  me. 
"Before  I  sit  down,  I  wish  to  make  an  observation.  You 
know  your  aunt?  " 

"A  little,"  I  replied. 

"  She  is  the  most  wonderful  woman  in  the  world ,  Sir  \ " 

After  the  delivery  of  this  communication,  which  he  shot 
out  of  himself  as  if  he  were  loaded  with  it,  Mr.  Dick  sat  down 
with  greater  gravity  than  usual ,  and  looked  at  me. 

"Now,  boy,"  said  Mr.  Dick,  "I  am  going  to  put  a  question 
to  you." 

"  As  many  as  you  please,"  said  I. 

"What  do  you  consider  me;  Sir?"  asked  Mr.  Dick, 
folding  his  arms. 
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'<  A  dear  old  friend/'  audi. 

** Thank  you,  Trotwood/'  returned  Mr.  Dick,  laughing, 
and  reaching  across  in  high  glee  to  shake  hands  irith  me. 
''But  I  mean,  boy,**  resuming  his  gratitj,  "what  do  you 
oonstder  me  in  this  respect?  **  tout^ing  his  forehead. 

I  was  pu2zled  how  to  answer,  bat  he  helped  me  with  a 
word. 

"Weak?**  said  Mr.  Dick. 

"Well,**  I  replied,  dubiously.    "Bather  so." 

"EiLactly  r*  cried  Mr.  Dick,  who  seemed  quite  enchanted 
by  my  reply,  "That is j  Trotwood,  when  they  took  some 
of  the  trouble  out  of  you-know-who  's  head,  and  put  it  you 
know  where,  there  was  a  — **  Mr.  Dick  made  his  two  hands 
revolve  very  fast  about  each  other  a  great  number  of  times, 
and  then  brought  them  into  collision ,  and  rolled  them  over 
and  over  one  another,  to  express  confusion.  "There  was 
that  sort  of  thing  done  to  me  somehow?    Eh?  ** 

I  nodded  at  him,  and  he  nodded  back  again. 

"In  short,  boy,**  said  Mr.  Dick,  dropping  bis  voice  to  a 
whisper,  "I  am  simple.*' 

I  would  have  qualified  that  conclusion ,  but  he  stopped  me. 

"Yes,  I  am !  She  pretends  I  am  not.  She  won't  hear  of 
it;  but  I  am.  I  know  I  am.  If  she  hadn*t  ptood  my  friend. 
Sir,  I  should  have  been  shut  up,  to  lead  a  dismal  life  these 
many  years.  But  I  '11  provide  for  her !  I  never  spend  the 
copying  money,  I  put  it  in  a  box.  I  have  made  a  will.  I  'U 
leave  it  all  to  her.    She  shall  be  rich  —  noble  I " 

Mr.  Dick  took  out  his  pocket-handkerchief,  and  wiped 
his  eyes.  He  then  folded  it  up  with  great  care,  pressed  it 
smooth  between  his  two  hands,  put  it  in  his  pocket,  and 
seemed  to  put  my  aunt  away  with  it. 

"Now  you  are  a  scholar,  Trotwood,'*  said  Mr.  Dick. 
"  You  are  a  fine  scholar.    You  know  what  a  learned  man,  what 
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a  great  man,  the  Doctor  is.  You  kaow  what  honour  he  has 
always  done  me«  Not  proud  in  his  wisdom.  Humhl^ 
humble  —  condescending  even  to  poor  Dick,  who  is  simple 
and  knows  nothing.  I  have  sent  his  name  up,  on  a  scrap  of 
paper,  to  the  kite,  along  the  string,  when  it  has  been  in  the 
sky,  among  the  larks.  The  kite  has  been  glad  to  receive  it, 
Sir,  and  the  sky  has  been  brighter  with  it.' ' 

I  delighted  him  by  saying,  most  heartily,  that  the  Doctor 
was  deserving  of  our  best  respect  and  highest  esteem. , 

"And  his  beautiful  wife  is  a  star,*'  said  Mr.  Dick.  *'A 
shining  star.  I  have  seen  her  shinCj  Sir.  But,"  bringing 
his  chair  nearer,  and  laying  one  hand  upon  my  knee  — 
'^clouds,  Sir -r  clouds." 

I  answered  the  solicitude  which  his  face  expressed,  by  con- 
veying the  same  expression  into  my  own,  and  shaking  my  bead. 

''What  clouds?  "  said  Mr.  Dick. 

He  looked  so  wistfully  into  my  face,  and  was  so  anxious 
to  understand,  that  I  took  great  pains  to  answer  him  slowly 
and  distinctly,  as  I  might  have  entered  on  an  explanation  to 
a  child. 

"There  is  some  unfortunate  division  between  them,"  1 
replied.  "  Some  unhappy  cause  of  separation.  A  secret.  It 
may  be  inseparable  from  the  discrepancy  in  theur  years.  It 
may  have  grown  up  out  of  almost  nothing." 

Mr.  Dick,  who  told  off  every  sentence' with  a  thoughtful 
nod,  paused  when  I  had  done,  and  sat  considering,  with  his 
eyes  upon  my  face,  and  his  hand  upon  my  knee. 

"Doctor  not  angry  with  her,  Trotwood?"  he  said,  after 
some  time. 

"No.    Devoted  to  her." 

"Then,  I  have  got  it,  boy  I"  said  Mr,  Dick. 

The  sudden  exultation  with  which  be  slapped  me  on  the 
knee,  knd  leaned  back  in  his  chahr,  with  his  eyebrows  lifted 
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up  a^  high  as  he  could  possibly  lift  them,  made  me  think  him 
farther  out  of  his  vrits  than  ever.  He  became  as  suddenly 
grave  again,  and  leaning  forward  as  before,  said  —  first 
respectfully  taking  out  his  pocket-handkerchief,  as  if  it  really 
did  represent  my  aunt: 

"Most  wonderful  woman  in  the  world,  Trotwood.  Why 
has  she  done  nothing  to  set  things  right?  " 

'*Too  delicate  and  difficult  a  subject  for  such  inter- 
ference," I  replied. 

'*Fine  scholar,**  said  Mr.  Dick,  touching  me  with  his 
finger.     "  Why  has  he  done  nothing." 

"•For  the  same  reason ,"  I  returned. 

"Then,  I  have  got  it,  boy!"  said  Mr.  Dick.  And  he 
stood  up  before  me,  more  exultingly  than  before,  nodding 
his  head,  and  striking  himself  repeatedly  upon  the  breast, 
until  one  might  have  supposed  that  he  had  nearly  nodded  and 
struck  all  the  breath  out  of  his  body. 

"A  poor  fellow  with  a  craze,  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Dick,  "a 
simpleton,  a  weak-minded  person  —  present  company,  yon 
know!"  striking  himself  again,  "may  do  what  wonderful 
people  may  not  do.  I  *11  bring  them  together ,  boy.  I  '11  try. 
They  *11  not  blame  me.  They  *11  not  object  to  me.  They  '11 
not  mind  what  /  do ,  if  it  's  wrong.  I  'm  only  Mr.  Dick. 
And  who  minds  Dick?  Dick 's  nobody!  Whoo! "  He  blew 
a  slight,  contemptuous  breath,  as  if  he  blew  himself  away. 

It  was  fortunate  he  had  proceeded  so  far  with  his  mystery, 
for  we  heard  the  coach  stop  at  the  little  garden  gate,  whidi 
brought  my  aunt  and  Dora  home. 

"Not  a  word,  boy!"  he  pursued  in  a  whisper;  "leave 
all  the  blame  with  Dick  —  simple  Dick  —  mad  Dick.  I  have 
been  thinking.  Sir,  for  some  time  that  I  was  getting  it,  and 
now  I  have  got  it.  Afler  what  you  have  said  to  me ,  I  am  sore 
I  have  got  it.    All  right!" 
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Not  another  word  did  Mr.  Dick  alter  on  the  flnbject ;  bnt 
he  made  a  very  telegraph  of  himself  for  the  next  half-hour  (to 
the  great  disturbance  of  my  aunt's  mind) ,  to  enjoin  inviolable 
secresy  on  me. 

To  my  surprise  I  heard  no  more  about  it  for  some  two  or 
three  weeks,  though  I  was  sufficiently  interested  in  the  result 
of  his  endeavours;  descrying  a  strange  gleam  of  good  sense  — 
1  say  nothing  of  good  feeling,  for  that  he  always  exhibited  — 
in  the  conclusion  to  which  he  had  come.  At  last  I  began  to 
believe,  that,  in  the  flighty  and  unsettled  state  of  his  mind, 
he  had  either  forgotten  his  intention  iftriibandoned  it. 

One  fair  evening,  when  Dora  was  not  inclined  to  go  out, 
my  aunt  and  I  strolled  up  to  the  Doctor's  cottage.  It  was 
autumn,  when  there  were  no  debates  to  vex  the  evening  ur; 
and  I  remember  how  the  leaves  smelt  like  our  garden  at 
Blunderstone  as  we  trod  them  under  foot,  and  how  the  old, 
unhappy  feeling,  seemed  to  go  by,  on  the  sighing  wind. 

It  was  twilight  when  we  reached  the  cottage.  Mrs.  Strong 
was  just  coming  out  of  the  garden,  where  Mr.  Dick  yet 
lingered,  busy  with  his  knife,  helping  the  gardener  to  point 
some  stakes.  The  Doctor  was  engaged  with  some  one  in  his 
study;  but  the  visitor  would  be  gone  directly,  Mrs.  Strong 
said,  and  begged  us  to  remain  and  see  him.  We  went  into 
the  drawing-room  with  her,  and  sat  down  by  the  darkening 
window.  There  was  never  any  ceremony  about  the  visits  of 
such  old  friends  and  neighbours  as  we  were. 

We  had  not  sat  here  many  minutes,  when  Mrs.  Markleham, 
who  usually  contrived  to  be  in  a  fuss  about  something,  came 
bustling  in,  with  her  newspaper. in  her  hand,  and  said,  out 
of  breath,  "My  goodness  gracious,  Annie,  why  didn't  you 
tell  me  there  was  some  one  in  the  Study  I " 

'*My  dear  Mamma,"  she  quietly  returned,  "how  could  I 
know  that  you  desired  the  information! " 
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'^Desired  the  inloTmatioii ! "  aald  Airs.  Markleham,  sinking 
on  tbe  sofa.    ^  I  never  had  sach  a  turn  in  all  ray  life ! " 

''Have  yoa  been  to  the  Study  then.  Mamma? ''  asked  Anaie. 

*^Been  to  the  Study,  my  dearT*  she  returned  emphati- 
cally. ''  Indeed  I  have !  I  eame  vipon  the  amiable  creatore 
—  if  you  '11  imagine  my  feelings ,  Mass  Trotwood  and  David  — 
in  the  act  of  making  his  will.*' 

Her  daughter  looked  round  from  the  window  quickly. 

''In  the  act,  my  dear  Annie,*'  repeated  Mrs.  Markleham, 
spreading  the  newspaper  on  her  lap  like  a  table-cloth,  and 
patting  her  heads  upon  h ,  "of  making  his  last  Will  and  Testa- 
ment. The  foresight  and  aiTeclaoB  of  the  dearl  I  must  tell 
yon  how  it  was.  I  reaJly  mast,  in  justice  to  the  darling  — 
for  he  is  nothing  leas !  —  tell  you  how  it  was.  Perhaps  you 
know,  Miss  Trotwood,,  that  there  is  never  a  candle  lighted 
in  this  hoDse,  until  one's  eyes  are  literally  falling  out  of 
one's  head  with  being  stretched  to  read  the  paper.  And  that 
there  is  not  a  chair  in  this  house ,  in  which  a  paper  can  be 
what  /  call,  read,  except  one  in  the  Study.  This  took  me 
to  the  Study,  where  I  saw  a  light.  I  opened  the  door.  In 
company  with  the  dear  Doctor  were  two  professional  people, 
evidently  connected  with  the  law,  and  they  were  all  three 
standing  at  the  table :  the  darling  Doctor  pen  in  hand.  *  This 
simply  expresses  then,'  said  the  Doctor  —  Annie»  my  love, 
attend  to  the  very  words  —  'this  simply  expresses  then, 
gentlemen,  the  confidence  I  have  in  Mrs.  Strong,  and  gives 
her  all  unconditionally?*  One  of  the  professional  people 
replied,  'And  gives  her  all  unconditionally.'  Upon  that, 
with  the  natural  feelings  of  a  mother,  I  said,  'Good  Grod,  I 
beg  your  pardon  1'  fell  over  the  door-step,  and  came  away 
through  the  little  back  passage  where  the  pantry  ia." 

Mrs.  Strong  opened  the  window,  and  went  oat  into  the 
verandah,  where  she  stood  leaning  against  a  pilUir. 
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<«Bat  now  isn't  it^  Mss  Trotwood,  isn't  it,  David,  invigo- 
raling,'*  saidMtB.  Markleham,  mechanically  following  her 
wHh  ker  eyes ,  "to  find  a  man  at  Doctor  Strong's  time  of  life, 
with  the  strength  of  mind  to  do  this  kind  of  thing?  It  only 
8ho^v8  how  right  I  was.  I  said  to  Annie ,  when  Doctor  Strong 
paid  a  very  flattering  visit  to  myself,  and  made  her  the  subject 
of  a  declaration  and  an  offer,  I  said,  'My  dear,  there  is  no 
doubt  whatever,  in  my  opinion,  with  refeiKince  to  a  suitable 
provision  for  you,  that  Doctor  Strong  wilP  do  more  than  be 
binds  himself  to  do.'  " 

Here  the  bell  rang,  and  we  heard  the  sound  of  the  visitors* 
feet  as  they  went  out. 

''It 's  all  over,  no  doubt,"  said  the  Old  Soldier,  after  listen- 
ing; "the  dear  creature  has  signed,  sealed,  and  delivered,  and 
Ins  mind 's  at  rest.  Well  it  may  be !  What  a  mind !  Annie, 
my  love,  I  am  going  to  the  Study  with  my  paper,  for  I  am  a 
poor  creature  without  news.  MissTrotwood,  David,  psay 
come  and  see  the  Doctor." 

I  was  conscious  of  Mr.  Dick's  standing  in  the  shadow  of  the 
room,  shutting  up  his  knife,  when  we  accompanied  her  to  the 
Study ;  and  of  my  aunt's  rubbing  her  nose  violently,  by  the 
way,  as  a  mild  vent  for  her  intolerance  of  our  military  friend ; 
but  who  got  first  into  the  Study,  or  how  Mrs.  Markleham  set- 
tled herself  in  a  moment  in  her  easy  chair,  or  how  my  aunt  and 
I  came  to  be  left  together  near  the  door  (unless  her  eyes  were 
quicker  than  mine,  and  she  held  me  back),  I  have  forgotten, 
if  I  ever  knew.  But  this  I  know,  -—that  we  saw  the  Doctor 
before  he  saw  us,  sifting  at  his  table,  among  the  folio  volumes 
in  which  he  delighted,  resting  his  head  calmly  on  his  hand. 
That,  in  the  same  moment,  we  saw  Mrs.  Stsong  glide  in,  pale 
and  trembling.  That  Mr.  Dick  supported  her  on  his  arm. 
That  he  laid  his  other  hand  upon  the  Doctor's  arm,  causing 
him  to  look  up  with  an  abstracted  air.    That,  as  the  Docto** 

David  Copperfield.  Ill  10 
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moved  his  bead^  his  wife  dropped  down  on  one  knee  at  his 
feety  and,  with  her  hands  imploringly  lifted,  fixed  upon  his 
face  the  memorable  look  I  had  never  forgotten.  That  at  this 
sight  Mrs.  Markleham  dropped  the  newspaper,  and  stared 
more  like  a  figure-head  intended  for  a  ship  to  be  called  The 
Astonishment,  than  anything  else  I  can  think  of. 

The  gentleness  of  the  Doctor's  manner  and  surprise,  the 
dignity  that  mingled  with  the  supplicating  attitude  of  his  wife, 
the  amiable  conc^n  of  Mr.  Dick,  and  the  earnestness  with 
which  my  aunt  said  to  herself,  **That  man  madi "  (triumphantly 
expressive  of  the  misery  from  whiah  she  had  saved  him),  I  see 
and  hear,  rather  than  remember,  as  I  write  about  it. 

'* Doctor  1"  said  Mr.  Dick.  "What  is  it  that's  amiss? 
Look  here  1" 

"  Annie  1 "  cried  the  Doctor.    "  Not  at  my  feet,  my  dear  1 " 

**  Yes  1 "  she  said.  "I  beg  and  pray  that  no  one  will  leave 
the  room !  Oh,  my  husband  and  father,  break  this  long  silence. 
Let  us  both  know  what  it  is  that  has  come  between  us ! " 

Mrs.  Markleham,  by  this  time  recovering  the  power  of 
speech,  and  seeming  to  swell  with  family  pride  and  motherly 
indignation,  here  exclaimed,  ."Annie,  get  up  immediately,  and 
don't  disgrace  everybody  belonging  to  you  by  humbling  your- 
self like  that,  unless  you  wish  to  see  me  go  out  of  my  mind  on 
the  spot!" 

"Mammal"  returned  Annie.  "Wasteno  wordsonme,  for 
my  appeal  is  to  my  husband,  and  even  you  are  nothing  here." 

"NothingI"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Markleham.  "Me,  nothing! 
The  child  has  taken  leave  of  her  senses.  Please  to  get  me  a 
glass  of  water! " 

I  was  too  attentive  to  the  Doctor  and  his  wife,  to  give  any 
heed  to  this  request ;  and  it  made  no  impression  on  anybody 
else ;  so  Mrs.  Markleham  panted,  stared,  and  fanned  herself. 

•* Annie!"  said  the  Doctor,  tenderly  taking  her  in  liii 
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hands.  ''My  dear!  If  any  unavoidable  change  has  come,  in 
ihe  sequence  of  time,  upon  our  married  life,  you  are  not  to 
blame.  The  fault  is  mine,  and  only  mine.  There  is  no 
change  in  my  affection,  admiration ,  and  respect.  I  "wish  to 
make  yoa  happy.  I  truly  love  and  honour  you.  Rise,  Annie, 
pray ! " 

But  she  did  not  rise.  After  looking  at  him  for  a  little 
while,  she  sank  down  closer  to  him,  laid  her  arm  across  his 
knee,  and  dropping  her  head  upon  it,  said : 

'*If  I  have  any  friend  here,  who  can  speak  one  word  for 
me,  or  for  my  husband,  in  this  matter;  if  I  have  any  friend 
here,  who  can  give  a  voice  to  any  suspicion  that  my  heart  has 
sometimes  whispered  to  me ;  if  I  have  any  friend  here,  who 
honours  my  husband,  or  has  ever  cared  for  me,  and  has  any- 
thing within  his  knowledge,  no  matter  what  it  is ,  that  may 
help  to  mediate  between  us,  I  implore  that  friend  to  speak ! " 

There  was  a  profound  silence.  After  a  few  moments  of 
painful  hesitation,  I  broke  the  silence. 

"Mrs.  Strong,'*  I  said,  ^'there  is  something  within  my  know- 
ledge, which  I  have  been  earnestly  entreated  by  Doctor  Strong 
to  conceal,  and  have  concealed  until  to-night.  But,  I  believe 
the  time  has  come  when  it  would  be  mistaken  faith  and  deli- 
cacy to  conceal  it  any  longer,  and  when  your  appeal  absolves 
me  from  his  injunction." 

She  turned  her  face  towards  me  for  a  moment,  and  I  knew 
that  I  was  right.  I  could  not  have  resisted  its  entreaty,  if  the 
assurance  that  it  gave  me  had  been  less  convincing. 

*'Our  future  peace,"  she  said,  ''may  be  in  your  hands.  I 
trust  it  confidently  to  your  not  suppressing  anything.  I  know 
beforehand  that  nothing  you,  or  any  one,  can  tell  me,  will 
ahow  my  husband's  noble  heart  in  any  other  light  than  one. 
Howsoever  it  may  seem  to  you  to  touch  me,  disregard  that.  I 
will  speak  for  myself,  before  him,  and  before  God  afterwards." 

!0» 
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Thus  earnestly  besought,  I  made  no  reference  to  tlie 
Doctor  for  his  permission,  but,  without  any  other  compromisQ 
of  the  traih  than  a  little  softening  of  the-  coarseness  of  Uriah 
Heep,  related  plainly  what  had  passed  inUMt  same  room  tli«t 
night.  The  staring  of  Mrs.  MaiUeiiam  duniig  the  whole 
narration,  and  the  shrill,  sharp  interjections  with  which  she 
occasionally  interrupted  it,  defy  description. 

When  I  had  finished,  Annie  remained)  for  some  few  nao- 
ments,  silent,  with  her  head  bent  down,  as  i  haTe  described. 
Then,  she  took  the  Doctor's  hand  (he  was  flitting  in  the  same 
attitude  as  whca  we  had  entered  the  room),  and  pressed  it  to 
her  breast,  and  kissed  it.  "Map.  Dick  softly  raised  her ;  and  she 
stood,  when  she  began  to  speak,  leaning  on  him,  and  looking 
down  npon  her  husband  -^  from  whom  she  ncTer  tamed 
her  eyes. 

''All  that  has  ever  been  in  my  mind,  since  I  was  married," 
she  said  in  a  low,  submissiye,  tender  voice,  *'I  will  bay  bare  be- 
fore you.  I  could  not  live  and  have  one  reservation,  knowing 
what  I  know  now." 

"Nay,  Annie,"  said  tiie  Doctor,  mildly,  **I  have  never 
donbted  you,  my  child.  There  is  no  need ;  indeed  there  is 
no  need,  my  dear.'* 

^' There  is  great  need,*'  she  answered,  in  ^be  same  way, 
'Hhat  I  should  open  my  whole  heart  before  the  soul  of  genero- 
sity and  truth,  whom,  year  by  year,  and  day  by  day,  I  have 
loved  and  venerated  more  and  more,  as  Heaven  knows ! " 

<' Really,"  interrupted  Mrs.  Markleham,  **if  I  have  any' 
discretion  at  all  — * " 

(''Which  you  haven't,  you  Marplot,"  observed  my  annt, 
in  an  indignant  whisper.) 

—  "I  must  be  permitted  to  observe  that  it  cannot  be  requi- 
site to  enter  into  these  details." 

"No  one  but  my  husband  can  judge  of  that,  Uamma,"  said 
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Annie,  iritiioat  renovisg  lier^syes  &em  fab  face,  ^^andfaeiriB 
hear  me.  If  I  say  aB^thing  te  giTO  yoa  pain,  Mkmma,  forgive 
me.    I  have  borne  pain  6iwt,  often  and  long,  m^rself.'" 

*'  Upon  my  word  1 "  gasped  Mrs.  Markleham. 

"When  I  was  very  yew^,'*  -said  Annie »  '*  quite  a  little 
child,  my  first  associations  with  knowledge  of  any  kind  wese 
insepairable  from  a  patient  friend  and  teacher  «^ 'die  firiend  of 
my  dead  father  —  who  was  always  dear  to  me.  I  can  remem- 
ber notihing  Uiat  I  know,  without  remembermg  him.  He  stored 
my  mind  with  its  first  treasures,  and  stamped  his  diaracter 
upon  tbem  all.  They  never  could  have  been,  I  think,  as  good 
as  they  have  been  to  me,  if  I  had  talren  Aem  from  any  other 
hands." 

« Makes  her  mother  nothing!"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Mar- 
klehant. 

"Not  so,  Mamma,"  said  Annie;  "but! make  him  what  he 
was^  I  must  do  that.  As  I  grew  np,  he  occupied  {he  same 
place  stiiL  I  wae  proud  of  his  interest:  deepfly,  fondly,  grate- 
fully attached  to  him.  I  looked  up  to  him  I  can  hardly  de- 
ambe  how  —  as  a  father,  as  a  guide,  as  one  whose  prfuse  was 
different  from  ali  other  praise^  as  one  in  whom  I  could  have 
trusted  and  confided,  if  I  had  doubted  all  th«  worid.  You 
know,  Mamma,  how  young  and  inexperienced  I  was,  when  yon 
presented  him  before  me,  of  a  sudden,  as  a  lover." 

"I  have  mentioned  the  Istet,  fifty  limes  at  least,  to  every- 
body here  1"  said  Mrs.  Marklehttn. 

("Then  h^d  your  tongue^  for  the  Lord's  sake,  anddon*t 
mention  it  any  more  I "  muttered  my  aunt). 

"It  waa  so  great  a  ohange:  so  great  a  loss,  I  fe^it,  at  first," 
jiaid  Annie,  ititt  preserving  the  same  look  and  tone,  ^thatl  was 
agitated  anil  distressed.  I  was  but  a  girl ;  and  when  so  great 
a  change  came  in  the  charaofcer  in  which  I  had  so  long  looked 
np  to  him,  I  think  I  was  sorry.  But  notlnng  could  have  made 
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him  wbat  he  used  to  be  again;  and  I  was  proad  that  he  should 
think  me  so  worthy,  and  we  were  married." 

*' — At  Saint  Alphage,  Canterbury,"  observed  Mrs.  Mar- 
kleham. 

(^'Confound  the  woman!"  said  my  annt,  *'she  woii'f  be 
quiet!") 

<*I  never  thought,"  proceeded  Annie,  with  a  heightened 
colour,  **  of  any  worldly  gain  that  my  husband  would  bring  to 
me.  My  young  heart  had  no  room  in  its  homage  for  any 
such  poor  reference.  Mamma,  forgive  me  when  I  say  that  it 
was  you  who  first  presented  to  my  mind  the  thought  that  any 
one  could  wrong  me,  and  wrong  him,  by  such  a  cruel  sus- 
picion." 

**Me!"  cried  Mrs.  Markleham. 

("Ah!  You,  to  be  sure!"  observed  my  aunt,  "and  you 
can't  fan  it  away,  my  military  friend ! "  ) 

'*It  was  tlie  first  unhappiness  of  my  new  life,"  said  Annie. 
''It  was  the  first  occasion  of  every  unhappy  moment  I  have 
.known.  Those  moments  have  been  more,  of  late,  than  I  can 
count ;  but  not  —  my  generous  husband !  —  not  for  the  reason 
you  suppose;  for  in  my  heart  there  is  not  a  thought,  a  recol- 
lection, or  a  hope,  that  any  power  could  separate  from  yon  1 " 

She  raised  her  eyes,  and  clasped  her  hands,  and  looked  as 
beautiful  and  true,  I  thought,  as  any  Spirit.  The  Doctor  look- 
ed on  her,  henceforth,  as  stedfastly  as  she  on  him. 

'*Mamma  is  blameless,"  she  went  on,  ''of  having  ever  urged 
you  for  herself,  and  she  is  blameless  in  intention  everyway, 
I  am  sure,  —  but  when  I  saw  how  many  importunate  claims 
that  were  no  claims  were  pressed  upon  you  in  my  name;  bow 
you  were  traded  on  in  my  name;  how  gencsrous  yon  were, 
and  how  Mr.  Wickfield,  who  had  your  welfare  very  much  at 
heart,  resented  it;  the  first  sense  of  my  exposure  to  the  mean 
suspicion  that  my  tenderness  was  bought  —  and  sold  to  yon. 
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of  all  men,  on  earth  —  fell  upon  me,  like  nnmerited  disgrace, 
in  which  I  forced  yon  to  participate.  I  cannot  tell  you  what 
it  was  —  mamma  cannot  imagine  what  it  was  —  to  have  this 
dread  and  trouble  always  on  my  mind,  yet  know  in  my  own 
soul  that  on  my  marriage-day  I  crowned  the  love  and  honour 
of  my  life!" 

'*A  specimen  of  the  thanks  one  gets,"  cried  Mrs.  Mar 
kleham,  in  tears,  '*for  taking  care  of  one's  family  I  I  wish  I  was 
a  Turk!" 

( **  I  wish  you  were,  with  all  my  heart  —  and  in  your  native 
country!"  said  my  aunt.) 

"It  was  at  that  time  that  mamma  was  most  solicitous  about 
my  Cousin  Maldon.  I  had  likeohim: "  she  spoke  softly,  but 
without  any  hesitation :  '*  very  much.  We  had  been  little  lovers 
once.  If  circumstances  had  not  happened  otherwise,  I  might 
have  come  to  persuade  myself  that  I  really  loved  him,  and 
might  have  married  him,  and  been  most  wretched.  There\ 
can  be  no  disparity  in  marriage  like  unsuitability  of  mind  and  1 
purpose." 

I  pondered  on  those  words,  even  while  I  was  studiously 
attending  to  what  followed,  as  if  they  had  some  particular  in- 
terest, or  some  strange  application  that  I  could  not  divine. 
^*  There  can  be  no  disparity  in  marriage  like  unsuitability  of 
mind  and  purpose"  —  "no  disparity  in  marriage  like  unsui- 
tability of  mind  and  purpose." 

"  There  is  nothing,"  said  Annie,  "that  we  have  in  common. 
I  have  long  found  that  there  is  nothing.  If  I  were  thankful 
to  my  husband  for  no  more,  instead  of  £or  so  much,  I  should  be 
thankful  to  him  for  having  saved  me  from  the  first  mistaken 
impulse  of  my  undisciplined  heart.*' 

She  stood  quite  still,  before  the  Doctor,  and  spoke  with 
an  car^eStJ^ess  that  thrilled  me.  Yet  her  voice  was  just  as 
quiet  as  before. 
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*' Wlien  lie  «m  iraiting  to  be  ihe  object  of  your  munifi- 
cence ,  80  freely  bestowed  for  my  'Seke,  and  when  I  was  un- 
happy in  the  mercenary  shape  I  was  made  to  wear,  I  thought 
it  woold  have  become  him  better  te  ha;ve  wonked  his  own  way 
on.  I  thought  that  if  I  had  been  he,  I  would  have  tried  to  do 
it,  at  the  cost  of  almost  any  hardship.  But  I  thought  no  worse 
of  him ,  until  the  night  of  his  departure  for  Indta^  That  night 
I  knew  he  had  a  false  and  thankless  hearL  I  saw  a  double 
meaning,  then,  in  Mr.  Wickfield^s  scrutiny  of  me.  I  per- 
ceived, for  the  first  time,  the  dark  suspicion  that  Aadowed 
my  life." 

"Suspicion,  Annie  I"  said  the  Doctor.    '*No,  bx>,  noP* 

"In  your  mind  there  was  none,  I  know,  my  husband ! "  she 
returned.  "Amd  when  I  came  to  you ,  that  night,  to  lay  down 
all  my  load  of  shame  and  grief,  and  knew  that  I  had  to  tell, 
that,  underneath  your  roof,  one  of  my  own  kindred,  to  whom 
you  had  been  a  benefactor,  for  the  love  of  me,  had  spoken  to 
me  words  that  should  have  found  no  utterance,  even  if  I  had 
been  the  weak  and  mercenary  wretch  he  thought  me  —  my 
mind  revolted  from  the  taint  the  very  tale  conveyed.  It  died 
upon  my  lips,  and  from  that  hour  till  now  has  never  passed 
them." 

Mrs.  Markkham,  with  a  short  groan,  leaned  bftck  in  her 
easy  chair;  and  retired  behind  her  fan,  as  if  she  were  never 
coming  out  any  more. 

**I  have  never,  but  in  your  presence,  interchanged  a  word 
with  him  from  that  time;  then,  only  when  it  has  been  neces- 
sary for  the  avoidance  pf  this  explanation.  Years  have  passed 
since  he  knew,  frDm  me,  what  his  situation  here  waa.  The 
kindnesses  you  have  secretly  done  for  his  advanoement,  utd 
then  disclosed  to  me,  for  my  surprise  and  pleasure,  have  been, 
you  will  believe,  but  aggravations  of  the  unhapjStnfkas  and 
burden  of  my  secret.*' 
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fShe  waak  doim  gestly  nt  the  Dootor's  feet,  thenigli  he  did 
his  tttmoflt  to  present  her;  and  said,  looking  up,  tearfiillf, 
into  his  face : 

«Do  not  speak  to  me  yet  I  Let  me  say  a  little  morel  Right 
or  wrong,  if  this  were  to  be  done  again,  i  think  I  shonld  do 
jast  the  same.  You  never  can  know  what  it  was  to  be  devoted 
to  70a ,  with  those  old  associations ;  to  find  that  any  one  oould 
be  so  hard  as  to  suppose  that  the  trutii  of  my  heart  was  bar- 
tered away,  and  to  be  surrounded  by  appearances  confirming 
that  belief.  I  was  very  yo«ng,  and  had  no  adviser.  Between 
mamma  and  me,  in  all  relating  to  you,  there  was  a  wide  divi- 
aion.  If  I  shrunk  into  myself,  hiding  the  disrespect  I  had 
nndergone,  it  was  because  I  honoured  you  so  much,  and  so 
much  wished  that  you  should  honour  me  I  '* 

"Annie,  my  pure  heart!*'  said  the  Doctor,  ''my  dear 
gWl*' 

*'A  little  morel  a  very  few  words  morel  I  used  to  think 
there  were  so  mimy  whom  you  might  have  married,  who  would 
not  have  brought  such  charge  and  trouble  on  you,  and  who 
would  have  made  your  home  a  worthier  home.  I  used  to  be 
afraid  that  I  had  better  have  remained  your  pupil ,  and  almost 
yOur  child.  I  used  to  fear  that  I  was  so  unsuited  to  your  learn- 
ing and  wisdom.  If  all  this  made  me  shrink  within  myself  (as 
indeed  it  did),  when  I  had  that  to  tell,  it  was  still  because  I 
honoured  you  so  much ,  and  hoped  that  you  might  one  di^ 
hoBOurme." 

'*That  day  has  shone  this  long  time,  Annie,"  said  the 
Doctor,  ''and  can  have  but  one  long  night,  my  dear."- 

"Another  word  I  I  afterwards  meant —  stedfastly  meant, 
and  purposed  to  myself —  to  bear  the  whole  weight  of  know- 
ing the  nnworthiness  of  one  to  whom  you  had  been  so  good. 
And  now  a  last  word,  dearest  and  best  of  friendal  The 
cause  of  the  late  change  in  you,  which  I  have  seen  with  so 
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much  pain  and  sorrow,  and  have  sometimefl  referred  to  my 
old  apprehension  —  at  other  times  to  lingering  suppositions 
nearer  to  the  truth  —  has  been  made  clear  to-night ;  and  by  an 
accident  I  have  abo  come  to  know,  to-night,  the  full  measure 
of  your  noble  trust  in  me,  even  under  that  mistake.  I  do  not 
hope  that  any  love  and  duty  I  may  render  in  return ,  will  eTer 
'  make  me  worthy  of  your  priceless  confidence ;  but  with  all 
this  knowledge  fresh  upon  me,  I  can  lift  my  eyes  to  this  dear 
face,  revered  as  a  father's,  loved  as  a  husband's,  sacred  to 
me  in  my  childhood  as  a  friend's,  and  solemnly  declare  that  in 
my  lightest  thought  I  have  never  wronged  you ;  never  wavered 
in  the  love  and  the  fidelity  I  owe  you  V* 

She  had  her  arms  around  the  Doctor's  neck,  and  he  leant 
his  head  down  over  her,  mingling  his  grey  hair  with  her  dMok 
brown  tresses. 

"Oh,  hold  me  to  your  heart,  my  husband!  Never  cast 
me  out!  Do  not  think  or  speak  of  disparity  between  us,  for 
there  is  none,  except  in  all  my  many  imperfections.  Eveiy 
succeeding  year  I  have  known  this  better,  as  I  have  esteemed 
you  more  and  more.  Oh,  take  me  to  your  heart,  my  husband, 
for  my  love  was  founded  on  a  rock,  and  it  endures  1 " 

In  the  silence  that  ensued,  my  aunt  walked  gravely  np  to 
Mr.  Dick,  without  at  all  hurrying  herself,  and  gave  him  a  hug 
and  a  sounding  kiss.  And  it  was  very  fortunute,  with  a  view 
to  his  credit,  that  she  did  so;  for  I  am  confident  that  I  de- 
tected him  at  that  moment  in  the  act  of  making  preparations  to 
stand  on  one  leg,  as  an  appropriate  expression  of  delight. 

**You  are  a  very  remarkable  man,  Dick!  *'  said  my  aunt, 
with  an  air  of  unqualified  approbation ;  "and  never  pretend  to 
be  anything  else ,  for  I  know  better ! " 

With  that,  my  aunt  pulled  him  by  the  sleeve,  and  nodded 
to  me ;  and  we  three  stole  quietly  out  of  the  room,  and  came 
away.  * 
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''That's  a  settler  for  oar  military  friend,  at  any  rate,  ' 
said  my  aunt,  on  the  "way  home.  '*I  should  sleep  the  better 
for  that,  if  there  was  nothing  else  to  be  glad  of!  '* 

"She  was  quite  overcome,  I  am  afraid,*'  said  Mr.  Dick, 
with  great  commiseration. 

"What!  Did  you  ever  see  a  crocodile  overcome?"  in- 
quired my  aunt. 

"  I  don't  think  I  ever  saw  a  crocodile ,"  returned  Mr.  Dick, 
mildly. 

"There  never  would  have  been  anything  the  matter,  if  it 
hadn't  been  for  that  old  Animal,"  said  my  aunt,  with  strong 
emphasis.  "It 's  very  much  to  be  wished  that  some  mothers 
would  leave  their  daughters  alone  after  marriage,  and  not  be 
80  violently  affectionate.  They  seem  to  think  the  only  return 
that  can  be  made  them  for  bringing  an  unfortunate  young  wo- 
man into  the  world  —  Grod  bless  my  soul,  as  if  she  asked  to  be 
brought,  or  wanted  to  come !  —  is  full  liberty  to  worry  her  out 
of  it  again.    What  are  you  thinking  of.  Trot?" 

I  was  thinking  of  all  that  had  been  said.  My  mind  was  still 
running  on  some  of  the  expressions  used.  "  There  can  be  no 
disparity  in  marriage  like  unsuitability  of  mind  and  purpose." 
**  The  first  mistaken  impulse  of  an  undisciplined  heart. "  "  My 
love  was  founded  on  a  rock."  But  we  were  at  home ;  and  the 
trodden  leaves  were  lying  under-foot,  and  the  autumn  wind 
was  blowing. 


CHAPTER  IX. 

InteUifeoce. 

I  MUST  have  been  married,  If  I  may  trust  to  my  imp«rfeot 
memory  for  dates,  about  a  year  or  so,  when  one  evening, 
as  I  was  returning  from  a  solitary  walk,  thinking  of  the  book 
I  wafl  tben  writing  —  for  my  sacoess  had  steadily  iBcreased 
with  my  steady  appUeataon,  a&d  I  was  engaged  at  that  time 
upon  my  first  woik  of  fiction  —  I  came  past  Mrs.  Stee>ibffth*8 
hoase.  I  had  often  passed  it  before,  dnring  my  reaideooe  in 
that  neighbourhood,  though  never  when  I  could  choose 
another  road.  Howbeit,  it  did  sometimes  happen  tha;t  it  was 
nc^'easy  to  find  another,  without  making  a  long  obcint;  aad 
so  I  had  passed  that  way,  upon  the  whole,  pretty  oftea. 

I  had  never  done  more  than  glance  at  the  house,  as  I  went 
by  widi  a  quickened  step.  It  had  been  nniformly  gk>omy  and 
dull.  None  of  the  best  rooms  abutted  on  the  road;  and  the 
narrow,  heavily-framed  old-fiuhioned  windows,  never  cheer- 
ful under  any  circumstances,  looked  very  dismal,  close  shut, 
and  with  their  blinds  always  drawn  down.  There  was  a 
covered  way  across  a  little  paved  court,  to  an  entrance  that 
was  never  used;  and  there  was  one  round  stmrcase  window, 
at  odds  with  all  the  rest,  and  the  only  one  unshaded  by  a 
blind,  which  had  the  same  unoccupied  blank  look.  I  do  not 
remember  that  I  ever  saw  a  light  in  all  the  house.  If  I  had 
been  a  casual  passer-by,  I  should  have  probably  supposed 
that  some  childless  person  lay  dead  in  it.  If  I  had  happily 
possessed  no  knowledge  of  the  place,  and  had  seen  it  often 
in  that  changeless  state,  I  should  have  pleased  my  fani^  with 
many  ingenious  speculations,  I  dare  say. 
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As  it  WM ,  I  thought  as  little  of  it  as  I  might.  But  mj 
mind  could  not  go  by  it  and  leave  it,  as  my  body  did;  and  it 
usually  awakened  a  long  train  of  meditatioDS.  Coming  before 
me,  OB  this  particular  erening  that  I  mention,  mingled  with 
the  childish  recollections  and  later  fancies,  the  ghosts  of 
half-formed  hopes,  the  broken  shadows  of  disappointments 
dimly  seen  and  understood,  the  blending  of  experience  and 
imagination,  incidental  to  the  occnpation  with  which  my 
thoughts  had  been  busy,  it  was  more  than  commonly  sug- 
gestive. I  fell  into  a  b^ywn  study  as  I  walked  on,  and  a  voice 
at  my  side  made  me  start. 

It  was  a  woman's  voice,  too,  I  was  not  long  in  recol- 
looting  Iftrs.  Steerfortb's  Kttle  parlour-maid,  who  had  formerly 
worn  blue  ribbons  in  her  cap.  She  had  taken  them  out  now, 
to  adapt  herself,  I  suppose,  to  the  altered  character -of  the 
house;  and  wore  but  one  or  two  disconsolate  bowi  of  seber 
brown.  " 

«If  you  please,  Sir,  would  you  have  the  goodness  to  walk 
in,  and  speak  to  MbsDartle?*' 

' '  Has  Miss  Dartle  sent  you  for  me  ?  *  *    I  inquired. 

<*Not  to-night,  Sir,  but  it  *s  just  the  ssme.  Miss  Dartle 
SAW  you  pass  a  night  or  two  ago ;  and  I  was  to  sit  at  work  on 
the  staircase,  and  when  I  saw  you  pass  again,  to  ask  you  to 
step  in  and  speak  to  her." 

I  turned  back ,  and  inquired  of  my  conductor,  as  we  went 
along,  how  Mrs.  Steerforth  was*  She  said  her  lady  was  but 
poorly ,  and  kept  her  own  room  a  good  deal. 

When  we  arrived  at  the  house,  I  was  directed  to  Miss 
Dartle  in  the  garden,  and  left  to  make  my  presence  known  to 
her  myself.  She  was  sitting  on  a  seat  at  one  end  of  a  kind  of 
terrace,  overlooking  the  great  cit^.  It  was  a  sombre  evening, 
with  a  lurid  light  in  the  sky ;  and  as  I  saw  the  prospect  scowling 
in  the  distance,  with  here  and  there  some  larger  object 
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stafting  up  into  the  sullen  glare,  I  fancied  it  was  no  inapt 
companion  to  the  memory  of  this.fierce  woman. 

She  saw  me  as  I  advanced,  and  rose  for  a  moment  to  to- 
ceive  me.  I  thought  her,  then,  still  more  colourless  and  thin 
than  when  I  had  seen  her  last ;  the  flashing  eyes  still  brighter, 
and  the  scar  still  plainer. 

Our  meeting  was  not  cordial.  We  had  parted  angrily  on 
the  last  occasion ;  and  there  was  an  air  of  disdain  about  her, 
which  she  took  no  pains  to  conceal. 

'*I  am  told  you  wish  to  speak  to  me,  Miss  Dartle  ;*'  said  I, 
standing  near  her,  with  my  hand  upon  the  back  of  the  scat, 
and  declining  her  gesture  of  invitation  to  sit  down. 

"If  you  please/'  said  she.  ''Pray  has  this  girl  been 
found?" 

"No." 

"  And  yet  she  has  mn  away  I " 

I  saw  her  thin  lips  working  while  she  looked  at  me,  as  if 
they  were  enger  to  load  her  with  reproaches. 

"Runaway?"  I  repeated. 

"Tes!  From  him,"  she  said  with  a  laugh.  "If  she  is  not 
found ,  perhaps  she  never  will  be  found.    She  may  be  dead  1 " 

The  vaunting  cruelty  with  which  she  met  my  glance,  I 
never  saw  expressed  in  any  other  face  that  ever  I  have  seen. 

"To  wish  her  dead,"  said  I,  "may  be  the  kindest  wish 
that  one  of  her  own  sex  could  bestow  upon  her.  I  am  |^d 
that  time  has  softened  you  so  much.  Miss  Dartle." 

She  condescended  to  make  no  reply,  but,  turning  on  me 
with  another  scornful  laugh,  said: 

"  The  friends  of  this  excellent  and  much-injured  young 
lady  are  friends  of  yours.  You  are  their  champion,  and 
assert  their  rights.  Do  yon  wish  to  know  what  is  known 
of  her?"  . 

"Yes,"  saidL 
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Sbe  rose  ^nth  an  ill -favoured  smile,  and,  taking  a  few 
Bteps  towards  a  wall  of  holly  that  was  near  at  hand,  dividing 
the  lawn  from  a  kitchen -garden,  said,  in  a  louder  voice, 
*^  Gome  here  I  **  —  as  if  she  were  calling  to  some  unclean  beast. 

"Tott  will  restrain  any  demonstrative  championship  or 
vengeance  in  this  place,  of  course,  Mr.  Copperfield?*'  said 
she,  looking  over  her  shoulder  at  me  with  the  same  expression. 

I  inclined  my  head,  without  knowing  what  she  meant; 
and  she  said,  "Come  here  I"  again;  and  returned,  followed 
by  the  respectable  Mr.  Littimer,  who,  with  undiminished 
respectability,  made  me  a  bow,  and  took  up  his  position 
behind  her.  The  air  of  wicked  grace :  of  triumph ,  in  which, 
strange  to  say,  there  was  yet  something  feminine  and  al- 
luring: with  which  she  reclined  upon  the  seat  between  us, 
and  looked  at  me,  was  worthy  of  a  cruel  Princess  in  a  Legend. 

'*Now,'*  said  she,  imperiously,  without  glancing  at  him, 
and  touching  the  old  wound  as  it  throbbed:  perhaps,  in  this 
instance,  with  pleasure  rather  than  pain.  '^Tell  Mr.  Cop- 
perfield  about  the  flight." 

"  Mr.  James  and  myself.  Ma'am — " 

"Don't  address  yourself  to  me!"  she  interrupted,  with 
a  frown. 

"Mr.  James  and  myself.  Sir  — " 

"Nor  to  me,  if  you  please,"  said  I. 

Mr.  Littimer,  without  being  at  all  discomposed^,  signified 
by  a  slight  obeisance,  that  anything  that  was  most  agreeable 
to  us  was  most  agreeable  to  him ;  and  began  again : 

"Mr.  James  and  myself  have  been  abroad  with  the  young 
woman,  ever  since  she  left  Yarmouth  under  Mr.  James's 
protection.  We  have  been  in  a  variety  of  places,  and  seen 
a  deal  of  foreign  country.  We  have  been  in  France ,  Switzer^ 
land,  Italy,  in  fact,  almost  all  parts." 

He  looked  at  the  bacl^f  the  seat,  as  if  he  were  addressing 
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himself  io  that;  and  softly  played  upon  it  wkb  hta  haiuls,  as 
if  he  were  striking  chords  upon  a  dumb  piano^ 

''Mr.  James  took  quite  uneommonly  to  the  young  woman; 
and  was  more  settled ,  for  a  length  of  time»  than  I  have  known 
him  to  be  since  I  have  been  in  his  service.  The  young  woman 
was  very  improvable ,  and  spoke  the  languages ;  and  wouldn't 
have  been  known  for  the  same  country-person.  I  noticed  that 
she  waa  much  admired  wherever  we  went." 

Miss  Dartle  put  her  hand  upon  her  side.  I  saw  hiaa  steal 
a  glance  at  her,  and  slightly  smile  to  hinkself. 

''Very  much  admired,  indeed,  the  young  woman  waa« 
What  with  her  dress;  what  mth.  the  air  and  sun;  what  with 
being  made  so  much  of;  what  with  this,  that,  andtbeotlier; 
her  merits  really  attracted  general  notice." 

He  made  a  short  pause.  Her  eyes  wandered  restleasly 
over  the  distant  prospeot»  and  she  bit  her  nether  lip  to  stop 
that  busy  mouth. 

Taking  his  hands  from  the  seat,  and  placing  one  of  them 
within  the  other,  as  he  settled  himself  on  one  leg,  Mr.  lit- 
timer  proceeded,  with  his  eyes  cast  down,  andhia  respectable 
head  a littie  advanced,  and  a  little  on  one  side: 

*'  The  young  woman  went  on  in  this  manner  for  some  time, 
being  occasionally  low  in  her  spirits,  until  I  think  she  began 
to  weary  Mr.  James  by  giving  way  to  her  low  spirits  and 
tempers  of  that  kind;  and  things  were  not  so  comfortable. 
Mr.  James  he  began  to  be  restless  again.  The  more  reetiess 
he  got,  the  worse  she  got;  and  I  must  say,  for  myself,  that 
I  had  a  very  diil&cult  time  of  it  indeed  between  the  two.  Still 
matters  were  patched  up  here,  and  made  good  there,  over 
and  over  again;  and  altogether  lasted,  I  am  sure,  for  a  longer 
time  than  anybody  could  have  expected." 

Recalling  her  eyes  froni  the  distance,  she  looked  at  me 
again  now,  with  her  former  air.    Mr.  Littimer,  dealing  his 
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throat  beliind  bis  hand  with  a  respectable  short  cough, 
changed  legs,  and  went  on: 

'*At  last,  when  there  had  been,  upon  the  whole,  a  good 
many  words  and  reproaches,  Mr.  James  he  set  off  one  morn- 
ing, from  the  neighbourhood  of  Naples ,  where  we  had  a  villa 
(the  young  woman  being  very  partial  to  the  sea),  and,  under 
pretence  of  coming  back  in  a  day  or  so ,  left  it  in  charge  with 
me  to  break  it  out,  that,  for  the  general  happiness  of  all  con- 
cerned, he  was  "  —  here  an  interruption  of  the  short  cough  — 
"gone.  But  Mr.  James,  I  must  say,  certainly  did  behave 
extremely  honourable ;  for  he  proposed  that  the  young  woman 
should  marry  a  very  respectable  person,  who  was  fully  pre- 
pared to  overlook  the  past,  and  who  was ,  at  least,  as  good  as 
anybody  the  young  woman  could  have  aspired  toin  a  regular 
way :  her  connexions  being  very  common.*' 

He  changed  legs  again,  and  wetted  his  lips.  I  was  con- 
vinced that  the  scoundrel  spoke  of  himself,  and  I  saw  my 
conviction  reflected  in  Miss  Dartle^s  face. 

"This  I  also  had  it  in  charge  to  communicate.  I  was 
willing  to  do  anything  to  relieve  Mr.  James  from  his  difficulty, 
and  to  restore  harmony  between  himself  and  an  affectionate 
parent,  who  has  undergone  so  much  on  his  account.  There- 
fore I  undertook  the  commission.  The  young  woman's 
violence  when  she  came  to,  afler  I  broke  the  fact  of  his 
departure,  was  beyond  all  expectations.  She  was  quite  mad, 
and  had  to  be  held  by  force;  or,  if  she  couldn't  have  got  to 
a  knife,  or  got  to  the  sea,  she  'd  have  beaten  her  head  against 
the  marble  floor.*' 

Miss  Dartle,  leaning  back  upon  the  seat,  with  a  light  of 
exultation  in  her  face,  seemed  almost  to  c^ess  the  sounds 
this  fellow  had  uttered. 

'*But  when  I  came  to  the  second  part  of  what  had  been 
entrusted  to  me,*'   said  Mr.  Littimer,   rubbing  his  hands 
David  Copperfield.  111.  11 
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uneaaily^  "which  anybodj  might  have  sapposed  would  have 
been,  at  all  events,  appreciated  aa  a  kind  intention,  then 
the  young  woman  came  out  in  her  true  colours.  A  more 
outrageous  person  I  never  did  see.  Her  conduct  was  sur- 
prisingly bad.  She  had  no  more  gratitude,  no  more  feeling, 
no  more  patience,  no  more  reason  in  her,  than  a  stock  or  a 
stone.  l£  I  hadn't  been  upon  my  guard,  I  am  convinced  she 
would  have  had  my  blood.*' 

"I  think  the  better  of  her  for  it,*'  said  I,  indignantly. 

Mr.  Littimer  bent  kis  head,  as  much  as  to  say,  *'Iadeed» 
Sir?    But  you're  young  I"  and  resumed  his  narrative. 

"It  was  necessary,  in  short,  for  a  time,  to  take  away 
everything  nigh  her,  that  she  could  do  herself,  or  anybody 
else,  an  injury  with,  and  to  shut  her  up  close.  Notwith- 
standing which,  she  got  out  in  the  night;  forced  the  lattice 
of  a  window,  that  I  had  nailed  up  myself;  dropped  on  a  vine 
that  was  trailed  below;  and  never  has  been  seen  or  heard  c^ 
to  my  knowledge,  since." 

"She  is  dead,  perhaps,"  said  Miss  Dartle,  with  &  smile, 
as  if  she  could  have  spumed  the  body  of  the  ruiaed  girL 

"She  may  have  drownded  herself.  Miss,"  returned  Mr. 
Littimer,  catching  at  an  excuse  for  addressing  himself  to 
somebody.  "It  's  very  possible.  Or,  she  may  have  had 
assistance  from  the  boatmen,  and  the  boatmen's  wives  and 
children.  Being  given  to  low  company,  she  was  very  much 
in  the  habit  of  talking  to  them  on  the  beach ,  Miss  Dartle,  and 
sitting  by  their  boats.  I  have  known  her  do  it,  when  Mr. 
James  has  been  away,  whole  days.  Mr.  James  was  far  from 
pleased  to  find  out,  once,  that  she  had  told  the  children  she 
was  a  boatman's  daughter,  and  that  in  her  own  country,  long 
ago,  she  had  roamed  ftb  out  the  beach,  like  them." 

Oh,  Emily  1  Unhappy  beauty!  What  a  picture  rose  be- 
fore me  of  her  sitting  on  the  far-offshore,  among  the  chUdreD 
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Uke  henelf  when  she  was  innocent,  listening  to  little  Toicei 
such  as  might  have  Called  her  Mother  had  she  been  a  poov 
num's  Tdfe;  and  to  the  great  voice  of  the  sea,  with  its  eternal 
"Nervermorel"  *^ 

"When  it  was  clear  that  nothing  conld  be  done,  Miss 
Dartle— " 

"  Did  I  tell  you  not  to  speak  to  me  ?  **  she  said ,  with  stem 
eontemptk 

'^  Yoo  spoke  to  me,  Miss,*'  he  replied.    *'I  beg  ^our  par** 
doB«    But  it  *0  my  service  to  obey . " 

''Do  your  service,**  she  returned*  ''Finish  your  story, 
and  go  I*' 

**  When  it  wai  clear,"  he  said,  with  infinite  respectability, 
And  am  obedient  bow,  "that  she  was  not  to  be  found,  I  went 
to  Mr.  James,  at  the  place  where  k  bad  been  agned  that  £ 
should  write  to  him,  and  informed  him  of  what  had  occurred.^ 
Words  passed  between  us  in  consequence,  and  I  f^lt  it  due  to 
my  oharseter  to  leave  him.  I  could  beiUr,  and  I  have  borne, 
a^great  deal  from  Mr.  James ;  but  he  msulted  me  too  far.  He 
hurt  me.  Knowing  the  unfortunate  difference  between  hun- 
8^1f  and  his  mother,  and  what  her  anxiety  of  mind  was  likely 
^  be ,  I  took  the  liberty  of  coming  home  to  England,  and  re- 
lating—" 

"For  money  which  I  paid  him,'*  said  Miss  Dartle  to  me. 

"Just so.  Ma'am  -^  and  relating  what  I  knew.  I  am  not 
tfware,"  said  Mr.  Littimer,  afVer  a  moment's  reflection,  "  that 
tiiefQ  is  anything  else.  I  am  at  present  out  of  employment, 
and  shotdd  be  happy  to  meet  with  a  respectable  situation." 

Miss  Dartle  glanced  at  me,  as  though  she  would  inquire  if 
tlhere  w«re  anything  that  I  desired  to  ask.^  As  there  was  some- 
thing which  had  occurred  to  my  mind ,  I  said  in  reply: 

"I  oould  wish  to  know  from  this—  creature,"  I  could  not 
bring  myself  to  utter  any  more  conciliatory  word,  "whether 
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they  intercepted  a  letter  that  was  written  to  her  from  home, 
or  whether  he  sapposes  that  she  received  it.** 

He  remained  calm  and  silent,  with  his  eyes  fixed  on  the 
ground,  ifnd  the  tip  of  every  finger  of  his  right  hand  delicately 
poised  against  the  tip  of  every  finger  of  his  left. 

Miss  Dartle  turned  her  head  disdainfully  towards  him. 

''I  beg  your  pardon,  Miss,**  he  said,  awakening  from  his 
abstraction,  "but,  however  submissive  to  you,  I  have  my  po- 
sition, though  a  servant.  Mr.  Copperfield  and  you,  Miss,  are 
difierent  people.  K  Mr.  Copperfield  wishes  to  know  anything 
from  me,  I  take  the  liberty  of  reminding  Mr.  Copperfield  that 
he  can  put  a  question  to  me.    I  have  a  character  to  maintain.'* 

After  a  momentary  struggle  with  myself,  I  turned  my  eyes 
upon  him,  and  said,  '*  You  have  heard  my  question.  Consider 
it  addressed  to  yourself,  if  yon  choose.  What  answer  do  yon 
make?** 

'*Sir,**  he  rejoined,  with  an  occasional  separation  and  re- 
union of  those  delicate  tips,  "my  answer  must  be  qualified; 
because,  to  betray  Mr.  James*s  confidence  to  his  mother,  and 
to  betray  it  to  you ,  are  two  difierent  actions.  It  is  not  proba- 
ble ,  I  consider,  that  Mr.  James  would  encourage  the  receipt 
of  letters  likely  to  increase  low  spirits  and  unpleasantness ;  bnt 
farther  than  that,  Sir,  I  should  wish  to  avoid  going.*' 

*' Is  that  all?  **  inquired  Miss  Dartle  of  me. 

I  indicated  that  I  had  nothing  more  to  say.  ''Except,"  I 
added,  as  I  saw  him  moving  ofi*,  "that  I  understand  this  fellow's 
part  in  the  wicked  story,  and  that,  as  I  shall  make  it  known  to 
the  honest  man  who  has  been  her  father  from  her  childhood, 
I  would  recommend  him  to  avoid  going  too  much  into  public" 

He  had  stopped  the  moment  I  began,  and  had  listened  with 
his  usual  repose  of  manner. 

"Thank  you  ^  Sir.  But  you '11  excuse  me  if  I  say,  Sir,  that 
there  are  neither  slaves  nor  slave-drivers  in  this  conntxy ,  and 
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that  people  are  not  aUowed  to  take  the  law  into  their  own 
hands.  If  they  do,  it  is  more  to  their  own  peril,  I  believe, 
than  to  other  people*8.  Consequently  speaking,  I  am  not  at 
all  afraid  of  going  wherever  I  may  wish,  Sir." 

With  that,  he  made  me  a  polite  bow;  and,  with  another  to 
Miss  Dartle,  went  away  through  the  arch  in  the  wall  of  holly 
by  which  he  ha^  come.  Miss  Dartle  and  I  regarded  each 
other  for  a  little  while  in  silence ;  her  manner  being  exactly 
what  it  was ,  when  she  had  produced  the  man. 

"He  says  besides,"  she  observed,  with  a  slow  curling  of 
her  lip,  "  that  his  master ,  as  he  hears ,  is  coasting  Spain ;  and 
this  done,  is  away  to  gratify  his  seafaring  tastes  till  he  is  weary. 
But  that  is  of  no  interest  to  you.  Between  these  two  proud 
persons,  mother  and  son,  there  is  a  wider  breach  than  before, 
and  little  hope  of  its  healing,  for  they  are  one  at  heart,  and 
time  makes  each  more  obstinate  and  imperious.  Neither  is 
this  of  any  interest  to  you ;  but  it  introduces  what  I  wish  to 
say.  This  devil  whom  you  make  an  angel  of,  I  mean  this  low 
girl  whom  he  picked  out  of  the  tide-mud,"  with  her  black 
eyes  full  upon  me,  and  her  passionate  finger  up,  "may  ibe 
alive,  —  for  I  believe  some  common  things  are  hard  to  die.  If 
she  is,  you  will  desire  to  have  a  pearl  of  such  price  found  and 
taken  care  of.  We  desire  that,  too ;  that  he  may  not  by  any 
chance  be  made  her  prey  again.  So  far,  we  are  united  in  one 
interest;  and  that  is  why  I,  who  would  do  her  any  mischief 
that  so  coarse  a  wretch  is  capable  of  feeling,  have  sent  for  you 
•    to  hear  what  you  have  heard." 

I  saw,  by  the  change  in  her  face,  that  some  one  was  ad- 
vancing behind  me.  It  was  Mrs.  Steerforth,  who  gave  me  her 
hand  more  coldly  than  of  yore,  and  with  an  augmentation  of 
her  former  stateliness  of  manner;  but  still,  I  perceived  —  and 
I  was  touched  by  it  —  with  an  ineffaceable  remembrance  of 
my  old  love  for  her  son.    She  was  greatly  altered.    Her  fine 
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marked,  and  h^r  hair  was  almost  white.  B^it  when  the  sal 
down  on  the  ^at,  she  wae  a  handsome  lady  ftiU;  and  well  I 
knew  the  bright  eye  with  its  lofty  look,  that  had  bean  a  tight 
in  my  very  dreams  at  school. 

"Is  Mr.  Copperfield  informed  of  everything,  Bosa?" 

"Yes." 

"And  has  he  heard  Littimer  himself?*' 

"  Yes ;  I  have  told  him  why  you  wished  it" 

"You  are  a  good  girl.  I  have  had  some  slight  correspon- 
dence with  your  former  friend,  Sir,'*  addressing  me,  "but it 
has  not  restored  his  sense  of  duty  or  natural  obligation. 
Therefore  I  have  no  other  object  in  this,  than  what  Rosa  has 
mentioned.  If,  by  the  course  which  may  relieve  the  mind  of 
the  decent  man  you  brought  here  (for  whom  I  am  sorry  —  I 
can  say  no  more),  my  son  may  be  saved  from  again  faUing  into 
the  snares  of  a  designing  enemy,  well! " 

She  drew  herself  up,  and  sat  looking  straight  before  her, 
far  away«  « 

"Madam,"  I  said  respectfully,  "I  understand.  I  assure 
yon  I  am  in  no  danger  of  putting  any  strained  construction  on 
your  moUves.  >But  I  must  say,  even  to  yom,  having  known 
this  injured  family  from  childhood,  that  if  you  suppose  the 
girl,  so  deeply  wronged,  has  not  been  cruelly  deluded,  aad 
would  not  rather  die  a  hundred  deaths  than  take  a  cup  of  water 
from  your  son's  hand  now,  you  cherish  a  terrible  mistake." 

"Well,  Eoaa,  welll"  said  Mrs.  Steerforth,  as  the  otiier 
was  about  to  int<«-pose ,  "it  is  aq  maimer.  X^et  it  be.  You  are 
married,  Sir,  I  am  told?" 

I  answered  that  I  h^  been  some  time  marned. 

"  And  are  doing  well?  I  hear  litde  in  the  quiet  life  I  Urnd, 
but  I  understand  you  are  be|;inning  to  be  famous." 
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"Ihsv^beenToryfortimate,"  I  said,  ^*attd  find  my  name 
oonneeted  irith  some  praise/* 

<*Ton  have  no  mother?  *'  —  in  a  softened  Toice. 

"No." 

"It  is  a  pity,"  she  returned.  "5he  wonld  have  been  proud 
of  yon.    Good  night  1 " 

I  took  the  hand  she  held  out  with  a  dignified ,  unbending 
air,  and  it  was  as  calm  in  mine  as  if  her  breastjiad  been  at 
peace.  Her  pride  could  still  its  very  pulses  it  appeared,  and 
draw  the  placid  veil  before  her  face,  through  which  she  sat 
looking  straight  before  her  on  the  far  distance. 

As  I  moved  away  from  them  along  the  terrace ,  I  could  not 
help  observing  how  steadily  they  both  sat  gazing  on  the  pro- 
spect, and  how  it  thickened  and  closed  around  them.  Here 
and  there,  some  early  lamps  were  seen  to  twinkle  in  the  distant 
city;  and  in  the  eastern  quarter  of  the  sky  the  lurid  light  still 
hovered.  But,  from  the  greater  part  of  the  broad  valley  inter- 
posed, a  nnst  was  rising  like  a  sea,  which,  mingling  with  the 
darkness,  made  it  seem  as  if  the  gathering  waters  would  en- 
compass them.  I  have  reason  to  remember  this ,  and  think  of 
it  with  awe;  for  before  I  looked  upon  those  two  again,  a 
stormy  sea  had  risen  to  their  feet. 

Reflecting  on  what  had  been  thus  told  me,  I  felt  it  right 
that  it  should  be  communicated  to  Mr.  Feggotty.  On  the  fol- 
lowing evening  I  went  into  London  in  quest  of  him.  Ho  was 
always  wandering  about  from  place  to  place,  with  his  one  ob- 
ject of  recovering  his  niece  before  him ;  but  was  more  in  Lon- 
don than  elsewhere.  -  Often  and  often,  now,  had  I  seen  him 
in  the  dead  of  night  passing  along  the  streets ,  searching, 
among  the  few  who  loitered  out  of  doors  at  those  untimely 
hours ,  for  what  he  dreaded  to  find. 

He  kept  a  lodging  over  the  little  chandler's  riiopin  Hunger- 
ford  Market;  which  I  have  had  occasion  to  mention  more  than 
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once,  and  from  which  he  first  went  forth  upon  his  errand  of 
mercy.  Hither  I  directed  my  walk.  On  making  inquiry  for 
him ,  I  learned  from  the  people  of  the  house  that  he  had  not 
gone  out  yet,  and  I  should  find  him  in  his  room  up-stairs. 

He  was  sitting  reading  by  a  window  in  which  he  kept  a  few 
plants.  The  room  was  very  neat  and  orderly.  I  saw  in  a  mo- 
ment that  it  was  always  kept  prepared  for  her  reception,  and 
that  he  never  went  out  but  he  thought  it  possible  he  might 
bring  her  home.  He  had  not  heard  my  tap  at  the  door,  and 
only  raised  his  eyes  when  I  laid  my  hand  upon  his  shoulder. 

"Mas'rDayyl  Thankee,  Sir!  thankee  hearty,  for  this 
visit  1    Sit  ye  down.    You  're  kindly  welcome,  Sir  I " 

"  Mr.  Feggotty,"  said  I,  taking  the  chair  he  handed  me, 
''  don't  expect  much!    I  have  heard  some  news." 

"OfEm'ly!" 

He  put  his  hand,  in  a  nervous  manner,  on  his  mouth ,  and 
turned  pale,  as  he  fixed  his  eyes  on  mine. 

**  It  gives  no  clue  to  where  she  is ;  but  she  is  not  with  him.*' 

He  sat  down,  looking  intently  at  me,  and  listened  in  pro- 
found silence  to  all  I  had  to  tell.  I  well  remember  the  sense  of 
dignity,  beauty  even,  with  which  the  patient  gravity  of  his 
face  impressed  me,  when,  having  gradually  removed  his  eyes 
from  mine,  he  sat  looking  downward,  leaning  his  forehead  on 
his  hand.  He  offered  no  interruption,  but  remained  through- 
out perfectly  still.  He  seemed  to  pursue  her  figure  through 
the  narrative,  and  to  let  every  other  shape  go  by  him,  as  if  it 
were  nothing. 

When  I  had  done,  he  shaded  his  face,  and  continued  silent. 
I  looked  out  of  the  window  for  a  little  while,  and  occupied 
myself  with  the  plants. 

'*How  do  you  fare  to  feel  about  it,  Mas'r  Davy?"  he  in- 
quired at  length. 

*'  I  think  that  she  is  living  ,'*  I  replied. 
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«Idoen*tknow.  Maybe  the  first  shock  was  too  rough,  and 
in  the  wildness  of  her  art  -^I  That  there  blue  water  as  she 
used  to  speak  on.  Could  she  ha^e  thowt  o'  that  so  many  year^ 
because  it  was  to  be  her  grave  1  '* 

He  said  this,  musing,  in  a  low,  frightened  voice;  and 
walked  across  the  little  room. 

"And  yet,"  he  added,  " Mas *r  Davy,  I  have  felt  so  sure  as 
she  was  living  —  I  have  knowM,  awake  and  sleeping,  as  it  was 
so  trew  that  I  should  find  her  —  I  have  been  so  led  on  by  it, 
and  held  up  by  it  —  that  I  doen't  believe  I  can  have  been  de- 
ceived.   No  I  Em'ly  's  alive ! " 

He  put  his  hand  down  firmly  on  the  table ,  and  set  his  sun* 
burnt  face  into  a  resolute  expression. 

"My  niece,  Em'ly,  is  alive.  Sir  I"  he  said,  stedfastly. 
"  I  doen't  know  wheer  it  comes  from,  or  how  *t  is,  but  /  am  told 
as  she  's  alive  I" 

He  looked  almost  like  a  man  inspired,  as  he  said  it.  I 
waited  for  a  few  moments,  until  he  could  give  me  his  undi- 
vided attention ;  and  then  proceeded  to  explain  the  precau- 
tion, that,  it  had  occurred  to  me  last  night,  it  would  be  wise 
to  take. 

"Now,  my  dear  friend — "  I  began. 

'^Thankee,  thankee,  kind  Sir,'*  he  said,  grasping  my 
hand  in  both  of  his. 

"  If  she  should  make  her  way  to  London,  which  is  likely  — 
for  where  could  she  lose  herself  so  readily  as  in  this  vast  city ; 
and  what  would  she  wish  to  do,  but  lose  and  hide  herself,  if  she 
does  not  go  home?  — " 

"And  she  won't  go  home,"  he  interposed,  shaking  his  head 
mournfully.  "If  she  had  left  of  her  own  accord,  she  might; 
not  as 'twas.  Sir." 

"If  she  should  come  here,"  said  I,  "I  believe  there  is  one 
person,  here,  more  likely  to  discover  her  than  any  other  in  the 
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world.    Do  you  remember  —  hear  wkat  I  fay,  with  fbrtitade 
—  think  of  your  great  object  I  —  do  you  remember  Martha?  " 

"Of  our  town?" 

I  needed  no  other  answer  than  his  iace. 

*^Do  you  know  that  she  is  in  London?  " 

'*I  have  seen  her  in  the  streets,"  he  answered,  with  a 
shiver. 

"But  you  don*t  know,"  said  I,  "thai  Emily  was  charitable 
to  her,  with  Ham's  help,  long  before  she  fled  from  home.  Nor, 
that,  when  we  met  one  night,  and  spoke  together  in  the  room 
yonder,  over  the  way,  she  listened  at  the  door." 

"Mas'r  Davy?  "  he  replied  'm  astowhiaent.  "That  night 
when  it  snew  so  hard  ?" 

"  That  night.  I  hav«  never  seen  her  onee.  I  went  back, 
afler  parting  from  you,  to  speak  to  her,  but  she  was  gone.  I 
was  unwilling  to  mention  her  to  you  then,  and  I  am  now;  but 
sh^  is  the  person  of  whom  I  apeak,  and  with  ^om  I  think  we 
should  c(unmunioate.    Do  yon  nndenrtaad ? ' * 

"Too  well.  Sir,"  he  replied.  We  had  sonk  our  Toleei, 
almost  to  a  whisper,  and  continued  to  speak  in  that  tone. 

"  You  say  you  have  seen  hec.  Do  you  think  that  you  could 
find  her?  I  could  only  hope  to  do  eo  by  ohanoe." 

"  I  think,  Mas'r  Davy,  I  know  wheer  to  look." 

"  It  is  dark.  Being  together,  shall  we  go  out  now,  and  try 
to  find  her  to-night?" 

He  assented ,  and  prepared  to  accompany  me.  Without 
appearing  to  observe  what  he  was  doing,  I  saw  how  earefuUy 
he  adjusted  the  little  room,  put  a  candle  ready  and  the  means 
of  lighting  it,  arranged  the  bed,  and  finaDy  took  out  of  a 
drawer  one  of  her  dresses  (I  remembered  to  have  seen  her 
wear  it),  neatly 'folded  with  some  other  garments,  and  a 
bonnet,  which  he  placed  upon  a  chair.    He  made  no  allusion 
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io  iheae  clothes ,  neiiher  did  I.  There  ihey  had  been  waiting 
fbr  her»  many  and  many  a  night,  no  doubt. 

''The  time  was,  Mas V  Davy/'  he  said,  as  we  oamedown 
stairs f  ''when  I  thowt  this  giii,  Martha,  a'most  like  the  dirt 
underneath  my  Em*ly's  feet.  Grod  forgive  me,  there  *s  a  diffe- 
rence now  I 

As  we  went  along,  partly  to  hold  him  in  conversation,  and 
partly  to  satisfy  myself,  I  asked  him  about  Ham.  He  said, 
almost  in  the  same  words  as  formerly,  that  Ham  was  just  the 
same,  "wearing  away  his  life  with  kiender  no  care  nohow  for't; 
but  never  murmuring,  and  liked  by  all.'* 

I  asked  him  what  he  thought  Ham's  state  of  mind  was,  in 
reference  to  the  cause  of  tiieir  misfortunes?  Whether  he  be* 
lieved  it  was  dangerous?  What  he  supposed,  for  example. 
Ham  would  do,  if  he  and  Steerforth  ever  should  encounter? 

"I  doen't  know,  Sir,"  he  replied.  "I  have  thowt  of  it 
oftentimes,  but  I  can't  arrize  myself  of  it,  no  matters." 

I  recalled  to  his  remembrance  the  morning  after  her  de- 
parture, when  we  were  all  three  on  the  beach.  '^Do  yon  re- 
collect,"  said  I,  "a  certain  wild  way  in  which  he  looked  out  to 
sea,  and  spoke  about  'the  end  of  it.'  *^ 

"Sure  I  do!"  said  he. 

"What  do  you  suppose  he  meant?  " 

"Mas'r  Davy,"  he  replied,  "I  've  put  the  question  to  myself 
a  Bkort  o'  times ,  and  never  found  no  answer.  And  theer  's 
one  ourous  thing  —  that,  though  he  is  so  pleasant,  I  wouldn't 
fare  to  feel  comfortable  to  try  and  get  his  mind  upon  't.  He 
never  said  a  wured  to  me  as  wam't  as  dootiful  as  dootiful  could 
be,  and  it  ain't  likely  as  he  'd  begin  to  speak  any  other  ways 
now ;  but  it 's  fur  from  being  fleet  water  in  his  mind,  where 
them  thowts  lays.    It 's  deep ,  Sir,  and  I  can't  see  down." 

"You  are  right,"  said  I,  "and  that  has  sometimes  made 
me  anxious." 
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"And  me  too,  Mas'rDayy,"  he  rejoined.  ''Even  more 
BO,  I  do  asflare  you,  than  his  ventersome  ways,  though  both 
belongs  to  the  alteration  in  him.  I  doen*t  know  as  he  *d  do 
violence  under  any  circumstarnces,  but  I  hope  as  them  two 
may  be  kep  asunders.'* 

We  had  come,  through  Temple  Bar,  into  the  city.  Con- 
▼ersing  no  more  now,  and  walking  at  my  side,  he  yielded  him- 
self up  to  the  one  aim  of  his  devoted  life,  and  went  on,  with 
that  hushed  concentration  of  his  faculties  which  would  have 
made  his  figure  solitary  in  a  multitude.  We  were  not  far  from 
Blackfriars  Bridge,  when  he  turned  his  head  and  pointed  to 
a  solitary  female  figure  flitting  along  the  opposite  side  of  the 
street.    I  knew  it,  readily,  to  be  the  figure  that  we  sought. 

We  crossed  the  road,  and  were  pressing  on  towards  her, 
when  it  occurred  to  me  that  she  might  be  more  disposed  to  feel 
a  woman^s  interest  in  the  lost  girl,  if  we  spoke  to  her  in  a 
quieter  place,  aloof  from  the  crowd,  and  where  we  should  be 
less  observed.  I  advised  my  companion,  therefore ,  that  we 
should  not  address  her  yet,  but  follow  her;  consulting  in  thist 
likewise,  an  indistinct  desire  I  had,  to  know  where  she  went. 

He  acquiescing,  we  followed  at  a  distance:  never  losing 
sight  of  her,  but  never  caring  to  come  very  near,  as  she  fre- 
quently looked  about.  Once,  she  stopped  to  listen  to  a  band 
of  music;  and  then  we  stopped  too. 

She  went  on  a  long  way.  Still  we  went  on.  It  was  evi- 
dent, from  the  manner  in  which  she  held  her  course,  that  she 
was  going  to  some  fixed  destination ;  and  this,  and  her  keep- 
ing in  the  busy  streets,  and,  I  suppose  the  strange  fascina- 
tion in  the  secresy  and  mystery  of  so  following  any  one,  made 
me  adhere  to  my  first  purpose.  At  length  she  turned  into  a 
dull,  dark  street,  where  the  noise  and  crowd  were  lost;  and  I 
said,  "We  may  speak  to  her  now;^'  and^  mending  our  pace^ 
we  went  after  her. 


CHAPTER  X. 

Marlha. 

We  yere  now  down  in  Westminster.  We  had  torned  back 
to  follow  her,  having  encountered  her  coming  towards  Qs ;  and 
Westminster  Abbey  was  the  point  at  which  she  passed  from 
the  lights  and  noise  of  the  leading  streets.  She  proceeded  so 
quickly,  when  she  got  free  of  the  two  currents  of  passengers 
setting  towards  and  from  the  bridge,  that,  between  this  and 
the  advance  she  had  of  us  when  she  struck  off,  we  were  in  the 
narrow  water-side  street  by  Millbank  before  we  came  up  with 
her.  At  that  moment  she  crossed  the  road,  as  if  to  avoid  the 
footsteps  that  she  heard  so  close  behind;  and,  without  look- 
ing back,  passed  on  even  more  rapidly. 

A  glimpse  of  the  river  through  a  dull  gateway,  where  some 
waggons  were  housed  for  the  night,  seemed  to  arrest  my  feet. 
1  touched  my  companion  without  speaking,  and  we  both  for- 
bore to  cross  after  her,  and  both  followed  on  that  opposite  side 
of  the  way;  keeping  as  quietly  as  we  could  in  the  shadow  of 
the  houses,  but  keeping  yery  near  her. 

There  was,  and  is  when  I  write,  at  the  end  of  that  low-lying 
street,  a  dilapidated  little  wooden  building,  probably  an  ob- 
solete old  ferry-house.  Its  position  is  just  at  that  point  where 
the  street  ceases,  and  the  road  begins  to  lie  between  a  row  of 
houses  and  the  river.  As  soon  as  she  came  here ,  and  saw 
the  water,  she  stopped  as  if  she  had  come  to  her  destination ; 
and  presently  went  slowly  along  by  the  brink  of  the  river, 
looking  intently  at  it. 

All  the  way  here,  I  had  supposed  that  she  was  going  to 
Bome  house ;  indeed,  I  had  vaguely  entertained  the  hope  t^ 
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the  house  might  be  in  some  way  associated  with  the  lost  girL 
Baty  that  one  dark  glimpse  of  the  river,  through  the  gateway, 
had  instinctively  prepared  me  for  her  going  no  farther. 

The  neighbourhood  was  a  dreary  ene  at  that  time;  as  op- 
pressive, sad,  and  solitary  by  night,  as  any  about  London. 
There  were  neither  wharves  nor  houses  on  the  melancholy 
waste  of  toad  near  the  great  blank  Prison.  A  skggiA  ditch 
deposited  ita  mud  at  the  prison  walls.  Goarse  grass  and  rank 
weeds  straggled  over  all  tiw  ntaawhy  knd  in  the  vidnity.  In 
one  part,  carcases  of  houses,  inauspicioosly  begun  and  nefver 
finished,  rotted  away.  In  another,  tlie  ground  was  cumbeored 
with  rusty  iron  monsters  of  steatn-boilers,  wheels,  cranks, 
pipes^  fumaees,  paddles,  anchors,  drring-bells^  windmill-sails, 
'  and  I  know  not  i^at  strange  objitots,  aocumdated  by  some 
speculator,  and  grovelling  in  the  dust,  undemeattli  wliich  — 
having  sunk  into^  the  soil  of  their  own  weight  in  wet  weatiier 
— they  had  the  appearance  of  vainly  trying  to  hide  themselves* 
The  dash  and  glare  of  sundry  fiery  Works  upon  tbe  river  side, 
arose  by  night  to  disturb  ev^ything  except  tiie  heavy  and 
unbroken  smoke  that  poured  out  of  their  chimneys.  Slimy 
gaps  and  causeways,  winding  among  old  wooden  piles,  with  a 
sickly  substance  clinging  to  the  latter,  like  green  hair,  and  the 
rags  of  last  year's  handbills  offering  rewards  for  drowned  men 
fluttering  above  high-water  mai^,  led  down  through  the  ooze 
and  slush  to  the  ebb  tide.  There  was  a  story  that  on&c^  the 
pits  dug  for  the  dead  in  the  time  of  the  Great  Plague  was 
hereabout;  and  a  blighting  influence  seemed  tohave  prooeeded 
from  it  over  the  whole  place.  Or  else  it  looked  as  if  it  had 
gradually  decomposed  into  that  nightmare-  condition,  out 
of  the  overflowings  of  th^  polluted  stream* 

As  if  she  were  a  part  of  the  refuse  it  had  cast  out,  and  left- 
to  corruption  and  decay,  the  girl  we  had  followed  strayed 
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down  to  the  river's  brink ,  and  stood  in  the  midst  of  this  night' 
picture,  lonely  and  still,  looking  at  the  water* 

There  were  some  boats  and  barges  astrand  in  the  mad, 
and  these  enabled  us  to  come  within  a  few  yards  of  her  without 
being  seen.  I  then  signed  to  Mr.  Feggotty  to  remain  where 
he  was ,  and  emerged  firom  their  shade  to  speak  to  her.  I  did 
not  approach  her  solitary  figure  without  trembling;  for  this 
gloomy  end  to  her  determined  walk,  and  the  way  in  which  she 
stood,  almost  within  the  cavernous  shadow  of  the  iron  bridge, 
looking  at  the  lights  crookedly  rejected  in  the  strong  tide, 
isflpired  a  dread  within  me. 

I  think  she  was  talking  to  herself.  I  am  sure,  although  ab- 
sorbed in  gating  at  the  water,  that  her  shawl  waa  off  her  shoul- 
ders, and  that  she  was  muffling  her  hands  m  it,  in  an  unsettled 
and  bewildered  way ,  more  like  the  action  of  a  sleep-walker 
tiian  a  waking  person.  I  know,  and  never  can  forget,  that 
t^re  was  that  in  her  wild  manner  which  gave  me  no  assurance 
bat  that  she  would  sink  before  my  eyes,  until  I  had  her  arm 
within  my  grasp. 

At  the  same  moment  I  said  <* Martha  I " 

She  uttered  a  terrified  scream,  and  straggled  with  me  with 
such  strength  that  X  doubt  if  I  could  have  held  her  alone.  But 
a  stronger  hand  than  mine  was  laid  upon  her;  and  when  she 
raised  her  frightened  eyes  and  saw  whose  it  was,  she  made  but 
one  more  effort,  and  dropped  down  between  us.  We  carried 
her  away  from  the  water  to  where  there  were  some  dry  stones, 
and  there  laid  her  down,  crying  and  moaning.  In  a  little  while 
she  sat  among  the  stones,  holding  her  wretched  head  with  both 
her  hands. 

"  Oh ,  the  rivex'!  *'  she  cried  passionately.  *'  Oh,  the  river !  ** 

<<Hush,  hushl '*  said  I.    ''Calm  yourself.'* 

But  she  still  repeated  the  same  words,  continually  exclaim- 
ing, *'0h,  the  river!"  over  and  over  again. 
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*<I  know  it's  like  xnel "  she  exclaimed.  '*I  know  that  I 
belong  to  it.  I  know  that  it  *8  the  natural  company  of  such  as 
I  am !  It  comes  from  country  places,  where  there  was  once  no 
harm  in  it  —  and  it  creeps  through  the  dismal  streets,  defiled 
and  miserable  —  and  it  goes  away,  like  my  life,  to  a  great  sea, 
that  is  always  troubled  —  and  I  feel  that  I  must  go  with  it  I  *' 

I  have  never  known  what  despair  was,  except  in  the  tone 
of  those  words. 

*'  I  can't  keep  away  from  it.  I  can't  forget  it«  It  haunts 
me  day  and  night.  It 's  the  only  thing  in  all  the  world  that 
I  am  fit  for ,  or  that  *s  fit  for  me.    Oh ,  the  dreadful  river  1  *' 

The  thought  passed  through  my  mind  that  in  the  face  of 
my  companion,  as  he  looked  upon  her  without  speech  or  mo- 
tion, I  might  have  read  his  niece's  history,  if  I  had  known 
nothing  of  it.  I  never  saw,  in  any  painting  or  reality,  horror 
and  compassion  so  impressively  blended.  He  shook  as  if  he 
would  have  fallen;  and  his  hand  —  I  touched  it  with  my  own, 
for  his  appearance  alarmed  me  —  was  deadly  cold. 

^*She  is  in  a  state  of  frenzy,**  I  whispered  to  him.  "She 
will  speak  differently  in  a  little  time.'* 

I  don't  know  what  he  would  have  said  in  answer.  He  made 
some  motion  with  his  mouth,  and  seemed  to  think  he  had 
spoken ;  but  he  had  only  pointed  to  her  with  his  outstretched 
hand. 

A  new  burst  of  crying  came  upon  her  now,  in  which  she 
once  more  hid  her  face  among  the  stones,  and  lay  before  us,  a 
prostrate  image  of  humiliation  and  ruin.  Knowing  that  this 
state  must  pass ,  before  we  could  speak  to  her  with  any  hope, 
I  ventured  to  restrain  him  when  he  would  have  raised  her,  and 
we  stood  by  in  silence  until  she  became  more  tranquil. 

** Martha,"  said  I  then,  leaning  down,  and  helping  her  to 
rise  —  she  seemed  to  want  to  rise  as  if  with  the  intention  of 


177 


going  awaj,  but  she  was  weak,  and  leaned  agiunst  a  boatt 
"Do  you  know  who  this  is,  who  is  with  me?** 

She  said  faintly,  "Yes.** 

"Do  you  know  that  we  have  followed  you  a  long  way  to- 
night?** 

She  shook  her  head.  She  lodked  neither  at  him  nor  at  me, 
but  stood  in  a  humbled  attitude,  holding  her  bonnet  and 
shawl  in  one  hand,  without  appearing  conscious  of  them,  and 
pressing  the  other,  clenched,  against  her  forehead. 

"Are  you  composed  enough,*'  said  I,  "to  speak  on  the 
subject  which  so  interested  you  —  I  hope  Heaven  may  re- 
member it  I  —  that  snowy  night?  '* 

Her  sobs  broke  out  afresh,  and  she  murmured  some  inar- 
ticulate thanks  to  me  for  not  having  driven  her  away  from  the 
door. 

"I  want  to  say  nothing  for  myself,**  she  said,  after  a  few 
moments,  "I  am  bad,  I  am  lost.  I  have  no  hope  at  all. 
But  tell  him,  Sir,'*  she  had  shrunk  away  from  him,  "if  you 
don't  feel  too  hard  to  me  to  do  it,  that  I  never  was  in  any  way 
the  cause  of  his  misfortune.** 

"It  has  never  been  attributed  to  you,**  I  returned,  ear- 
nestly responding  to  her  earnestness. 

"It  was  you,  if  I  don't  deceive  myself,**  she  said,  in  a 
broken  voice,  ".that  came  into  the  kitchen,  the  night  she  took 
such  pity  on  me;  was  so  gentle  to  me;  didn*t  shrink  away 
from  me  like  all  the  rest ,  and  gave  me  such  kind  help !  Was 
it  you.  Sir?'* 

"It  was,"  said  I. 

"I  should  have  been  in  the  river  long  ago,"  she  said, 
glancing  at  it  with  a  terrible  expression,  "  if  any  wrong  to  her 
had  been  upon  my  mind.  I  never  could  have  kept  out  of  it  a 
single  winter's  night,  if  I  had  not  been  free  of  any  share 
in  that  I** 
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*^Tbe  esiaae  of  h«r  fligbt  is  too  well  understood /*  I  said. 
"  You  are  innocent  of  any  part  in  it,  we  thorotigbly  boKeve,  — 
we  know." 

"  Oh  I  might  hare  been  much  the  better  for  her,  if  I  had . 
had  a  better  heart!**  exclaimed  the  girl,  with  most  forlon 
regret ;  **  for  she  was  always  good  to  me  I  She  never  spoke  a 
word  to  me  but  what  was  pleasant  and  right.  Is  it  likely  I 
would  try  to  make  her  what  I  am  myself,  knowing  what  I  am 
myself,  so  well  I  When  I  lost  eyerything  that  makes  life  dear, 
the  worst  of  all  my  thoughts  was  that  I  was  parted  for  erer 
from  her!** 

Mr.  Peggotty,  standing  with  one  hand  on  the  gunwi^e  of 
the  boat,  and  his  eyes  cast  down,  put  his  disengaged  hand  be- 
fore his  face. 

"And  when  I  heard  what  had  happened  before  that  sDOwy 
night,  from  some  belonging  to  our  town,**  cried  Martha,  "the 
bitterest  thought  in  all  my  mind  was,  that  the  pe(^ie  would 
remember  she  once  kept  company  with  me,  and  would  say  I 
had  corrupted  her  I  When,  Heaven  knows,  I  would  have 
died  to  have  brought  back  her  good  name  t  *' 

Long  unused  to  any  self-control ,  the  piercing  agony  of  her 
remorse  and  grief  was  terrible. 

'*To  have  died,  would  not  have  been  much  —  what  can  I 
say?  —  I  would  have  lived!**  sheened.  ''I  would  have  lived 
to  be  old ,  in  the  wretched  streets  —  and  to  wander  about, 
avoided,  in  the  dark — and  to  see  the  day  break  on  the  ghastly 
lines  of  houses,  and  remember  how  the  same  sun  used  to  shine 
into  my  room ,  and  wake  me  once  —  I  would  have  done  even 
that,  to  save  her!'* 

Sinking  on  the  stones,  she  took  soaase  in  each  hand,  and 
clenched  them  up,  as  if  she  would  have  ground  them.  She 
writhed  into  some  new  posture  constantly:  sftiffening  her 
arms,  twisting  them  before  her  face,  as  though  to  shut  out 
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from  her  eyes  tlie  little  light  there  was,  and  drooping  her  head, 
as  if  it  were  heavy  with  insupportable  recollections. 

^What  shaUI  ever  doi"  she  said^  fighting  thus  with  her 
despair.  "How  can  I  go  on  as  I  am,  a  solitary  curse  to  myself, 
a  living  disgrace  to  every  one  I  come  near!**  Suddenly  she 
turned  to  my  companion.  " Stamp  upon  me,  kill  me!  When 
she  was  your  pride,  you  would  have  thought  I  had  done  her 
harm  if  I  had  brushed  against  her  in  the  street.  You  can*t 
believe  —  why  should  you?  ^  a  syllable  that  comes  out  of  my 
lips.  It  would  be  a  burning  shame  upon  you»  even  now,  if 
she  and  I  exchanged  a  word.  I  don't  complain.  I  don't  say 
she  and  I  are  alike  — I  know  there  is  a  long,  long  way  between 
us.  I  only  say,  with  all  my  guilt  and  wretchedness  upon  my 
head,  that  I  am  grateful  to  her  from  my  soul,  and  love  her. 
Oh  don't  think  that  all  the  power  I  had  of  loving  anything,  is 
quite  worn  out!  Throw  me  away,  as  all  the  world  does.  Kill 
me  for  being  what  I  am,  and  having  ever  known  her;  but 
don't  think  that  of  me! " 

He  looked  upon  her,  whUe  she  made  this  supplication,  in  a 
wild  distracted  manner;  and,  when  she  was  silent,  gently 
raised  her. 

"Martha,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty,  "God  forbid  as  I  should 
judge  yon.  Forbid  as  I,  of  all  men,  should  do  that,  mygirll 
You  doen't  know  half  the  change  that 's  come,  in  course  of 
time,  upon  me,  when  you  think  it  likely.  Well!"  he  paused 
a  moment,  then  went  on.  "You  doen't  understand  how  't  is 
that  this  here  gentleman  and  me  has  wished  to  speak  to  you. 
You  doen't  understand  what  't  is  we  has  afore  us.  Listen 
now!" 

His  influence  upon  her  was  complete.  She  stood,  shrink- 
ingly,  before  him,  as  if  she  were  afraid  to  meet  his  eyes;  but 
her  passionate  sorrow  was  quite  hushed  and  mute. 

"  If  you  heerd , "  said  Mr.  Peggotty ,  "  owt  of  what  passed 
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between  Ma8*r  Davy  and  me,  th*  night  when  it  snew  so  hard, 
you  know  as  I  have  been  —  wheer  not  —  far  to  seek  my  dear 
niece.  My  dear  niece,"  he  repeated  steadily.  ''Fur  she's 
more  dear  to  me  now,  Martha,  than  ever  she  was  dear  afore." 

She  put  her  hands  before  her  face ;  but  otherwise  remained 
quiet. 

"I  have  heerd  her  tell,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty ,  "as  you  was 
early  left  fatherless  and  motherless,  with  no  friend  fur  to  take, 
in  a  rough  seafaring  way,  their  place.  Maybe  you  can  guess 
that  if  you  'd  had  such  a  friend ,  you  'd  have  got  into  a  way  of 
being  fond  of  him  in  course  of  time,  and  that  my  niece  was 
kiender  daughter-like  to  me." 

As  she  was  silently  trembling,  he  put  her  shawl  carefully 
about  her,  taking  it  up  from  the  ground  for  that  purpose. 

"Whereby,"  said  he,  "I  know,  both  as  she  would  go  to 
the  wureld*s  furdest  end  with  me ,  if  she  could  once  see  me 
again;  and  that  she  would  fly  to  the  wureld's  furdest  end  to 
keep  off  seeing  me.  For  though  she  ain't  no  call  to  doubt  my 
love,  and  doen't  —  and  doen't,"  he  repeated,  with  a  quiet 
assurance  of  the  truth  of  what  he  said,  "there  *8  shame  steps 
in,  and  keeps  betwixt  us." 

I  read,  in  eveiy  word  of  his  plain  impressive  way  of  de- 
livering himself,  new  evidence  of  his  having  thought  of  this 
one  topic,  in  every  feature  it  presented. 

"According  to  our  reckoning,"  he  proceeded,  "Mas'r 
Davy  's  here,  and  mine,  she  is  like,  one  day,  to  make  her 
own  poor  solitary  course  to  London.  We  believe  —  Mas'r 
Davy ,  me ,  and  all  of  us  —  that  you  are  as  innocent  of  every- 
thing that  has  foefel  her,  as  the  unborn  child.  You  've  spoke 
of  her  being  pleasant,  kind,  and  gentle  to  you.  Bless  her, 
I  knew  she  was!  I  knew  she  always  was,  to  all.  You  're 
thankful  to  her,  and  you  love  her.  Help  us  all  you  can  to 
find  her,  and  may  Heaven  reward  you  I " 
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She  looked  at  him  hastily,  and  for  the  first  time,  as  if  she 
were  doubtfal  of  what  he  had  said. 

"Will  you  trust  me?**  she  asked ,  in  a  low  voice  of  asto- 
nishment. 

"Full  and  free!'*  said  Mr.  Peggotty. 

"To  speak  to  her,  if  I  should  ever  find  her;  shelter  her, 
if  I  have  any  shelter  to  divide  with  her;  and  then,  without 
her  knowledge,  come  to  you,  and  bring  you  to  her?'*  she 
asked  hurriedly. 

We  both  replied  together,  "TesI** 

She  lifted  up  her  eyes,  and  solemnly  declared  that  she 
would  devote  herself  to  this  task,  fervently  and  faithfully. 
That  she  would  never  waver  in  it,  never  be  diverted  from  it, 
never  relinquish  it,  while  there  was  any  chance  of  hope.  If 
she  were  not  true  to  it,  might  the  object  she  now  had  in  life, 
which  bound  her  to  something  devoid  of  evil,  in  its  passing 
away  from  her,  leave  her  more  forlorn  and  more  despairing, 
if  that  were  possible,  than  she  had  been  upon  the  river*s  brink 
that  night;  and  then  might  all  help,  human  and  Divine, 
renounce  her  evermore  I 

She  did  not  raise  her  voice  above  her  breath ,  or  address 
us,  but  said  this  to  the  night  sky;  then  stood  profoundly 
quiet,  looking  at  the  gloomy  water. 

We  judged  it  expedient,  now,  to  tell  her  all  we  knew; 
which  I  recounted  at  length.  She  listened  with  great  attention, 
and  with  a  face  that  often  changed,  but  had  the  same  purpose 
in  all  its  varying  expressions.  Her  eyes  occasionally  filled 
with  tears,  but  those  she  repressed.  It  seemed  as  if  her 
spirit  were  quite  altered,  and  she  could  not  be  too  quiet. 

She  asked,  when  all  was  told,  where  we  were  to  be  com- 
municated with,  if  occasion  should  arise.  Under  a  dull  lamp 
in  the  road,  I  wrote  our  two  addresses  on  a  leaf  of  my  pocket- 
book  ,  which  I  tore  out  and  gave  to  her,  and  which  she  put  in 
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h»  poor  bofom.  I  Mked  her  where  the  Ihred  henelf.  She 
Baidy  afVer  a  pause,  in  no  place  lo«g«  It  iv«t«  better  aot  to 
know. 

Mr.  Peggotty  snggesting  to  me,  in  a  whisper,  what  kad 
already  occurred  to  myself,  I  took  out  my  purse;  but  I  could 
not  prevail  upon  her  to  ecocept  any  money >,  nor  could  I  exact 
any  promise  from  her  that  ehe  would  do  so  at  aoMCher  time. 
I  represented  to  her  that  Mr.  Peggetty  could  not  be  called, 
for  one  in  his  condition,  poor;  and  that  the  idea  of  ter 
engaging  in  this  search,  while  depeotiiiig  On  her  Own  re- 
sources, slioeked  us  both.  Sive  contmued  steadfast.  In  this 
parti oular,  his  inflvence  upon  her  was  equally  powerleaa  with 
mine.    She  gratefully  thanked  him ,  but  remained  ineKor^ile. 

"There  may  be  work  to  be  got,"  she  said.    »*I'lltry." 

'*At  least  take  some  assistance,'*  I  retomed,  ^* until  yon 
hare  tried.'* 

'^I  oould  not  do  what  I  have  promised,  for  money,"  she 
replied.  ^*  I  could  not  take  it ,  if  I  was  starving.  To  give  me 
money  would  be  to  teke  awny  your  trust ,  to  take  away  the  ob- 
ject that  you  have  given  me,  to  take  away  the  only  Ctttoin 
ihaig  that  saves  me  from  the  rrrer." 

"In  the  name  of  the  grest  Judge,"  said  I,  ^'before  whon 
you  and  all  of  us  must  stand  at  his  dread  time,  dieniiss  that 
terrible  idea  I    We  can  all  do  some  good,  ifwewilL" 

She  trembled,  and  her  lip  shook,  and  her  fluse  was  paler, 
as  she  answered: 

'*It  has  been  put  in  your  hearts,  perhaps,  to  save  a  wretched 
creature  for  repentance.  lamafraidtodiii&so;  iteeemstoo 
bold.  If  any  good  should  come  of  me,  I  might  begin  to  hope ; 
for  nothing,  but  harm  has  ever  come  of  my  deeds  yet.  I  am 
to  be  trusted,  for  the  first  time  in  a  long  while,  with  my 
miserable  life,  on  account  of  what  you  have  given  «e  to  try 
for.    I  knew  no  more,  and  I  can  say  no  more.* 
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Again  she  lepreflied  die  tears  that  had  began  to  flow^.aad, 
fmtting  out  her  trembHi^  haad,  and  tonchii^  Mr.  Feggotfy^ 
aa  if  there  were  some  healing  virtue  in  him,  went  awi^  along 
the  desolate  road.  She  had  been  ill,  probably  for  a  long  time. 
I  observed,  upon  that  closer  opportunity  of  observation ,  that 
abe  was  worn  and  haggard,  and  that  her  Bunken  eyes  ex- 
pressed privation  and  endurance. 

We  followed  her  at  a  short  distance,  our  way  lying  in  the 
same  direction,  until  we  came  back  into  the  lighted  and  popu- 
lous streets.  I  had  such  implicit  confidence  in  her  declaration, 
that  I  then  put  it  to  Mr.  Feggotty ,  whether  it  would  not  seem, 
in  the  onset,  like  distrusting  her,  to  follow  her  any  further. 
He  being  of  the  same  miad,  and  equally  reliant  on  her,  we 
suffered  her  to  take  her  own  road,  and  took  oora,  which  was 
towards  Highgate.  He  accompanied  me  a  jgood  part  of  the 
way;  and  when  we  parted,  with  a  prayer  for  the  success  of 
this  fresh  effort,  there  was  a  new  and  thoughtful  compassion 
in  him  that  I  was  at  no  loss  to  interpret. 

It  was  midnight  when  I  arrived  at  home.  I  had  reached 
mf  own  gate  9  and  was  standing  listening  for  the  deep  bell  of 
Saint  Paul's,  the  sound  of  which  I  thought  had  been  borne 
towards  me  among  the  multitude  of  striking  clocks ,  when  I 
was  rather  surprised  to  see  that  the  door  of  my  aunt's  cottage 
was  open,  and  that  a  faint  light  in  the  entry  was  shining  out 
across  the  road. 

Thinking  that  my  aunt  might  have  relapsed  into  one  of  her 
old  alarms,  and  might  be  watching  the  progress  of  some 
imaginary  conflagration  in  the  distance,  I  went  to  speak  to 
her.  It  was  with  very  great  surprise  that  I  saw  a  man  standing 
in  her  little  garden. 

He  had  a  glass  and  bottle  in  his  hand,  and  was  In  the  act 
of  drinking.  I  stopped  short,  among  the  thick  foliage  outside, 
for  the  moon  was  up  now,  though  obscured ;  and  I  lecogniBed.^ 
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the  man  whom  I  had  ouce  supposed  to  be  a  delusion  of  Mr. 
I>ick*8,  and  had  once  encoantered  with  my  aunt  in  the  streets 
of  the  city. 

He  was  eating  as  well  as  drinking,  and  seemed  to  eat  with 
a  hungry  appetite.  He  seemed  curious  regarding  the  cottage, 
too ,  as  if  it  were  the  first  time  he  had  seen  it.  After  stooping 
to  put  the  bottle  on  the  ground,  he  looked  up  at  the  windows, 
and  looked  about;  though  with  a  covert  and  impatient  air, 
as  if  he  was  anxious  to  be  gone. 

The  light  in  the  passage  was  obscured  for  a  moment,  and 
my  aunt  came  out.  She  was  agitated,  and  told  some  money 
into  his  hand.    I  heard  it  chink. 

''What  *s  the  use  of  this?  *'  he  demanded. 

'*  I  can  spare  no  more,"  returned  my  aunt. 

''Then  I  can't  go,"  said  he.  "Here I  You  may  take  it 
back!"     • 

"You  bad  man,**  returned  my  aunt,  with  great  emotion; 
"how  can  you  use  me  so?  But  why  do  I  ask?  It  is  because 
you  know  how  weak  I  am  I  What  have  I  to  do ,  to  free  myself 
for  ever  of  your  visits,  but  to  abandon  you  to  your  deserts?*' 

"  And  why  don't  you  abandon  me  to  my  deserts  ?  '*  said  he. 

"You  ask  me  why  I'*  returned  my  aunt.  "What  a  heart 
you  must  have  1  '* 

He  stood  moodily  rattling  the  money,  and  shaking  his 
head ,  until  at  length  he  said : 

"Is  this  all  you  mean  to  give  me,  then?  " 

"It  is  all  I  can  give  you,"  said  my  aunt.  "You  know  I 
have  had  losses,  and  am  poorer  than  I  used  to  be.  I  have 
told  you  so.  Having  got  it,  why  do  you  give  me  the  pain 
of  looking  at  yoa  for  another  moment,  and  seeing  what  yon 
have  become?" 

"I  have  become  shabby  enough,  if  you  mean  that,"  ha 
f  ud.    "  I  lead  the  life  of  an  owl. " 
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"Yon  stripped  me  of  the  greater  part  of  all  I  ever  had," 
said  my  aunt.  '*  Yoa  closed  my  heart  against  the  whole  world, 
years  and  years.  You  treated  me  falsely,  ungratefully,  and 
cruelly.  Go,  and  repent  of  it.  Don't  add  new  injuries  to 
the  long,  long  list  of  injuries  you  have  done  me  1  '* 

"Aye I"  he  returned.  "It  's  aU  yery  fine!  —  Well!  I 
must  do  the  best  I  can,  for  the  present,  I  suppose." 

In  spite  of  himself,  he  appeared  abashed  by  my  aunt's 
indignant  tears,  and  came  slouching  out  of  the  garden. 
Taking  two  or  three  quick  steps,  as  if  I  had  just  come  up ,  I 
met  him  at  the  gate ,  and  went  in  as  he  came  out.  We  eyed 
one  another  narrowly  in  passing,  and  with  no  favour. 

"Aunt,"  said  I,  hurriedly.  "This  man  alarming  you 
again  1    Let  me  speak  to  him.    Who  is  he  ?  " 

"Child,*'  returned  my  aunt,  taking  my  arm,  "come  in, 
and  don*t  speak  to  me  for  ten  minutes." 

We  sat  down  in  her  little  parlour.  My  aunt  retired  behind 
the  round  green  fan  of  former  days ,  which  was  screwed  on 
the  back  of  a  chair,  and  occasionally  wiped  her  eyes,  for 
about  a  quarter  of  an  hour.  Then  she  came  out,  and  took  a 
seat  beside  me. 

"  Trot ,"  said  my  aunt  ,•  calmly ,  "  it 's  my  husband. " 
"  Your  husband ,  aunt?    I  thought  he  had  been  dead  I " 
"Dead  to  me,"  returned  my  aunt,  "but  living." 
I  sat  in  silent  amazement. 

"Betsey  Trotwood  don*t  look  a  likely  subject  for  the 
tender  passion,"  said  my  aunt,  composedly,  "but  the  time 
was,  Trot,  when  she  believed  in  that  man  most  entirely. 
When  she  loved  him,  Trot,  right  welL  When  there  was  no 
proof  of  attachment  and  affection  that  she  would  not  have 
given  him.  He  repaid  her  by  breaking  her  fortune,  and 
nearly  breaking  her  heart.    So  she  put  all  that  sort  of  "a-^^ 
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meat«  onoe  and  £6r  eyer  in  a  gravei  and  filled  k  «p,  and 
flattened  it  donm." 

^'My  dear,  good  a«nt1  *' 

"I  left  him,*'  my  aunt  proceeded,  laTiog  ker  hand  as 
usual  on  the  Imck  of  laine,  **  generously.  I  may  aay  at  this 
distance  of  time,  Trot,  that  I  left  him  generously.  He  had 
been  so  cruel  to  me ,  that  I  might  have  effected  a  aeparation 
on  easy  terms  for  myself;  but  I  did  not.  He  aoon  made  dacks 
and  drakes  of  whftt  I  gave  him,  sank  lower  and  lower,  marned 
another  woman,  I  beHere,  became  an  adventurer,  a  gandbiler, 
and  a  cheat.  What  he  is  now,  you  see.  But  he  vaa  a  fine- 
looking  man  when  I  married  him,**  said  my  aunt,  with  an 
echo  of  her  old  pride  -and  admiration  in  her  tone ;  "and  I 
believed  him  —  I  was  a  fool  I  -^  to  be  the  soul  of  honour  I  ** 
-    She  gave  my  hand  a  squeeze,  and  shook  her  head. 

"He  is  nothing  to  me  now.  Trot,  —  less  than  nothing. 
But,  sooner  than  have  him  punished  for  his  offences  (aa  he 
woiild  be  if  he  prowled  about  in  this  country) ,  I  give  him  more 
money  than  I  can  aflbrd,  at  intervals  when  he  reappears,  to 
go  away.  I  was  a  fool  when  I  married  him ;  and  I  am  so  far  an 
incurable  fool  on  that  subject,  that,  for  the  sake  of  what  I 
once  believed  him  to  be ,  I  wouldn*t  have  even  this  shadow  of 
my  idle  fancy  hardly  dealt  with.  For  I  was  in  earnest,  Trot, 
if  ever  a  woman  was." 

My  aunt  dtsmiased  the  matter  with  a  he«vy  sigh,  and 
smoothed  her  dress.  ' 

** There,  my  dear!*'  she  said.  ''Now,  you  know  the 
beginning,  middle,  and  end,  and  all  about  tt.  We  wtai't 
mention  the  subject  to  one  anoiiber  any  raiore;  neittier,  of 
course,  will  you  mention  it  to  anybody  elae.  This  is  my 
grumpy,  frumpy  story,  and  we  'U  keep  it  to  ^orselTes,  Trot ! 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

DMneaMo. 

I  LABOtTKED  bard  at  my  book ,  'wrtboirt  alk>inrmg  it  to  mter- 
fere  witb  the  punctual  discharge  of  my  newspaper  duties;  and 
it  came  out  and  was  very  successful.  I  was  not  stunned  by  the 
praise  which  sounded  in  my  ears,  notwithstanding  that  I  was 
keenly  alive  to  it,  and  thought  better  of  my  own  performance, 
I  bave  little  doubt,  than  anybody  else  did.  It  has  always  been 
in  my  obserration  of  buman  nature,  that  a  manwhobas  any 
good  reason  to  believe  in  himself  never  flourishes  bimself  be- 
fore the  faces  of  other  people  in  order  tbat  they  may  believe 
in  him.  For  this  reason,  I  retained  my  modesty  in  very  self- 
respect;  and  the  more  praise  I  got,  the  more  I  tried  to 
deserve. 

It  is  not  my  purpose,  in  tbis  record,  tbougb  in  all  other 
essentials  it  is  my  written  memory,  to  pursue  the  history  of  my 
own  fictions.  They  express  themselves,  and  I  leave  them  to 
themselves.  When  I  refer  to  them ,  incidentally ,  it  is  only  as 
a  part  of  my  progress. 

Having  some  foundation  for  believing,  by  this  time,  that 
nature  and  accident  had  made  me  an  author,  I  pursued  my 
vocation  with  confidence.  Without  such  assurance  I  should 
certainly  bave  left  it  alone ,  and  bestowed  my  energy  on  some 
Dther  endeavour.  I  should  have  tried  to  find  out  what  nature 
eikI  accident  really  had  made  me,  and  to  be  that,  and  no- 
thing else. 

I  bad  been  writing,  in  the  newspaper  and  elsewhere,  so 
prosperously,  that  when  my  new  success  was  acbieved ,  I  con- 
sidered myself  reasonably  entitled  to  escape  from  the  dreary 
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debates.  One  joyful  night,  therefore,  I  noted  down  tbe  music 
of  the  parliamentary  bag-pipes  for  the  last  time,  and  I  have 
never  heard  it  since ;  though  I  still  recognise  the  old  drone  in 
the  newspapers,  without  any  substantial  variation  (except,  per- 
haps, that  there  is  more  of  it),  all  the  livelong  session., 

I  now  write  of  the  time  when  I  had  been  married,  I  sup- 
pose, about  a  year  and  a  half.  After  several  varieties  of  ex- 
periment, we  had  given  up  the  housekeeping  as  a  bad  job. 
The  house  kept  itself,  and  we  kept  a  page.  The  principal 
function  of  this  retainer  was  to  quarrel  with  the  cook;  in 
which  respect  he  was  a  perfect  Whittington,  without  his  cat, 
or  the  remotest  chance  of  being  made  Lord  Mayor. 

He  appears  to  me  to  have  lived  in  a  hail  of  saucepan-lids. 
His  whole  existence  was  a  scuflde.'  He  would  shriek  for  help 
on  the  most  improper  occasions,  —  as ,  when  we  had  a  little 
dinner  party,  or  a  few  friends  in  the  evening,  —  and  would 
come  tumbling  out  of  the  Ilitchen,  with  iron  missiles  flying 
after  him.  We  wanted  to  get  rid  of  him,  but  he  was  very  mocb 
attached  to  us,  and  wouldn't  go.  He  was  a  tearful  boy,  and 
broke  into  such  deplorable  lamentations,  when  a  cessation  of 
our  connexion  waa  hinted  at,  that  we  were  obliged  to  keep 
him.  He  had  no  mother  —  no  anything  in  the  way  of  a  rela- 
tive, that  I  could  discover,  except  a  sister,  who  fled  to  Ame- 
rica the  moment  we  had  taken  him  ofi"  her  hands ;  and  he  be- 
came quartered  on  us  like  a  horrible  young  changeling.  He  bad 
a  lively  perception  of  his  own  unfortunate  state,  and  was  alwaj* 
rubbing  his  eye^  with  the  sleeve  of  his  jacket,  or  stooping  to 
blow  his  nose  on  the  extreme  comer  of  a  little  pocket-hand- 
kerchief, which  he  never  would  take  completely  oat  of  bia 
pocket,  but  always  economised  and  secreted. 

This  unlucky  page,  engaged  in  an  evil  hour  at  eix  pounds 
ten  per  annum,  was  a  source  of  continual  trouble  to  me.  I 
watched  him  as  he  grew  —  and  he  grew  Uke  scarlet  beans  ^ 
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with  painfal  apprehensionfi  of  the  time  when  he  would  begin 
to  shave ;  even  of  the  days  when  he  would  be  bald  or  grey.  I 
saw  no  prospect  oi  ever  getting  rid  of  him;  and,  projecting 
myself  into  the  fature,  used  to  think  what  an  inconvenience  he 
would  be  when  he  was  an  old  man. 

I  never  expected  anything  less,  than  this  unfortunate's 
manner  of  getting  me  out  of  my  difficulty.  He  stole  Dora's 
watch,  which,  like  everything  else  belonging  to  us,  had  no 
particular  place  of  its  own;  and,  converting  it  into  money, 
spent  the  produce  (he  was  always  a  weak-minded  boy)  in  in- 
cessantly riding  up  and  down  between  London  and  Uxbridge 
outside  the  coach.  He  was  taken  to  Bow  Street,  as  well  as  I 
remember,  on  the  completion  of  his  fifteenth  journey;  when 
four-and-sixpence,  and  a  second-hand  fife  which  he  couldn't 
play,  were  found  upon  his  person. 

The  surprise  and  its  consequences  would  have  been  much 
less  disagreeable  to  me  if  he  had  not  been  penitent,  fiut  he 
was  very  penitent  indeed,  and  in  a  peculiar  way  —  not  in  the 
lump,  but  by  instalments.  For  example;  the  day  after  that 
on  which  I  was  obliged  to  appear  against  him,  he  made  certain 
revelations  touching  a  hamper  in  the  cellar,  which  we  believed 
to  be  full  of  wine,  but  which  had  nothing  in  it  except  bottles 
and  corks.  We  supposed  he  had  now  eased  his  mind,  and 
told  the  worst  he  knew  of  the  cook;  but,  a  day  or  two  after- 
wards, his  conscience  sustained  a  new  twinge,  and  he  dis- 
closed how  she  had  a  little  girl,  who,  early  every  morning, 
took  away  our  bread;  and  also  how  he  himself  had  been 
suborned  to  maintain  the  milkman  in  coals.  In  two  or  three 
days  more,  I  was  informed  by  the  authorities  of  his  having  led 
to  the  discovery  of  sirloins  of  beef  among  the  kitchen-stuff, 
and  sheets  in  the  rag-bag.  A  little  while  afterwards,  he  broke 
out  in  an  entirely  new  direction,  and  confessed  to  a  knowledge 
of  burglaiie'^id  intentions  as  to'our  premises ,  on  the  part  of  the 
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poi^boy,  who  ma  immedJAtelx  Uken  up.  I  got  to  be  so 
ashamed  of  bemg  siieh  a  fietim,  that  I  woald  have  giyen  him 
any  money  to  hold  hia  tongue,  or  would  have  offered  around 
bribe  for  his  being  permitted  to  ran  away.  It  was  an  aggra- 
vating circumstance  in  the  case  that  he  had  no  idea  of  this,  bat 
ooneeived  that  he  was  making  me  amends  in  every  new  dis- 
covery: not  to  say,  heaping  obligations  on  my  head. 

At  last  I  ran  away  myself,  whenever  I  saw  an  emissaory  of 
the  police  approaching  with  some  new  intelligence ;  and  Uved 
a  stealthy  life  until  he  was  tried  and  ordered  to  be  transported. 
Even  then  he  couldn't  be  quiet,  but  was  always  writing  us 
letters ;  and  wanted  so  much  to  see  Dora  before  he  went  away^ 
that  Dora  went  to  visit  him,  and  fainted  when  she  found  her- 
self inside  the  iron  bars.  In  short  I  had  no  peace  of  my  life 
until  he  was  expatriated,  and  made  (as  I  afterwards  heard)  a 
shepherd  of,  "up  the  conntiy"  somewhere;  I  have  no  geo- 
graphical idea  where. 

All  this  led  me  into  some  serious  reflections,  and  presented 
our  mistakes  in  a  new  aspect;  as  I  could  not  help  communi- 
cating to  Dora  one  evening,  in  spite  of  my  tendemen 
for  her. 

''My  love,"  said  I,  "it  is  very  painful  to  me  to  think  tixat 
our  want  of  system  and  management,  involves  not  only  our* 
selves  (which  we  have  got  used  to) ,  but  other  people.*' 

"You  have  been  silent  for  a  long  time,  and  now  you  are 
goingto  be  cross  1"  said  Dora. 

"No,  my  dear,  indeed!  Let  me  explain  to  you  what  I 
mean." 

"I  think  I  don't  want  to  know,"  said  Dora. 

"But  I  want  you  to  know,  my  love.    Put  Jip  down." 

Dora  put  his  nose  to  mine,  and  said  "Bohl"  to  drive  my 
seriousness  away;  but,  not  succeeding,  ordered  him  into  his 
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Pagodft,  and  sat  looking  at  me,  with  ber  hands  folded,  and 
a  most  resigned  little  expression  of  countenance. 

''The  fact  is,  my  dear,"  I  began,  "there  is  contagion  in 
us.    We  infect  everyone  about  us." 

It  might  have  gone  on  in  this  figurative  manner ,  if  Dora*s 
face  had  not  admonished  me' that  she  was  wondering  with  all 
her  might  whether  I  was  going  to  propose  any  new  kind  of 
vaccination,  or  other  medical  remedy,  for  this  unwholesome 
state  of  ours.  Therefore  I  checked  myself,  and  made  my 
meaning  plainer. 

"It  is  not  merely,  my  pet,"  said  I,  "that  we  lose  money 
and  comfort,  and  even  temper  sometimes,  by  not  learning  to 
be  more  careful ;  but  that  we  incur  the  serious  responsibility  of 
spoiling  everyone  who  comes  into  our  service,  or  has  any 
dealings  with  us.  I  begin  to  be  afraid  that  the  fault  is  not  en- 
tirely on  one  side,  but  that  these  people  all  turn  out  ill  because 
we  don't  turn  out  very  well  ourselves." 

"Oh,  what  an  accusation,"  exclaimed  Dora,  opening  her 
eyes  wide;  ''to  say  that  you  ever  saw  me  take  gold  watdies I 
Oh!" 

"My  dearest,"  I  remonstrated,  "don't  talk  preposterous 
n<5n8ense  I  Who  has  made  the  least  allusion  to  gold  watches  ? ' ' 

"You  did,"  returned  Dora.  "You  know  you  did.  You 
said  I  hadn't  turned  out  well ,  and  compared  me  to  him." 

"To  whom?-"  I  asked. 

"  To  the  page ,"  sobbed  Dora.  "  Oh ,  you  cruel  feUow ,  to 
compare  your  affectionate  wife  to  a  transported  pagef  Why 
didn't  you  tell  me  your  opinion  of  me  before  we  were  married? 
Why  didn't  you  say,  yon  hard-hearted  thing,  that  you  were 
convinced  I  was  worse  than  a  transported  page?  Oh,  what  a 
dreadful  opinion  to  have  of  me  I    Oh,  my  goodness  I" 

"Now,  Dora,  my  love,"  I  returned,  gently  trying  tore- 
move  the  handkerchief  she  pressed  to  her  eyes,  "this  is  not 
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only  very  ridic!ilo.a8  of  yon,  but  very  wrong.  In  tiie  first  place, 
it  *8  not  true." 

'^Yoa  always  said  he  was  a  story-teller,**  sobbed  Dora. 
"Andnowyousaythesameofmel  Oh,  what  shall  I  do!  What 
shaUIdoI" 

**  My  darling  girl  ,**  I  retorted ,  '*  I  really  must  entreat  yon 
to  be  reasonable,  and  listen  to  what  I  did  say,  and  do  say.  My 
dear  Dora,  unless  we  learn  to  do  our  duty  to  those  whom  we 
employ,  they  will  never  learn  to  do  their  duty  to  us.  I  am 
afraid  we  present  op\)ortunities  to  people  to  do  wrong,  that 
never  ought  to  be  presented.  Even  if  we  were  as  lax  as  we  are, 
in  all  our  arrangements,  by  choice  —  which  we  are  not  —  even 
if  we  liked  it,  and  found  it  agreeable  to  be  so  —  which  we 
donH  —  I  am  persuaded  we  should  have  no  right  to  go  on  in 
this  way.  We  are  positively  corrupting  people.  We  are  bound 
to  think  of  that.  I  can't  help  thinking  of  it,  Dora.  It  is  a  le- 
fledtion  I  am  unable  to  dismiss,  and  it  sometimes  makes  me 
very  uneasy.  There,  dear,  that 's  all.  Come  now  I  Don't  be 
foolish!*' 

Dora  would  not  allow  me,  for  a  longtime,  to  remove  the 
handkerchief.  She  sat  sobbing  and  murmuring  behind  it,  tiiat, 
if  I  was  uneasy,  why  had  I  ever  been  married?  W*hy  hadn't  I 
said,  even  the  day  before  we  went  to  church,  that  I  knew  I 
should  be  uneasy ,  and  I  would  rather  not?  If  I  couldn't  bear 
her,  why  didn't  I  send  her  away  to  her  aunts  at  Putney,  or  to 
Julia  Mills  in  India?  Julia  would  be  glad  to  see  her,  and  would 
not  call  her  a  transported  page ;  Julia  never  had  called  her 
anything  of  the  sort.  In  short,  Dora  was  so  afflicted ,  and  so 
*  afflicted  me  by  being  in  that  condition,  that  I  felt  it  vras  of  no 
use  repeating  this  kind  of  effort,  though  never  so  mildly,  and 
I  must  take  some  other  course. 

What  other  course  was  left  to  take !  To  ^'form  her  mind?  *^ 
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This  was  a  common  phrase  of  words  which  had  a  fur  and  pro* 
mising  sound,  and  I  resolved  to  form  Dora*s  mind, 

I  began  immediately.  '\Mien  Dora  was  very  childish,  and 
I  would  have  infinitely  preferred  to  humour  her,  I  tried  to  be 
grave  —  and  disconcerted  her,  and  myself  too.  I  talked  to 
her  on  the  subjects  which  occupied  my  thoughts ;  and  I  read 
Shakespeare  to  her  —  and  fatigued  her  to  the  last  degree.  I 
accustomed  myself  to  giving  her,  as  it  were  quite  casually, 
little  scraps  of  useful  information,  or  sound  opinion  —  and  she 
started  from  them  when  I  let  them  off,  as  if  they  )iad  been 
crackers.  No  matter  how  incidentally  or  naturally  I  endea- 
voured to  form  my  little  wife's  mind,  I  could  not  help  seeing 
that  she  always  had  an  instinctive  perception  of  what  I  was 
about,  and  became  a  prey  to  the  keenest  apprehensions.  In 
particular,  it  was  clear  to  me,  that  she  thought  Shakespeare 
a  terrible  fellow.    The  formation  went  on  very  slowly. 

I  pressed  Traddles  into  the  service  without  his  knowledge ; 
and  whenever  he  came  to  see  us,  exploded  my  mines  upon  him 
for  the  edification  of  Dora  at  second  hand.  The  amount  of 
practical  wisdom  I  bestowed  upon  Traddles  in  this  manner 
was  immense,  and  of  the  best  quality;  but  it  had  no  other 
effect  upon  Dora  than  to  depress  her  spirits ,  and  make  her  al- 
ways nervous  with  the  dread  that  it  would  be  her  turn  next. 
I  found  myself  in  the  condition  of  a  schoolmaster,  a  trap,  a  pit- 
fall; of  always  playing  spider  to  Dora's  fly,  and  always  poun- 
cing out  of  my  hole  to  her  infinite  disturbance. 

Still,  looking  forward  through  this  intermediate  stage,  to 
the  time  when  there  should  be  a  perfect  sympathy  between 
Dora  and  me,  and  when  I  should  have  ''formed  her  mind"  to 
my  entire  satisfaction,  I  persevered,  even  for  months.  Finding 
at  last ,  however,  th^,  although  I  had  been  all  this  time  a  very 
porcupine  or  hedgehog,  bristling  all  over  with  determinatioi 
David  Copperfield.  Ill  i3 
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I  had  effected  nothing,  it  began  to  occur  to  me  that  perhaps 
Dora*8  mind  was  already  formed. 

On  farther  consideration  this  appeared  so  likely,  that  I 
abandoned  my  scheme ,  which  had  had  a  more  promising  ap- 
pearance in  words  than  in  action ;  resolving  hencefortii  to  be 
satisfied  with  my  child- wife ,  and  to  try  to  change  her  into  no- 
thing else  by  any  process.  I  was  heartily  tired  of  being  saga- 
cious and  prudent  by  myself,  and  of  seeing  my  darling  under 
restraint;  so,  Iboughtaprettypairof  ear-rings  for  her,  and 
a  collar  for  Jip,  and  went  home  one  day  to  make  myself 
agreeable. 

Dora  was  delighted  with  the  little  presents,  and  kissed  me 
joyfully ;  but ,  there  was  a  shadow  between  us ,  however  slight, 
and  I  had  made  up  my  mind  that  it  should  not  be  there.  If 
there  must  be  such  a  shadow  anywhere,  I  would  keep  it  for  the 
future  in  my  own  breast. 

I  sat  down  by  my  wife  on  the  sofa,  and  put  the  ear-rings  in 
her  ears ;  and  then  J  told  her  that  I  feared  we  had  not  been 
quite  as  good  company  lately,  as  we  used  to  be,  and  that  the 
fault  was  mine.  Which  I  sincerely  felt,  and  which  indeed 
it  was. 

"The  truth  is,  Dora,  my  life,**  I  said ;  "I  have  been  trying 
to  be  wise." 

**And  to  make  me  wise  too,**  said  Dora,  timidly.  **  Haven't 
you,  Doady?** 

I  nodded  assent  to  the  pretty  inquiry  of  the  raised  eye- 
brows ,  and  kissed  the  parted  lips. 

"It  *s  of  not  a  bit  of  use,'*  said  Dora,  shaking  her  head, 
until  the  ear-rings  rang  again.  "  Ton  know  what  a  little  thing 
I  am,  and  what  I  wanted  you  to  call  me  fcom  the  first.  If  you 
can't  do  so ,  I  am  afraid  you  '11  never  like  me.  Are  you  sure 
you  don't  think,  sometimes,  it  would  have  been  better  to 
have  —** 
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"  Done  what,  my  dear?  *'  For  she  made  no  effort  to  proceed. 

'^Nothing!'*  said  Dora. 

"Nothing?"  I  repeated. 

She  put  her  arms  round  my  neck,  and  laughed ,  and  called 
herself  by  her  favourite  name  of  a  goose,  and  hid  her  face  on 
my  shoulder  in  such  a  profusion  of  curls  that  it  was  quite  a  task 
to  clear  them  away  and  see  it. 

"Don*t  I  think  it  would  have  been  better  to  have  done  no- 
thing, than  to  have  tried  to  form  my  little  wife's  mind?"  said  I, 
laaghing  at  myself.  "Is  that  the  question?  Yes,  indeed,  I  dt>.** 

"Is  that  what  you  have  been  trying?"  cried  Dora.  "Oh 
what  a  shocking  boy ! " 

"But  I  shall  never  try  any  more ,"  said  I.    "For  I  love  her  " 
dearly  as  she  is." 

"Without  a  story  —  really?"  inquired  Dora,  creeping 
closer  to  me. 

"Why  should  I  seek  to  change,"  said  I,  "what  has  been  so 
precious  to  me  for  so  long!  Yon  never  can  show  better  than 
as  your  own  natural  self,  my  sweet  Dora ;  and  we  '11  try  no 
conceited  experiments,  but  go  back  to  our  old  way,  and  be 
happy." 

"  And  be  happy  I "  returned  Dora.  "Yes  I  All  day !  And 
you  won't  mind  things  going  a  tiny  morsel  wrong,  some- 
times?" 

"No ,  no ,"  said  I.     "We  must  do  the  best  we  can." 

^And  you  won't  tell  me,  any  more,  that  we  make  other 
people  bad,"  coaxed  Dora;  "will  you?  Because  you  know 
it 's  so  dreadfully  cross." 

"No,  no,"  said  I. 

"It 's  better  for  me  to  be  stupid  than  uncomfortable,  isn't 
it?"  said  Dora. 

"Better  to  be  naturally  Dora  than  anything  else  in  the 
world." 

13* 
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" In  the  world  1    Ah  Doady ,  it 's  a  large  place !  ** 

She  shook  her  head,  turned  her  delighted  bright  eyes  up 
to  mine,  kissed  me,  broke  into  a  merry  laugh,  and  sprang  away 
to  put  on  Jip's  new  collar. 

So  ended  my  last  attempt  to  make  any  change  in  Dora. 
I  had  been  unhappy  in  trying  it;  I  could  not  endure  my  own 
solitary  wisdom ;  I  could  not  reconcile  it  with  her  former  ap- 
peal to  me  as  my  child- wife.  I  resolved  to  do  what  I  could,  in 
a  quiet  way,  to  improve  our  proceedings  myself;  but,  I  fore- 
saw that  my  utmost  would  be  very  little,  or  I  must  degenerate 
into  the  spider  again,  and  be  for  ever  lying  in  wait. 

And  the  shadow  I  have  mentioned,  that  was  not  to  be  be- 
tween us  any  more,  but  was  to  rest  whoUy  on  my  own  heart? 
How  did  that  fall? 

The  old  unhappy  feeling  pervaded  my  life.  It  was  deepened, 
if  it  were  changed  at  all;  but  it  was  as  undefined  as  ever,  and  ad- 
dressed me  like  a  strain  of  sorrowful  music  faintly  heard  in  the 
night.  I  loved  my  wife  dearly,  and  I  was  happy ;  but  the  hap- 
piness I  had  vaguely  anticipated,  once,  was  not  the  happiness  I 
enjoyed,  and  there  was  always  something  wanting. 

In  fulfilment  of  the  compact  I  have  made  with  myself,  to 
reflect  my  mind  on  this  paper,  I  again  examine  it,  closely ,  and 
bring  its  secrets  to  the  light.  What  I  missed ,  I  still  regarded — 
I  always  regarded  —  as  something  that  had  been  a  dream  of 
my  youthful  fancy ;  that  was  incapable  of  realisation ;  that  I 
was  now  discovering  to  be  so,  with  some  natural  pain ,  as  all 
men  did.  But,  that  it  would  have  been  better  for  me  if  my  wife 
could  have  helped  me  more,  and  shared  the  many  thoughts  in 
which  I  had  no  partner;  and  that  this  might  have  been ;  I  knew. 

Between  these  two  irreconciliable  conclusions:  the  one, 
that  what  I  felt,  was  general  and  unavoidable;  the  other ,  that 
it  was  particular  to  me,  and  might  have  l^een  different:  I  ba- 
lanced curiously,  with  no  distinct  sense  of  their  opposition  to 
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each  otber.  When  I  thought  of  the  airy  dreams  of  youth  that 
are  incapable  of  realisation ,  I  thought  of  the  better  state  pre- 
ceding manhood  that  I  had  outgrown ;  and  then  the  contented 
days  with  Agnes,  in  the  dear  old  house,  arose  before  me,  like 
spectres  of  the  dead ,  that  might  have  some  renewal  in  another 
world ,  but  never  never  more  could  be  reanimated  here. 

Sometimes,  the  speculation  came  into  my  thoughts.  What 
might  have  happened,  or  what  would  have  happened ,  if  Dora 
and  I  had  never  known  each  other?  But,  she  was  so  incor- 
porated with  my  existence,  that  it  was  the  idlest  of  all  fancies, 
and  would  soon  rise  out  of  my  reach  and  sight,  like  gossamer 
floating  in  the  air. 

I  always  loved  her.  What  I  am  describings  slumbered,  and 
half  awoke,  and  slept  again,  in  the  innermost  recesses  of  my 
mind.  There  was  no  evidence  of  it  in  me;  I  know  of  no  in- 
fluence it  had  in  anything  I  said  or  did.  I  bore  the  weight  of 
all  our  little  cares,  and  all  my  projects;  Dora  held  the  pens; 
and  we  both  felt  that  our  shares  were  adjusted  as  the  case  re- 
quired. She  was  truly  fond  of  me,  and  proud  of  me ;  and  when 
Agnes  wrote  a  few  earnest  words  in  her  letters  to  Dora,  of  the 
pride  and  interest  with  which  my  old  friends  heard  of  my 
growing  reputation,  and  read  my  book  as  if  they  heard  me 
speaking  its  contents ,  Dora  read  them  out  to  me  with  tears  of 
joy  in  her  bright  eyes,  and  said  I  was  #  dear  old  clever,  far 
moufl  boy. 

''The  first  mistaken*  impulse  of  an  undisciplined  heart." 
Those  words  of  Mrs.  Strong's  were  constantly  recurring  to 
me ,  at  this  time ;  were  almost  always  present  to  my  mind.  I 
awoke  with  them,  often,  in  the  night;  I  remember  to  have  even 
read  them,  in  dreams,  inscribed  upon  the  walls  of  houses. 
For  I  knew ,  now,  that  my  own  heart  was  undisciplined  when  it 
first  loved  Dora;  and  that  if  it  had  been  disciplined,  itnev^i* 
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eonld  fasve  fdi,  when  we  were  manied,  what  H  had  felt  in  ita 
secret  experience. 

''There  can  be  no  disparity  in  marriage,  like  ansiiitabifity 
of  mind  and  pnrpoae.**  Those  words  I  remembered  too.  I 
had  endeaTOored  to  adapt  Dora  to  myself,  and  foond  it  im- 
practicable. It  remained  for  me  to  adapt  myself  to  Dora ;  to 
share  with  her  what  I  coold,  and  be  happy ;  to  bear  on  my  own 
shoalders  what  I  must,  and  be  happy  still.  This  was  the  dis- 
cipline to  which  I  tried  to  bring  my  heart,  when  I  began  to 
think.  It  made  my  second  year  much  happier  than  my  first; 
and,  what  was  better  still,  made  Dora's  life  all  sonshine. 

Bat,  as  that  year  wore  on,  Dora  was  not  strong.  I  had 
hoped  that  lighter  hands  than  mine  would  help  to  moald  her 
character,  and  that  a  baby-smile  upon  her  breast  might  change 
my  child-wife  to  a  woman.  It  was  not  to  be.  ThejpinLflixk. 
tered  for  a  moment  on  the  threshold  of  i^sUttlfi^auon ,  and, 
unconscious  of  captivity,  took  wing. 

''  When  I  can  run  about  again,  as  I  used  to  do,  aunt,"  said 
Dora,  "I  shall  make  Jip  race.  He  is  getting  quite  slow  and 
lazy." 

-'I  suspect,  my  dear,"  said  my  aunt,  quietly  working  by 
her  8*ide,  "he  has  a  worse  disorder  than  that.    Age,  Dora.'* 

"Do  you  think  he  is  old?"  said  Dora,  astonished.  "Oh, 
how  strange  it  seems  that  Jip  should  be  old !  *' 

"It 's  a  complaint  ve  are  all  liable  to ,  Little  One,  as  we  get 
on  in  life ,"  said  my  aunt,  cheerfully ;  " I  don't  feel  more  free 
from  it  than  I  used  to  be,  I  assure  you." 

"But  Jip,"  said  Dora,  looking  at  him  with  compassion, 
"even  little  Jip!     Oh,  poor  fellow!" 

"I  dare  say  he  'IKlast  a  long  time  yet,  Blossom,"  said  my 
aunt,  patting  Dora  on  the  cheek,  as  she  leaned  out  of  her 
couch  to  look  at  Jip ,  who  responded  by  standing  on  his  hind 
legs,  and  baulking  himself  in  various  asthmatic  attempts  to 
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scramble  up  by  the  head  and  shoalders.  "He  must  have  a 
piece  of  flannel  in  his  house  this  winter,  and  I  shonldn*t  won- 
der if  he  came  out  quite  fresh  again,  with  the  flowers,  in  the 
spring.  Bless  the  little  dog  I*'  exclaimed  my  aunt,  *' if  he  had 
as  many  lives  as  a  cat,  and  was  on  the  point  of  losing  *em  all, 
he  M  bark  at  me  with  his  last  breath,  I  believe  I " 

Dora  had  helped  him  up  on  the  sofa;  where  he  really  was 
defying  my  aunt  to  such  a  furious  extent,  that  he  couldn't 
keep  straight,  but  barked  himself  sideways.  The  more  my 
aunt  looked  at  him,  the  more  he  reproached  her ;  for,  she  had 
lately  taken  to  spectacles,  and  for  some  inscrutable  reason  he 
considered  the  glasses  personal. 

Dora  made  him  lie  down  by  her,  with  a  good.deal  of  per- 
snasion;  and  when  he  was  quiet,  drew  one  of  his  long  ears 
through  and  through  her  hand,  repeating,  thoughtfully, 
" Even  little  Jip I    Oh,  poor  fellow  1" 

"His  lungs  are  good  enough,'*  said  my  aunt,  gaily,  "and 
his  dislikes  are  not  at  all  feeble.  He  has  a  good  many  years 
before  him,  no  doubt.  But  if  you  want  a  dog  to  race  with, 
Little  Blossom,  he  has  lived  too  well  for  that,  and  I  '11  give 
you  one." 

"Thank  you,  aunt,"  said  Dora,  faintly.  "But,  don't, 
please  I" 

"  No  ?  "  said  my  aunt,  taking  off  her  spectacles. 

"I  couldn't  have  any  other  dog  but  Jip ,"  said  Dora.  "It 
wouicl  be  so  unkind  to  Jip  1  Besides,  I  couldn't  be  such  friends 
with  any  other  dog  but  Jip ;  because  he  wouldn't  have  known 
me  before  I  was  married ,  and  wouldn't  have  barked  at  Doady 
when  he  first  came  to  our  house.  I  couldn't  care  for  any  other 
dog  but  Jip,  I  am  afraid,  aunt." 

"To  be  sure!"  said  my  aunt,  patting  her  cheek  again. 
••You  are  right."  • 

"You  are  not  offended,"  said  Dora.     "Are  you?" 
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'*  Why,  what  a  sensitiTO  pet  it  is  I  '*  cried  my  sunt,  ben^ng 
over  her  affectionately.  *'  To  think  that  I  could  be  offended! " 

''No,  no,  I  didn*treaUy  think  so,*'  returned  Dora;  ^bat 
I  am  a  little  tired,  and  it  made*  me  silly  for  a  moment  —  I  am 
always  a  silly  little  thing,  you  know,  but  it  made  me  more 
silly  —  to  talk  about  Jip.  He  has  known  me  in  all  that  has 
happened  to  me,  hayen*t  you,  Jip?  And  I  couldn't  bear  to 
slight  him,  because  he  was  a  litde  altered  —  could  I,  Jip?'* 

Jip  nestled  closer  to  his  mistress,  and  lazily  licked  her 
hand. 

''Ton  are  not  so  old,  Jip,  are  you ,  that  you  '11  leave  your 
mistress  yet,"  said  Dora.  "We  may  keep  one  another  com- 
pany, a  little  longer!'* 

My  pretty  Dora!  When  she  came  down  to  dinner  on  the 
ensuing  Sunday,  and  was  so  glad  to  see  old  Traddles  (who 
always  dined  with  us  on  Sunday),  we  thought  she  would  be 
''running  about  as  she  used  to  do,"  in  a  few  days.  But  they 
said,  wait  a  few  days  more;  and  then,  wait  a  few  days  more; 
and  still  she  neither  ran  nor  walked.  She  looked  very  pretty, 
and  was  very  merry;  but  the  little  feet  that  used  to  be  so 
nimble  when  they  danced  round  Jip,  were  dull  and  motionless. 

I  began  to  carry  her  down  stairs  every  morning,  and  up- 
stairs every  night.  She  would  clasp  me  round  the  neck  and 
laugh,  the  while,  as  if  I  did  it  for  a  wager.  Jip  would  bark 
and  caper  round  us,  and  go  on  before,  and  look  back  on  the 
landing,  breathing  short,  to  see  that  we  were  coming.  My 
aunt,  the  best  and  most  cheerful  of  nurses,  would  trudge  after 
us,  a  moving  mass  of  shawls  and  pillows.  Mr.  Dick  would 
not  have  relinquished  his  post  of  candle-bearer  to  any  one 
alive.  Traddles  would  be  often  at  the  bottom  of  the  staircase, 
looking  on,  and  taking  charge  of  sportive  messages  from  Dora 
to  the  dearest  girl  in  the  world.  We  made  quite  a  gay  pro- 
cession of  it,  and  my  child-wife  was  the  gayest  there. 
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But,  sometimes,  when  I  took  her  up,  and  felt  that  she  was 
lighter  in  my  arms,  a  dead  blank  feeling  came  upon  me,  as 
if  I  were  approaching  to  some  frozen  region  yet  unseen,  that 
numbed  my  life,  I  avoided  the  recognition  of  this  feeling  by 
any  name ,  or  by  any  communing  with  myself;  until  one  night, 
when  it  was  very  strong  upon  me,  and  my  aunt  had  left  her 
with  a  parting  cry  of  "Good  night.  Little  Blossom,"  I  sat 
down  at  my  desk  alone,  and  cried  to  think,  O  what  a  fatal 
name  it  was,  and  how  the  blossom  withered  in  its  bloom  upon 
the  tree !  ^ 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

I  am  InvolTed  In  myttezy. 

I  RECEIVED  one  morning  hj  the  post,  the  following  letter, 
dated  Canterbury,  and  addressed  to  me  at  Doctors*  Com- 
mons ;  which  I  read  with  some  surprise : 

"My  DEAR  Sib, 

'* Circumstances  beyond  my  indiTidual  control  have,  for  a 
considerable  lapse  of  time,  effected  a  severance  of  that  inti- 
macy which,  in  the  limited  Opportunities  conceded  to  tne  in 
the  midst  of  my  professional  duties,  of  contemplating  the 
scenes  and  events  of  the  past,  tinged  by  the  prismatic  hues  of 
memory,  has  ever  afforded  me,  as  it  ever  must  continue  to 
afford,  gratifying  emotions  of  no  common  description.  This 
fact,  my  dear  Sir,  combined  with  the  distinguished  elevation 
to  which  your  talents  have  raised  you,  deters  me  from  pre- 
suming to  aspire  to  the  liberty  of  addressing  the  companion  of 
my  youth,  by  the  familiar  appellation  of  Copperfieldl  It  is 
sufficient  to  know  that  the  name  to  which  I  do  myself  the  ho- 
nour to  refer,  will  ever  be  treasured  among  the  muniments  of 
our  house  (I  allude  to  the  archives  connected  with  our  former 
lodgers,  preserved  by  Mrs.  Micawber),  with  sentiments  of 
personal  esteem  amounting  to  affection. 

"It  is  not  for  one,  situated,  through  his  original  errors  and 
a  fortuitous  combination  of  unpropitious  events,  as  is  the 
foundered  Bark  (if  he  may  be  allowed  to  assume  so  maritime 
a  denomination) ,  who  now  takes  up  the  pen  to  address  you  — 
it  is  not,  I  repeat,  for  one  so  circumstanced,  to  adopt  the  lan- 
guage of  compliment,  or  of  congratulation.  That,  he  leaves 
to  abler  and  to  purer  hands. 
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''If  your  more  ixn][>ortant  avocations  should  admit  of  your 
ever  tracing  these  imperfect  characters  thus  far  -^  which  may 
be,  or  may  not  be ,  as  circumstances  arise  —  you  will  natural- 
ly inquire  by  what  object  am  I  influenced,  then,  in  inditing 
the  present  missive?  Allow  me  to  say  that  I  fully  defer  to  the 
reasonable  character  of  that  inquiry,  and  proceed  to  develope 
It ;  premising  that  it  is  no/  an  object  of  a  pecuniary  nature.     \ 

'*  Without  more  directly  referring  to  any  latent  ability  that 
may  possibly  exist  on  my  part,  of  wielding  the  thunderbolt, 
or  directing  the  devouring  and  avenging  flame  in  any  quarter, 
I  may  be  permitted  to  observe,  in  passing,  that  my  brightest 
visions  are  for  ever  dispelled  —  that  my  peace  is  shattered  and 
my  power  of  enjoyment  destroyed — that  my  heart  is  no  longer 
in  the  right  place  —  and  that  I  no  more  walk  erect  before  my 
fellow  man.  The  canker  is  in  the  flower.  The  cup  is  bitter 
to  the  brim.  The  worm  is  at  his  work,  and  will  soon  dispose 
of  his  victim.     The  sooner  the  better.    But  I  will  not  digress. 

''Placed  in  a  mental  position  of  peculiar  painfulness,  be- 
yond the  assuaging  reach  even  of  Mrs.  Micawber*s  influence, 
though  exercised  in  the  tripartite  chakacter  of  woman,  wife, 
and  mother,  it  is  my  intention  to  fly  from  myself  for  a  short 
period,  and  devote  a  respite  of  eight-and-forty  hours  to  re- 
visiting some  metropolitan  scenes  of  past  enjoyment.  Among 
other  havens  of  domestic  tranquillity  and  peace  of  mind ,  my 
feet  will  naturally  tend  towards  the  King's  Bench  Prison.  In 
stating  that  I  shall  be  (D.  V.)  on  the  outside  of  the  south  wall 
of  that  place  of  incarceration  on  civil  process,  the  day  after 
to-morrow,  at  seven  in  the  evening,  precisely,  my  object  in 
this  epistolary  communication  is  accomplished. 

"I  do  not  feel  warranted  in  soliciting  my  former  friend  Mr. 
Copperfield,  or  my  former  friend  Mr.  Thomas  Traddles  of  the 
Inner  Temple ,  if  that  gentleman  is  still  existent  and  forth- 
coming, to'condescend  to  meet  me,  and  renew  (so  far  as  may 
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be)  our  past  relaUoni  of  the  olden  time.    I  confine  myself  to 
throwing  out  the  observation,  that,  at  the  hour  and  plaee  I 
have  indicated ,  may  be  found  such  ruined  vestiges  as  yet 
'*  Remain, 
"Of 
"A 

"  Fallen  Tower, 

"  WiLKINS  MiCAWBKR. 

"  P.  S.  It  may  be  advisable  to  superadd  to  the  above ,  the 
statement  that  Mrs.  Micawber  is  not  in  confidential  possession 
of  my  intentions.** 

I  read  the  letter  over,  several  times.  Making  due  allow* 
ance  for  Mr.  Micawber*8  lofty  style  of  composition,  and  for 
the  extraordinary  relish  with  which  he  sat  down  and  wrote 
long  letters  on  all  possible  and  impossible  occasions,  I  still  be- 
lieved that  something  important  lay  hidden  at  the  bottom  of 
this  roundabout  communication.  I  put  it  down,  to  tfaink 
about  it ;  and  took  it  up  again,  to  read  it  once  more ;  and  wm 
still  puitg^ng  it,  when  Traddles  found  me  in  the  height  of  my 
perplexity. 

"My  dear  fellow,'*  said  I,  "I  never  was  better  pleased  to 
see  you.  You  come  to  give  me  the  benefit  of  your  sober  judg- 
ment at  a  most  opportune  time.  I  have  received  a  very  sin- 
gular letter,  Traddles,  from  Mr.  Micawber.** 

"No?**  cried  Traddles.  "You  don*  t  say  so?  And  I  have 
received  one  ftom  Mrs.  Micawber!  ** 

With  that,  Traddles,  who  was  flushed  with  walking,  and 
whose  hair,  under  the  combined  effecta  of  exercise  and  excite- 
ment, stood  on  end  as  if  he  saw  a  cheerful  ghost,  prodoced 
his  letter  and  made  an  exchange  with  me.  I  watched  him  into 
the  heart  of  Mr.  Micawber*s  letter,  and  returned  Ute  elevation 
of  eyebrows  with  which  he  said  "*  Wielding  the  Ih'undertwU, 
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or  directing  the  devoai-Ing  and  avenging  flame  I*     Bless  me, 
Copperfield ! "  —  and  then  entered  on  the  peroflal  of  Mrs.  Mi- 
cawber*8  epistle. 
It  ran  thus: 

''My  best  regards  to  Mr.  Thomas  Traddles,  and  if  he  should 
still  remember  one  who  formerly  had  the  happiness  of  being 
well  acquainted  with  him,  may  I  beg  a  few  moments  of  hi» lei- 
sure time?  I  assure  Mr.  T.  T.  that  I  would  not  intrude  upon 
his  kindness ,  were  I  in  any  other  position  than  on  the  confines 
of  distraction. 

'*  Though  harrowing  to  myself  to  mention,  the  alienation  of 
Mr.Micawbcr  (formerly  so  domesticated)  from  his  wife  and 
family,  is  the  cause  of  my  addressing  my  unhappy  appeal  to 
Mr.  Traddles,  and  soliciting  his  best  indulgence.  Mr.  T.  can 
form  no  adequate  idea  of  the  change  in  Mr.  Micawber*s  con- 
duct, of  his  wildness ,  of  his  violence.  It  has  gradually  aug- 
mented, until  it  assumes  the  appearance  of  aberration  of  in- 
tellect. Scarcely  a  day  passes,  I  assure  Mr.  Traddles,  on 
which  some  paroxysm  does  not  take  place.  Mr.  T.  will  not 
require  me  to  depict  my  feelings,  when  I  inform  him  that  I  have 
become  accustomed  to  hear  Mr.  Micawber  assert  that  he  has 
sold  himself  to  the  D.  Mystery  and  secresy  have  long  been 
his  principal  characteristic,  have  long  replaced  unlimited  con- 
firfence.  The  slightest  provocation,  even  being  asked  if  there 
is  Wything  he  would  prefer  for  dinner,  causes  him  to  express 
a  ^ish  for  a  separation.  Last  night,  on  being  childishly  soli- 
citdfd  for  twopence,  to  buy  'lemon-stunners'  —  a  local  sweet- 
meat'—  he  presented  an  oyster-knife  at  the  twins  1    * 

<^M  entreat  Mr.  Traddles  to  bear  with  me  in  entering  into 
theseVdetails.  Without  them ,  Mr.  T.  would  indeed  find  it 
difBcuIm.to  form  the  faintest  conception  of  my  heart-rending 
aituatioo.^  h 
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''May  I  now  yentare  to  confide  to  Mr.  T.  the  purport  of  ray 
letter?  Will  he  now  allow  me  to  throw  myself  on  his  friendly 
consideration?  Oh  yes,  for  I  know  his  heart  I 

*'The  quick  eye  of  affection  is  not  easily  blinded,  when  of 
the  female  sex.  Mr.  Micawber  is  going  to  London.  Though 
he  studiously  concealed  his  hand,  this  morning  before  break- 
fast, in  writing  the  direction-card  which  he  attached  to  the 
little  brown  valise  of  happier  days,  the  eagle-glance  of  matri- 
jf  monial  anxiety  detected  d,o,n,  distinctly  traced.    The  West^ 

End  destination  of  the  coach,  is  the  Golden  Cross.  Dare  I 
fervently  implore  Mr.  T.  to  see  my  misguided  husband,  and  to 
reason  with  him?  Dare  I  ask  Mr.  T.  to  endeavour  to  step  in 
between  Mr.  Micawber  and  his  agonised  family?  Oh  no,  for 
that  would  be  too  much  I 

''If  Mr.  Copperfield  should  yet  remember  one  unknown 
to  fame,  will  Mr.  T.  take  charge  of  my  unalterable  regards 
and  similar  entreaties?  In  any  case,  he  will  have  the  bene- 
volence to  consider  this  eommtmication  strictly  private^  and 
on  no  account  whatever  to  be  alluded  tOy  however  distantly,  in 
the  presence  of  Mr,  Micawber.  If  Mr.  T.  should  ever  reply  to 
it  (which  I  cannot  but  feel  to  be  most  improbable),  a  letter 
addressed  to  M.  E. ,  Post  Office,  Canterbury,  will  be  fraught 
with  less  painful  consequences  than  any  addressed  immedlUe- 
ly  to  one,  who  subscribes  herself,  in  extreme  distress, 
"Mr.  Thomas  Traddles's  respectful  friend  and  suppliant 

"Emma  Migawskr.*! 

"What  do  you  think  of  that  letter?  *'  saidTraddles,  c 
his  eyes  Apon  me,  when  I  had  read  it  twice. 

"What  do  you  think  of  the  other?"  said  I.    For  hfced 
still  reading  it  with  knitted  brows.  ^  into 

"I  think  that  the  two  together,  Copperfield ^^Aev^'^^ 
Traddles,  "mean  more  than  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Micawlmdnh     i 
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mean  in  their  correspondence  —  bnt  I  don't  know  what.  They 
are  both  written  in  good  faith,  I  have  no  doabt,  and  without 
any  collarion.  Poor  thing ! "  he  was  now  allading  to  Mrs. 
Micawber*8  letter,  and  we  were  standing  side  by  side  compa^ 
ring  the  two ;  '*  it  will  be  a  charity  to  write  to  her,  at  all  eyents, 
and  tell  her  that  we  will  not  fail  to  see  Mr.  Micawber." 

I  acceded  to  this,  the  more  readily,  because  I  now  reproach- 
ed myself  with  having  treated  her  former-  letter  rather 
lightly.  It  had  set  me  thinking  a  good  deal  at  the  time,  as 
I  have  mentioned  in  its  place ;  but  my  absorption  in  my  own 
affairs,  my  experience  of  the  family,  and  my  hearing  nothing 
more,  had  gradually  ended  in  my  dismissing  the  subject.  I  had 
often  thought  of  the  Micawbers ,  but  chiefly  to  wonder  what 
'^pecuniary  liabilities"  they  were  establishing  in  Canterbury, 
and  to  recall  how  shy  Mr.  Micawber  was  of  me  when  he  be- 
came clerk  to  Uriah  Heep. 

However,  I  now  wrote  a  comforting  letter  to  Mrs.  Micaw- 
ber, in  our  joint  names,  and  we  both  signed  it.  As  we  walked 
into  town  to  post  it,  Traddles  and  I  held  a  long  conference, 
and  launched  into  a  number  of  speculations,  which  I  need  not 
repeat.  We  took  my  aunt  into  our  counsels  in  the  afternoon; 
but  our  only  decided  conclusion  was,  that  we  would  be  very 
punctual  in  keeping  Mr.  Micawber*s  appointment. 

Although  we  appeared  at  the  stipulated  place  a  quarter  of 
an  hour  before  the  time,  we  found  Mr.  Micawber  already  there. 
He  was  standing  with  his  arms  folded,  over  against  the  wall, 
^k  looking  at  the  spikes  on  the  top,  with  a  sentimental  expression, 
as  if  they  were  the  interlacing  boughs  of  trees  that  had  shaded 
him  in  his  youth.  * 

When  we  accosted  him,  his  manner  was  something  more 

^^nfused,  and  something  less  genteel,  than  of  yore.    He  had 

iquished  his  legal  suit  of  black  for  the  purposes  of  this  ex- 

^ion,  and  wore  the  old  surtont  and  tights,  but  not  quite 
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ifith  the  old  air.  He  gradaally  picked  up  more  and  more  d 
it  as  we  conversed  with  him ;  but,  his  very  eye-glass  seemed  to 
hang  less  easily,  and  his  shirt  collar,  though  still  of  the  old  for- 
midable dimensions,  rather  drooped. 

"Gentlemen!*'  said  Mr.  Micawber,  ader  the  first  salata- 
tions,  '*you  are  friends  in  need,  and  friends  indeed.  Allow  me 
to  offer  my  inquiries  with  reference  to  the  physical  welfare  of 
Mrs.Copperfield  in  tue ,  and  Mrs.  Traddles  m  posso, — presu- 
ming ,  that  is  to  say ,  that  my  friend  Mr.  Traddles  is  not  yet 
united  to  the  object  of  his  affections,  for  weal  and  for  woe.*' 

We  acknowledged  his  politeness,  and  made  suitable  re- 
plies. He  then  directed  our  attention  to  the  wall,  and  was 
beginning  "I  assute  you,  gentlemen,"  when  I  ventured  to  ob- 
ject to  that  ceremonious  form  of  address,  and  to  beg  that  he 
would  speak  to  us  in  the  old  way. 
«^  "My  dear  Copperfield,"  he  returned,  pressing  my  hand, 
/  "your  cordiality  overpowers  me.  This  reception  of  a  shatter- 
ed  fragment  of  the  Temple  once  called  Man  —  if  I  may  be 
permitted  so  to  express  myself — bespeaks  a  heart  that  is  an 
honour  to  our  common  nature.  I  was  about  to  observe  that 
J  again  behold  the  serene  spot  where  some  of  the  happiest 
hours  of  my  existence  fleeted  by." 

"  Made  so,  I  am  sure,  by  Mrs.  Micawber,"  said  I.  '*I  hope 
sheis  weU?" 

'*  Thank  you,"  returned  Mr.  Micawber,  whose  face  clouded 
at  this  reference,  "  she  is  but  so-so.  And  this,"  said  Mr.  Mi- 
cawber, nodding  his  head  sorrowfully,  "is  the  Bench  I  Where, 
for  the  first  time  in  many  revolving  years,  the  overwhelming 
pressure  of  pecuniary  liabilities  was  not  proclaimed,  from  day 
to  day,  by  importunate  voices  declining  to  vacate  the  passage; 
where  there  was  no  knocker  on  the  door  for  any  creditor  to 
appeal  to ;  where  personal  service  of  process  was  not  required, 
and  detainers  were  merely  lodged  at  the  gate  I  Gentlemen," 
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flaidMr.  Micawber,  'Vhen  the  shadow  of  that  iron-work  on 
the  summit  of  the  brick  structure  has  been  reflected  on  the 
gravel  of  the  Parade,  I  have  seen  my  children  thread  the  mazes 
of  the  intricate  pattern,  avoiding  the  dark  marks.  I  have 
been  familiar  with  every  stone  in  the  place.  If  I  betray  weak- 
ness ,  you  will  know  how  to  excuse  me."  -^ 

'*  We  have  all  got  on  in  life  since  then,  Mr.  Micawber/* 
said  I. 

"Mr.  Copperfield,"  returned  Mr.  Micawber,  bitterly,  "when 
I  was  an  immate  of  that  retreat  I  could  look  my  fellow-man  in 
the  face,  and  punch  his  head  if  he  offended  me.    My  fellow 
man  and  myself  are  no  longer  on  those  glorious  terms  1  *' 

Turning  from  the  building  in  a  downcast  manner,  Mr.  Mi- 
cawber  accepted  my  proffered  arm  on  one  side,  and  the  prof- 
fered arm  of  Traddles  on  the  other,  and  walked  away  be- 
tween us. 

"There  are  some  landmarks,'*  observed  Mr.  Micawber, 
looking  fondly  back  over  his  shoulder,  "  on  the  road  to  the 
tomb,  which,  but  for  the  impiety  of  the  aspiration,  a  man  would 
wish  never  to  have  passed.  Such  is  the  Bench  in  my  che- 
quered career.** 

"  Oh,  you  are  in  low  spirits,  Mr.  Micawber,**  said  Traddles. 

"  I  am ,  Sir  ,'*  interposed  Mr.  Micawber. 

"  I  hope  ,**  said  Traddles ,  "  it  is  not  because  you  have  con- 
ceived a  dislike  to  the  law — fori  am  a  lawyer  myself,  yon 
know.'* 

Mr.  Micawber  answered  not  a  word. 

""How  is  our  friend  Heep,  Mr.  Micawber?'*  said  I,  after  a 
•silence.  • 

"My  dear  Copperfield,*'  returned  Mr.  Micawber,  bnrsdng 

into  a  state  of  much  excitement,  and  turning  pale,  "  if  you  ask 

after  my  employer  as  your  friend,  I  am  sorry  for  it;  if  you  ask 

after  him  as  my  friend,  I  sardonically  smile  at  it.    In  whatever 
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capa  yon  ask  after  my  employer,  I  beg,  without  offence  to 
you ,  to  limit  my  reply  to  this  —  that  whatever  his  state  of 
health  may  be,  his  appearance  is  foxy :  not  to  say  diabolical. 
Yoa  will  allow  me,  as  a  private  individual,  to  decline  pursuing 
.  a  subject  which  has  lashed  me  to  the  utmost  verge  of  despera- 
tion in  my  professional  capacity.*' 

I  expressed  my  regret  for  having  innocently  touched  njKyn 
a  theme  that  roused  him  so  much.  "May  I  ask,"  said  I,  *' with- 
out any  hazard  of  repeating  the  mistake,  how  my  old  friends 
Mr.  and  Miss  Wickfield  are? " 

**Mi88  Wickfield,**  said  Mr.  Micawber,  now  taming  red, 
"is,  as  she  always  is,  a  pattern,  and  a  bright  example.  My 
dear  Copperfield,  she  is  the  only  starry  spot  in  a  miserable 
,  existence.  My  respect  for  that  young  lady,  my  admiration  of 
her  character,  my  devotion  to  her  for  her  love  and  truth,  and 
goodness  1  —  Take  me,**  said  Mr.  Micawber,  "down  a  turning, 
for,  upon  my  soul,  in  my  present  state  of  mind  I  am  not  equal 
to  this  I" 

We  wheeled  him  off  into  a  narrow  street,  where  he  took  out 
his  pocket-handkerchief,  and  stood  with  his  back  to  a  waU. 
If  I  looked  as  gravely  at  him  as  Traddles  did,  he  most  have 
found  our  company  by  no  means  inspiriting. 

"It  is  my  fate,**  said  Mr.  Micawber,  unfeignedly  sobbing, 
but  doing  even  that,  with  a  shadow  of  the  old  expression  of 
doing  something  genteel;  "it  is  my  fate,  gentlemen,  that  the 
finer  feelings  of  our  nature  have  become  reproaches  to  me. 
My  homage  to  Miss  Wickfield,  is  a  flight  of  arrows  in  my 
bosom.  You  had  better  leave  me,  if  you  please,  to  walk  the 
earth  as  a  vagabond.  The  worm  will  settle  my  bnsiness  in 
double-quick  time.** 

Without  attending  to  this  invocation,  we  stood  by,  until  he 
put  up  his  pocket-handkerchief,  pulled  up  his  shirt-collar,  and, 
to  delude  any  person  in  the  neighbourhood  who  miglit  have 
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been  observing  him,  hummed  a  tune  with  his  hat  very  much 
on  one  side.  I  then  mentioned  —  not  knowing  what  might 
be  lost,  if  we  lost  sight  of  him  yet  —  that  it  would  give  me 
great  pleasure  to  introduce  him  to  my  aunt,  if  he  would  ride 
out  to  Highgate,  where  a  bed  was  at  his  service* 

"You  shall  make  us  a  glass  of  your  own  punch,  Mr.  Micaw- 
ber,*'  said  I,  "and  forget  whatever  you  have  on  your  mind, 
in  pleasanter  reminiscences." 

"  Or,  if  confiding  anything  to  friends  will  be  more  likely  to 
relieve  you,  you  shall  impart  it  to  us,  Mr.  Micawber,'*  said 
Traddles,  prudently. 

"  Gentlemen,"  returned  Mr.  Micawber,  "do  with  me  as  you 
will !  I  am  a  straw  upon  the  surface  of  the  deep,  and  am  tossed 
in  all  directions  by  the  elephants  —  I  beg  your  i^don;  I 
should  have  said  the  elements." 

We  walked  on,  arm-in-arm,  again ;  found  the  coach  in  the 
act  of  starting;  and  arrived  at  Highgate  without  encountering 
any  difficulties  by  the  way.  I  was  very  uneasy  and  very  un- 
certain in  my  mind  what  to  say  or  do  for  the  best  —  so  was 
Traddles,  evidently.  Mr.  Micawber  was  for  the  most  part 
plunged  into  deep  gloom.  He  occasionally  made  an  attempt 
to  smarten  himself,  and  hum  the  fag-end  of  a  tune ;  but  his 
relapses  into  profound  melancholy  were  only  made  the  more 
impressive  by  the  mockery  of  a  hat  exceediugly  on  one  side, 
and  a  shirt-collar  pulled  up  to  his  eyes. 

We  went  to  my  aunt's  house  rather  than  to  mine,  because 
of  Dora*s  not  being  well.  My  aunt  presented  herself  on  being 
sent  for,  and  welcomed  Mr.  Micawber  with  gracious  cordia- 
lity. Mr.  Micawber  kissed  her  hand,  retired  to  the  window, 
and  pulling  out  his  pocket-handkerchief,  had  a  mental  wrestle 
with  himself. 

Mr.  Dick  was  at  home.  He  was  by  nature  so  exceedingly 
compassionate  of  any  one  who  seemed  to  be  ill  at  ease,  and  was 
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so  qaick  to  find  any  sach  person  out,  that  he  shook  hands  irith 
Mr.  Micawber,  at  least  half-a-dozen  times  in  five  minutes.  To 
Mr.  Micawber,  in  his  trouble,  this  -warmth,  on  the  part  of  a 
stranger,  was  so  extremely  touching,  that  he  could  only  say, 
on  the  occasion  of  each  successive  shake,  '*  My  dear  Sir,  yon 
overpower  mel"  Which  gratified  Mr.  Dick  so  much,  that  he 
went  at  it  again  with  greater  vigour  Uian  before. 

"The  friendliness  of  this  gentleman,"  said  Mr.  Mieawber 
to  my  aunt,  "if  you  will  allow  me,  Ma*am,  to  cull  a  figure  of 
speech  from  the  vocabulary  of  our  coarser  national  sports  — 
fioors  me.  To  a  man  who  is  struggling  with  a  complicated 
burden  of  perplexity  and  disquiet,  such  a  reception  is  trying, 
I  assure  you.'' 

"My  friend  Mr.  Dick,*'  replied  my  aunt,  proudly,  "is  not 
a  common  man." 

"  That  I  am  convinced  of ,"  said  Mr.  Micawber.  ^' My  dear 
Sir! "  for  Mr.  Dick  was  shaking  hands  with  him  again;  '^I  am 
deeply  sensible  of  your  cordiality ! " 

"How  do  you  find  yourself?"  said  Mr.  Dick,  with  an 
anxious  look. 

"Indifferent,  my-  dear  Sir,"  returned  Mr.  Ificawber, 
sighing. 

"Yon  must  keep  up  your  spirits,"  said  Mr.  Dick,  **and 
make  yourself  as  comfort9.ble  as  possible." 

Mr.  Micawber  was  quite  overcome  by  these  friendly  words, 
and  by  finding  Mr.  Dick's  hand  again  within  his  own.  " It  has 
been  my  lot,"  he  observed,  "to  meet,  in  the  diversified  pa- 
norama of  human  existence,  with  an  occasional  oasis,  but 
never  with  one  so  green,  so  gushing,  as  the  present  I" 

At  another  time  I  should  have  been  amused  by  this;  but  I 
felt  that  we  were  all  constrained  and  uneasy,  and  I  watched 
Mr.  Micawber  so  anxiously,  in  his  vacillations  between  an 
evident  disposition  to  reveal  something,  and  a  oouater- 
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disposition  to  reveal  nothing,  that  I  was  in  a  perfect  fever* 
Traddles,  sitting  on  the  edge  of  his  chair,  with  his  eyes  wide 
open,  and  his  hair  more  emphatically  erect  than,  ever,  stared 
by  turns  at  the  ground  and  at  Mr.  Micawber ,  without  so  much 
as  attempting  to  put  in  a  word.  My  aunt,  though  I  saw  that 
her  shrewdest  observation  was  concentrated  on  her  new  guest, 
had  more  useful  possession  of  her  wits  than  either  of  us ;  for 
she  held  him  in  conversation,  and  made  it  necessary  for  him 
to  talk ,  whether  he  liked  it  or  not. 

'*Yoa  are  a  very  old  friend  of  my  nephew's,  Mr.  Mi- 
cawber,"  said  my  aunt.  "I  wish  I  had  had  the  pleasure  of 
seeing  you  before,'* 

*' Madam,"  returned  Mr.  Micawber,  *'I  wish  I  had  had  the 
honour  of  knowing  you  at  an  earlier  period.  I  was  not  always 
the  wreck  you  at  present  behold." 

'*I  hope  Mrs.  Micawber  and  your  family  are  well,  Sir,"  said 
my  aunt. 

Mr.  Micawber  inclined  his  head.  '^They  are  as  well, 
Ma*am,"  he  desperately  observed  after  a  pause,  ''as  Aliens 
and  Outcasts  can  ever  hope  to  be." 

''Lord  bless  you.  Sir!"  exclaimed^ny  aunt,  in  her  abrupt 
way.    "  What  are  you  talking  about  ? ' ' 

"The  subsistence  of  my  family.  Ma'am,"  returned  Mr.  Mi- 
cawber, "trembles  in  the  balance.  ^  My  employer  — " 

Here  Mr.  Micawber  provokingly  left  off;  and  began  to  peel 
the  lemons  that  had  been  under  my  directions  set  before  him, 
together  with  all  the  other  appliances  he  used  in  making  punch. 

"Your  employer,  you  know,"  said  Mr.  Dick,  jogging  his 
ann  as  a  gentle  reminder. 

"My  good  Sir,"  returned  Mr.  Micawber,  "you  recall  me. 
I  am  obliged  to  you."  They  shook  hands  again.  "My  em- 
ployer, Ma'am  —  Mr.  Heep  —  once  did  me  the  favour  to  ob- 
serve to  me,  that  if  I  were  not  in  the  receipt  of  the 
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emoluments  appertaining  to  my  engagement  with  bim,  I  should 
probably  be  a  mountebank  about  the  country  swallowing  a 
sword-blade,  and  eadng  the  devouring  element.  For  any- 
thing that  I  can  perceive  to  the  contrar}%  it  is  still  probable 
that  my  children  may  be  reduced  to  seek  a  livelihood  by  per- 
sonal contortion,  while  Mrs.  Micawber  abets  their  unnatural 
feats,  by  playing  the  barrel-organ." 

Mr.  Micawber,  with  a  random  but  expressive  flourish  of 
his  knife,  signified  that  these  performances  might  be  expected 
to  take  place  after  he  was  no  more ;  then  resumed  his  peeling 
with  a  desperate  air. 

My  aunt  leaned  her  elbow  on  the  little  round  table  that  she 
usuaUy  kept  beside  her ,  and  eyed  him  attentively.  Notwith- 
standing  the  aversion  with  which  I  regarded  the  idea  of  en- 
trapping him  into  any  disclosure  he  was  not  prepared  to  make 
voluntarily,  I  should  have  taken  him  up  at  this  point,  but  for 
the  strange  proceedings  in  which  I  saw  him  engaged;  whereof 
his  putting  the  lemon-peel  into  the  kettle,  the  sugar  into  the 
snufifer-tray,  the  spirit  into  the  empty  jug,  and  confidently 
attempting  to  pour  boiling  water  out  of  a  candlestick,  wets 
among  the  most  remarkable.  I  saw  that  a  crisis  was  at  hand, 
and  it  came.  He  clattered  all  his  means  and  implements  to- 
gether, rose  from  his  chair,  pulled  out  his  pocket-hand- 
kerchief, and  burst  into  t^ars. 

'^Aly  dear  Copperfield,"  said  Mr.  Micawber,  behind  his 
handkerchief,  "this  is  an  occupation,  of  all  others,  requiring 
an  untroubled  mind,  and  self-respect.  I  cannot  perform  it. 
It  is  out  of  the  question." 

**Mr.  Micawber,"  said  I,  "what is  the  matter?  Pray  speak 
out.    You  are  among  friends." 

"Among  friends,  Sir  I"  repeated  Mr.  Micawber;  and  all 
he  had  reserved  came  breaking  out  of  him.  "  Good  heavens, 
it  is  principally  because  I  am  among  friends  that  my  state  of 
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mind  is  what  it  is.  Wbat  is  the  matter,  gentlemen ?  What  it 
not  the  matter  ?  Villanj  is  the  matter ;  baseness  is  the  matter ; 
deception,  fraud,  conspiracy,  are  the  matter;  and  the  name 
of  the  whole  atrocious  mass  is  —  HbepI  " 

My  aunt  chipped  her  hands ,  and  we  all  started  up  as  if  we 
were  possessed. 

*'The  struggle  is  OTerT*  said  Mr.  Micawber,  violently 
gesticulating  with  his  pocket-handkerchief,  and  fairly  striking 
out  from  time  to  time  with  both  arms ,  as  if  he  were  swimming 
under  superhuman  difficulties.  "  I  will  lead  this  life  no  longer. 
I  am  a  wretched  being,  cut  off  from  everything  that  makes  life 
tolerable.  I  have  been  under  a  Taboo  in  that  infernal 
scoundrel's  service.  Give  me  back  my  wife,  give  me  back  my 
family,  substitute  Micawber  for  the  petty  wretch  who  walks 
about  in  the  boots  at  present  on  my  feet,  and  call  upon  me  to 
swallow  a  sword  to-morrow,  and  I  'U  do  it.  With  an  appetite  I  *' 

I  never  saw  a  man  so  hot  in  my  life.  I  tried  to  calm  him, 
that  we  might  come  to  something  rational;  but  he  got  hotter 
and  hotter,  and  wouldn't  hear  a  word. 

**I  '11  put  my  hand  in  no  man's  hand ,"  said  Mr.  Micawber, 
gasping,  puffing,  and  sobbing,  to  that  degree  that  he  was  like 
a  man  fighting  with  cold  water,  '*  until  I  have  —  blown  to  frag- 
ments —  the  —  a  —  detestable  —  serpent  —  Heep  I  I  *11  par- 
take of  no  one's  hospitality,  until  I  have  —  a  —  moved  Mount 
Vesuvius  —  to  eruption  —  on  —  a  —  the  abandoned  rascal  — 
Heep!  Refreshment  —  a  —  underneath  this  roof —  particu- 
larly punch  —  would  —  a  —  choak  me  —  unless  —  I  had  — 
previously  —  choaked  the  eyes  —  out  of  the  head  —  a  —  of — 
interminable  cheat,  and  liar  —  Heep!  I  —  a  —  I *11  know 
nobody  —  and  —  a  —  say  nothing  —  and  —  a  —  live  nowhere 
—  until  I  have  crushed  —  to  —  a  —  undiscoverable  atoms  — 
the  —  transcendent  and  immortal  hypocrite  and  perjurer  — 

HSEPl" 
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I  really  had  some  fear  of  Mr.  Micawber*s  dying  on  the  spot. 
The  manner  in  which  he  straggled  through  these  inarticulate 
sentences,  and,  whenever  he  found  himself  getting  near  the 
name  of  Heep,  fought  his  way  on  to  it,  dashed  at  it  in  a  fainting 
state,  and  brought  it  oat  with  a  vehemence  little  less  than 
marvellous ,  was  frightful ;  but  now,  when  he  sank  into  a  chair, 
steaming,  and  looked  at  us,  with  every  possible  colour  in  his 
face  that  had  no  business  there,  and  an  endlesff  procession  of 
lumps  following  one  another  in  hot  haste  up  his  throat,  whence 
they  seemed  to  shoot  into  his  forehead ,  he  had  the  appearance 
of  being  in  the  last  extremity.  I  would  have  gone  to  his 
assistance ,  .but  he  waived  me  off,  and  wouldn't  hear  a  word. 

"No ,  Copperfield !  —  No  communication  —  a  —  until  — 
Miss  Wickfield  —  a  —  redress  from  wrongs  inflicted  by  con- 
summate scoundrel  —  Heep  I"  (I  am  quite  convinced  he 
could  not  have  uttered  three  words,  but  for  the  amazing 
energy  with  which  this  word  inspired  him  when  he  feH  it 
coming.)  "Inviolable  secret*—  a —  from  the  whole  world  — 
a  —  no  exceptions  «-  this  day  week  —  a  —  at  breakfast  time— 
a  —  everybody  present —  including  aunt—  a  —  and  extremely 
friendly  gentleman  —  to  be  at  the  hotel  at  Canterbury  —  a  — 
where — Mrs.Micawber  and  myself— Auld  LangSyne  in  chorus 
—  and —  a  —  will  expose  intolerable  ruffian  —  Heep!  No 
more  to  say  —  a  —  or  listen  to  persuasion  —  go  immediatdy— 
not  capable  —  a  —  bear  society  —  upon  the  track  of  devoted 
and  doomed  traitor  —  Heep  I " 

With  this  last  repetition  of  the  magic  word  that  had  kept 
him  going  at  all ,  and  in  which  he  surpassed  all  his  previous 
efforts ,  Mr.  Micawber  rushed  out  of  the  house ;  leaving  us  in  a 
state  of  excitement,  hope,  and  wonder,  that  reduced  us  to  a 
condition  little  better  than  his  own.  But  even  then  his  passion 
for  writing  letters  was  too  strong  to  be  resisted;  for  while  we 
were  yet  in  the  height  of  our  excitement,  hope,  andwonder. 
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the  following  pastoral  note  was  brought  to  me  from  a  neigh- 
bouring tavern ,  at  which  he  had  called  to  write  it :  — 

"Most  secret  and  confidential. 

"My  DEAR  Sir, 

"I  beg  to  be  allowed  to  convey,  through  you,  my  apologies 
to  your  excellent  aunt  for  my  late  exoitement.  An  expkisien 
of  a  smouldering  volcano  long  suppressed ,  was  the  resuH  of  an 
internal  contest  more  easily  conceived  than  described. 

"I  trust  I  rendered  tolerably  intelligible  my  appointment 
for  the  morning  of  this  day  week,  at  the  house  of  public  enter- 
tainment at  Canterbury,  where  Mrs.  Micawber  and  myself  had 
once  the  honour  of  uniting  our  voices  to  yours,  in  the  well- 
known  strain  of  the  Immortal  ezcis4M0Ui  nurtured  beyond  the 
Tweed. 

"The  duty  done,  and  act  of  reparation  performed,  which 
can  alone  enable  me  to  contemplate  my  fellow  mortal,  I  shall 
be  known  no  more.  I  shall  simply  require  to  be  deposited  in 
that  place  of  universal  resort,  where 

^*  *Each  In  hla  narrow  cell  for  «yer  laid, 
M  »xiie  rade  forefatben  of  the  hamlet  ileep/ 

" —  With  the  plain  Inscription , 

"WiLKiNs  Micawber.*' 


CHAPTER  Xin. 

Mr.  Peggotty'i  dream  comet  true. 

Bt  this  time,  some  months  had  passed,  since  our  interriew 
on  the  bank  of  the  river  "srith  Martha.  I  had  never  seen  her 
since,  but  she  had  communicated  with  Mr.Peggotty  on  several 
occasions.  Nothing  had  come  of  her  zealous  intervention; 
nor  could  I  infer,  from  what  he  told  me,  that  any  cine  had 
ever  been  obtained,  for  a  moment,  to  Emily's  fate.  I  confess 
that  I  began  to  despair  of  her  recovery,  and  gradually  to  sink 
deeper  and  deeper  into  Am  belief  that  she  was  dead. 

His  conviction  remained  unchanged.  So  far  as  I  know  — 
and  I  believe  his  honest  heart  was  transparent  to  me  —  he 
never  wavered  again ,  in  his  solemn  certainty  of  finding  her. 
His  patience  never  tired.  And,  although  I  trembled  for  the 
agony  it  might  one  day  be  to  him  to  have  hia  strong  assurance 
shivered  at  a  blow,  there  was  something  so  religious  in  it,  so 
affectingly  expressive  of  its  anchor  being  in  the  purest  depths 
of  his  fine  nature,  that  the  respect  and  honour  in  which  I  held 
him  were  exalted  every  day. 

His  was  not  a  lazy  trustfulness  that  hoped,  and  did  no 
more.  He  had  been  a  man  of  sturdy  action  all  his  life ,  and  he 
knew  that  in  all  things  wherein  he  wanted  help  he  must  do  his 
own  part  faithfully,  and  help  himself.  I  have  known  him  set 
out  in  the  night ,  on  a  misgiving  that  the  light  might  not  be ,  by 
some  accident,  in  the  window  of  the  old  boat,  and  walk  to 
Yarmouth.  I  have  known  him,  on  reading  something  in  the 
newspaper  that  might  apply  to  her,  take  up  his  stick,  and  go 
forth  on  a  journey  of  three  or  four  score  miles.  He  made  his 
way  by  sea  to  Naples,  and  back,  after  hearing  the  narrative 
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to  which  Miss  Dartle  had  assisted  me.  All  his  journeys  were 
raggedly  performed;  for  he  was  always  steadfast  in  a  purpose 
of  saving  money  for  Emily's  sake,  when  she  should  be  found. 
In  all  this  long  pursuit,  I  never  heard  him  repine;  I  never 
heard  him  say  he  was  fatigued,  or  out  of  heart. 

Dora  had  often  seen  him  since  our  marriage,  and  was  quite 
fond  of  him.  I  fancy  his  figure  before  me  now ,  standing  near 
her  sofa,  with  his  rough  cap  in  his  hand ,  and  the  blue  eyes  of 
my  child- wife  raised ,  with  a  timid  wonder ,  to  his  face.  Some- 
times of  an  evening,  about  twilight,  when  he  came  to  talk  with 
me,  I  would  induce  him  to  smoke  his  pipe  in  the  garden,  as 
we  slowly  paced  to  and  fro  together;  and  then ,  the  picture  of 
his  deserted  home,  and  the  comfortable  air  it  used  to  have  in 
my  childish  eyes  of  an  evening  when  the  fire  was  burning,  and 
the  wind  moaning  round  it,  came  most  vivi<JDy  into  my  mind. 

One  evening,  at  this  hour,  he  told  me  that  he  had  found 
Martha  waiting  near  his  lodging  on  the  preceding  night  when 
he  came  out,  and  that  she  had  asked  him  not  to  leave  London 
on  any  account,  until  he  should  have  seen  her  again. 

"Did  she  tell  you  why  ?  "  I  inquired. 

"I  asked  her,  Mas'rDavy,"  he  replied,  "but  it  is  but  few 
words  as  she  ever  says,  and  she  on*y  got  my  promise  and  so 
went  away." 

"  Did  she  say  when  you  might  expect  to  see  her  agam?  "  I 
d  ^manded. 

"No,  Mas'rDavy,"  he  returned,  drawing  his  hand  thought- 
fully down  his  face.  "I  asked  that  too ;  but  it  was  more  (she 
said)  than  she  could  tell." 

As  I  had  long  forborne  to  encourage  him  with  hopes  that 
hung  on  threads ,  I  made  no  other  comment  on  this  informa- 
tion than  that  I  supposed  he  would  see  her  soon.  Such  spe- 
culations as  it  engendered  within  me  I  kept  to  myself,  and 
those  were  faint  enough. 
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I  was  walking  alone  in  the  garden,  oneereniDgf  aboata 
fortnight  afterwards.  I  remember  that  evening  well.  It  was 
the  second  in  Mr.  Moawber*aweek  of  saspense.  There  had 
been  rain  all  daj,  and  there  was  a  damp  feeling  in  the  air. 
The  leaves  were  thick  apon  the  trees,  and  heavj  with  wet; 
but  the  hiin  had  ceased,  though  the  sky  was  still  dark;  and 
the  hopeful  birds  were  singing  cheerfully.  As  I  walked  to  and 
fro  in  the  garden,  and  the  twilight  begaa  to  close  aroond  me, 
their  little  voices  were  hushed ;  and  that  peculiar  silence  whidk 
belongs  to  such  an  evening  in  the  country  when  the  lightest 
trees  are  quite  still ,  save  for  the  occasional  droppings  froiB 
their  boughs,  prevailed. 

There  was  a  little  green  perspective  of  trellis-work  and  ivy 
at  the  side  of  our  cottage,  through  which  I  could  see,  from 
the  garden  where  I  was  walking,  into  the  road  before  tiie 
house.  I  happened  to  turn  my  eyes  towards  this  place,  as  I 
was  thinking  of  many  things;  and  I  saw  a  figure  beyond* 
dressed  in  a  plain  cloak.  It  was  bending  eag^ly  towards  me, 
and  beckoning. 

"Martha!'*  said  I,  gCHngtoit. 

"Can  you  come  with  me?"  she  inquired,  in  an  agitated 
whisper.  "I  have  been  to  him,  and  he  is  not  at  home.  I  wrote 
down  where  he  was  to  come,  and  left  it  on  his  table  with  ray 
own  hand.  They  said  he  would  not  be  out  long.  I  hare  ti- 
dings for  him.     Can  you  come  directly  ?  " 

My  answer  was ,  to  pass  out  at  the  gate  immediately.  She 
made  a  hasty  gesture  with  her  hand,  as  if  to  entreat  my  pa- 
tience and  my  silence,  and  turned  towards  London,  whence, 
as  her  dress  betokened,  she  had  come  expeditiously  oa 
foot. 

I  asked  her  if  that  were  not  our  destination?  On  her  mo- 
tioning Yes,  with  the  same  hasty  gesture  as  before,  I  stopped 
an  empty  coach  that  was  coming  by,  and  we  got  into  it«  Wkea 
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I  asked  her  where  the  coachman  was  to  drive,  she  answered 
'* Anywhere  near  Golden  Square !  And  quick ! " — then  shrunk 
Into  a  comer,  with  one  trembling  hand  before  her  face,  and 
the  other  making  the  former  gesture,  as  if  she  could  not  bear 
B  voice. 

Now  much  disturbed,  and  dazzled  with  conflicting  gleams 
of  hope  and  dread,  I  looked  at  her  for  some  explanation.  But, 
seeing  how  strongly  she  desired  to  remain  quiet,  and  feeling 
that  it  was  my  own  natural  inclination  too,  at  such  a  time,  I 
did  not  attempt  to  break  the  silence.  We  proceeded  without 
»  word  being  spoken.  Sometimes  she  glanced  out  of  the  win- 
d<yw,  as  though  she  thought  we  were  going  slowly,  though  in- 
deed we  were  going  fast;  but  otherwise  remained  exactly  as 
at  first. 

We  alighted  at  one  of  the  entrances  to  the  Square  she  had 
mentioned,  where  I  directed  the  coach  to  wait,  not  knowing 
but  that  we  might  have  some  occasion  for  it.  She  laid  her 
hand  on  my  arm,  and  harried  me  on  to  one  of  the  sombre 
streets,  of  which  there  are  several  in  that  part,  where  the 
bouses  were  once  fair  dwellings  in  the  occupation  of  single  fa- 
milies, but  have,  and  had,  long  degenerated  into  poor  lod- 
gings let  off  in  rooms.  Entering  at  the  open  door  of  one  of 
these,  and  releasing  my  arm,  she  beckoned  me  to  follow  her 
tip  the  common  staircase,  which  was  like  a  tributary  channel 
to  the  street. 

The  house  swarmed  with  inmates.  As  we  went  up,  doors 
of  rooms  were  opened  and  people's  heads  put  out;  and  we 
passed  other  people  on  the  stairs,  who  were  coming  down.  In 
glancing  up  from  the  outside,  before  we  entered,  I  had  seen 
women  and  children  lolling  at  the  windows  over  flower-pots ; 
and  we  seemed  to  have  attracted  their  curiosity,  for  these 
were  principally  the  observers  who  looked  out  of  their  doors. 
It  was  abroad  panelled  staircase,  with  massive  balustrades  of 
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some  dark  wood ;  cornices  above  the  doors ,  ornamented  witli 
carved  fruit  and  flowers ;  and  broad  seats  in  the  windows. 
But  all  these  tokens  of  past  grandeur  were  miserablj  decayed 
and  dirty;  rot,  damp,  and  age,  had  weakened  the  flooring, 
which  in  many  places  was  unsound  and  even  unsafe.     Some 
attempt*  had  been  made,  I  noticed,  to  infuse  new  blood  into 
this  dwindling  frame,  by  repairing  the  costly  old  wood-work 
here  and  there  with  common  deal ;  but  it  was  like  the  marnage 
of  a  reduced  old  noble  to  a  plebeian  pauper,  and  each  party  to 
the  ill-assorted  union  shrunk  away  from  the  other.    Several 
of  the  back  windows  on  the  staircase  had  been  darkened  ot 
wholly  blocked  up.   In  those  that  remained,  there  was  scarce- 
ly any  glass;   and,  through  the  crumbling  frames  by  whidi 
the  bad  air  seemed  always  to  come  in,  and  never  to  go  out,  I 
saw,  through  other  glassless  windows,  into  other  houses  in  a 
similar  condition ,  and  looked  giddily  down  into  a  wretched 
yard  which  was  the  common  dust-heap  of  the  mansion. 

We  proceeded  to  the  top-story  of  the  house.  Two  or  three 
times,  by  the  way,  I  thought  I  observed  in  the  indistinct  light 
the  skirts  of  a  female  figure  going  up  before  us.  As  we  tamed 
to  ascend  the  last  flight  of  stairs  between  us  and  the  roof,  we 
caught  a  full  view  of  this  figure  pausing  for  a  moment ,  at  a 
door.    Then  it  turned  the  handle  and  went  in. 

** What's  this!"  said  Martha,  in  a  whisper.  "She  has 
gone  into  my  room.    I  don't  know  her  I  '* 

/  knew  her.  I  had  recognised  her  with  amasement,  for 
Miss  Dartle. 

I  said  something  to  the  effect  that  it  was  a  lady  whom  I  had 
seen  before,  in  a  few  words,  to  my  conductress;  and  had 
scarcely  done  so,  when  we  heard  her  voice  in  the  room,  though 
not,  from  where  we  stood,  what  she  was  saying.  Martha, 
with  an  astonished  look,  repeated  her  former  action,  and 
softly  led  me  up  the  stairs;  and  then,  by  a  little  back  door 
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which  seemed  to  have  no  lock,  and  which  she  pnshed  open 
with  a  touch,  into  a  small  empty  garret  with  a  low  sloping  roof: 
little  better  than  a  cupboard.  Between  this,  and  the  room 
she  had  called  hers ,  there  was  a  small  door  of  communication, 
standing  partly  open.  Here  we  stopped,  breathless  with  our 
ascent,  and  she  placed  her  hand  lightly  on  my  lips.  I  could 
only  see,  of  the  room  beyond,  that  itwas  pretty  large;  that 
there  was  a  bed  in  it;  and  that  there  were  some  common  pic- 
tures of  ships  upon  the  walls.  I  could  not  see  Miss  Dartle,  or 
the  person  whom  we  had  heard  her  address.  Certainly,  my 
companion  could  not,  for  my  position  was  the  best. 

A  dead  silence  prevailed  for  some  moments.  Martha  kept 
one  hand  on  my  lips,  and  raised  the  other  in  a  listening  attitude. 

"It  matters  little  to  me  her  not  being  at  home ,"  said  Rosa 
Dartle,  haughtily,  ''I  know  nothing  of  her.  It  is  you  I  come 
to  see.** 

"  Me  ?  "  replied  a  soft  voice. 

At  the  sound  of  it,  a  thrill  went  through  my  frame.  For  it 
was  Emily*s  1 

*^Yes,*'  returned  Miss  Dartle,  "I  have  come  to  look  at 
you.  What?  You  are  not  ashamed  of  the  face  that  has  done 
80  much?*' 

The  resolute  and  unrelenting  hatred  of  her  tone,  its  cold 
stern  sharpness,  and  its  mastered  rage,  presented  her  before 
me ,  as  if  I  had  seen  her  standing  in  the  light.  I  saw  tRe  flash- 
ing black  eyes,  and  the  passion- wasted  figure;  and  I  saw  the 
^car,  with  its  white  track  cutting  through  her  lips,  quivering 
and  throbbing  as  she  spoke. 

"I  have  come  to  see,*'  she  said,  "James  Steerforth's 
fancy;  the  girl  who  ran  away  with  him,  and  is  the  town-talk  of 
the  commonest  people  of  her  native  place;  the  bold,  flaunting, 
practised  companion  of  persons  like  James  Steerforth.  I  want 
to  know  what  such  a  thing  is  like.** 
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There  was  a  rastie^  as  if  the  unhappy  girl,  on  whom  she 
heaped  these  taunts,  ran  towards  the  door,  and  the  speaker 
sififUj  interposed  h^brself  before  it.  It  was  succeeded  by  a 
moment's  pause. 

When  Miss  Dartle  spoke  agiun,  it  was  through  her  set 
teeth ,  and  with  a  stamp  upon  the  ground. 

''Stay  there  1*'  she  said,  ''or  I'll  proclaim  you  to  the 
house,  and  the  whole  street!  Ifyou  try  to  evade  ms,  I'll  stop 
yon,  if  it 's  by  the  hair,  and  raise  the  very  stones  against 
you ! " 

A  frightened  murmur  was  the  only  reply  that  reached  raj 
ears.  A  silence  succeeded.  I  did  not  know  what  to  do.  Much 
as  I  desired  to  put  an  end  to  the  interriew,  I  felt  that  I  had  no 
right  to  present  myself;  that  it  was  for  Mr.  Peg^otty  alone  to 
see  her  and  recover  her.  Would  he  never  come?  I  thought 
impatiently. 

"Sol"  said  Rosa  Dartle,  with  a  contemptaous  laugh,  "I 
see  her  at  last  I  Why,  he  was  a  poor  creature  to  be  taken  by 
that  delicate  mock-modesty,  and  that  hanging  head  I'* 

"Oh,  for  Heaven's  sake,  spare  me  I"  exclaimed  Emzly. 
"Whoever  you  are,  you  know  my  pitiable  story,  and  for 
Heaven's  sake  spare  me,  if  you  would  be  spared  yourself! " 

"If  /  would  be  spared!"  returned  the  other  fiercely; 
"what  is  there  in  common  between  «#,  do  you  think?  " 

"Nothing  but  our  sex,"  said  Emily,  with  a  burst  of  tears. 

"And  that,"  said  Rosa  Dartle,  "is  so  strong  a  claim,  pre- 
ferred by  one  so  infamous,  that  if  I  had  any  feeling  in  my 
breast  but  scorn  and  abhorrence  of  you ,  it  would  freeze  it  up. 
Our  sex  I    You  are  an  honour  to  o ur  sex ! ' ' 

"I  have  deserved  this,"  cried  Emily,  "but  it's  dreadful  I 
Dear,  dear  lady,  think  what  I  have  suffered,  and  how  I  am 
fallen!    Oh,  Martha,  come  bade  I    Oh,  home,  home!" 

Miss  Dartle  placed  herself  in  a  chair,  within  view  of  the 
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door,  and  looked  downward,  as  if  Emily  were  crouching  on 
the  floor  before  her.  Being  now  between  me  and  ^bm  light,  I 
could  see  her  curled  lip,  and  hercmd  eyes  intently  fixed  on 
one  place,  with  a  greedy  triumph. 

"Listen  to  what  I  say  1'*  she  said;  "  and  reserre  your  false 
arts  for  your  dupes.  Do  you  hope  to  move  me  by  your  tears? 
No  more  than  you  could  ^arm  me  by  your  smiles,  yon  pur- 
chased slaye." 

*'Oh,  have  some  mercy  on  me ! "  cried  Eaoily.  **  Show  me 
some  compassioB ,  or  I  ahall  die  mad  I " 

"It  would  be  no  great  penance,"  said  RosaDartle,  "for 
your  Climes.  Do  you  know  what  you  have  done?  Do  you 
ever  think  of  the  home  you  have  laid  waste?  " 

"Oh,  is  there  ever  night  or  day,  wfaenIdon*tithinkofitl" 
cried  Emily;  and  now  I  could  just  see  her,  on  her  knees,  witb 
her  head  thrown  back,  her  pale  lace  lo^ang  upward,  her 
hands  wildly  clasped  and  held  out,  and  her  hair  streaming 
about  her.  "  Has  there  ever  been  a  iin^e  minute ,  waking  or 
^eepin^  when  it  hasn't  been  before  me,  just  as  it  used  to  be 
in  the  lost  days  when  I  turned  my  back  upon  it  for  ever  and  for 
'ever!  Oh,  home,  home  I  Oh  dear,  dear  undo,  if  you  ever 
could  have  known  the  agony  your  love  would  eause  me  when  I 
fell  away  from  good ,  you  never  would  have  shown  it  to  me  so 
•constant,  much  as  you  felt  it;  but  would  have  been  angry  to* 
me,  at  least  once  in  my  life,  that  i  might  have  had  some  com- 
fort! I  have  none,  none;  no  comfort  upon  earth ,  for  all  of 
tbem  were  always  fond  of  me  I "  She  dropped  on  her  face, 
before  the  imperious  figure  in  the  chair,  with  an  imploring  ef- 
fort to  clasp  the  skirt  of  her  dress. 

Rosa  Darde  sat  looking  down  upon  her,  as  inflexible  as  a 

^gure  of  brass,    Her  lips  were  tightly  compressed,  as  if  she 

Jknew  that  she  must  keep  a  strong  constraint  upon  herself-—  I 

write  what  I  sincerely  believe  —  or  she  would  be  tempted  to 
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Btrike  the  beautifal  fonn  with  her  foot.  I  saw  her,  diBtiikctl]r» 
and  the  whole  power  of  her  face  and  character  seemed  forced 
into  that  expression.  —  Would  he  Never  come? 

"The  miserable  vanity  of  these  earth-worms!"  she  taid^ 
when  she  had  so  far  controlled  the  angry  heavings  of  her 
breast  I  that  she  could  trust  herself  to  speak.  '*  lour  home! 
Do  you  imagine  that  I  bestow  a  thought  on  it ,  or  suppose  you 
could  do  any  harm  to  that  low  place,  which  money  would  not 
pay  for,  and  handsomely?  Your  home !  You  were  a  part  of 
the  trade  of  your  home,  and  were  bought  and  sold  like  any 
other  vendible  thing  your  people  dealt  in." 

**  Oh  not  that ! "  cried  Emily.  *'  Say  anything  of  me ;  but 
donH  visit  my  disgrace  and  shame,  more  than  I  have  done,  on 
folks  who  are  as  honourable  as  you  I  Have  some  respect  for 
them,  as  you  are  a  lady,  if  you  have  no  mercy  for  me." 

"I  speak,"  she  said,  not  deigning  to  take  any  heed  of  this 
appeal,  and  drawing  away  her  dress  from  the  contamination  of 
Emily's  touch,  **I  speak  of  Aw  home  —  where  I  live.  Here," 
she  said,  stretching  out  her  hand  with  her  contemptuous  lang^ 
and  looking  down  upon  the  prostrate  girl,  "is  a  worthy  cause 
of  division  between  lady-mother  and  gentleman-son ;  of  grief 
in  ahouse  where  she  wouldn't  have  been  admitted  as  a  kitchen- 
girl;  of  anger,  and  repining,  and  reproach.  This  piece  of 
pollution,  picked  up  from  the  water-side,  to  be  made  much  of 
for  an  hour,  and  then  tossed  back  to  her  original  place  I  '* 

"No!  no!"  cried  Emily,  clasping  her  hands  together. 
"When  he  first  came  into  my  way  —  that  Hie  day  had  never 
dawned  upon  me ,  and  he  had  met  me  being  carried  to  my 
grave ! — I  had  been  brought  up  as  virtuous  as  you  or  any  lady, 
and  was  going  to  be  the  wife  of  as  good  a  man  as  you  or  any 
lady  in  the  world  can  ever  marry.  If  you  live  in  his  home  and 
know  him,  you  know,  perhaps,  what  his  pow^  with  a  weak, 
vain  girl  might  be,    I  don't  defend  myself,  bat  I  know  well. 
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and  he  knows  well,  or  he  will  know  when  he  comes  to  die^  and 
his  mind  is  troubled  with  it,  that  he  used  all  his  power  to  de- 
ceive me,  and  that  I  belieyed  him,  trusted  him,  and  loved 
him  I" 

Rosa  Dartle  sprang  up  from  her  seat ;  recoiled ;  and  in  re- 
coiling struck  at  her,  with  a  face  of  such  malignity,  so  darken- 
ed and  disfigured  "by  passion,  that  I  had  almost  thrown 
myself  between  them.  The  blow,  which  had  no  aim,  fell 
upon  the  air.  As  she  now  stood  panting,  looking  at  her  with 
the  utmost  detestation  that  she  was  capable  of  expressing, 
and  trembling  from  head  to  foot  with  rage  and  scorn,  I 
thought  I  had  never  seen  such  a  sight,  and  never  could  see 
such  another. 

^^Vou  love  him?  You?**  she  cried,  with  her  clenched 
hand ,  quivering  as  if  it  only  wanted  a  weapon  to  stab  the  ob- 
ject of  her  wrath. 

Emily  had  shrunk  out  of  my  view.    There  was  no  reply. 

"And  tell  that  to  in«,"  she  added,  "with  your  shameful 
lips  ?  Why  don*t  they  whip  these  creatures  I  If  I  could  order 
it  to  be  done ,  I  would  have  this  girl  whipped  to  death." 

And  so  she  would,  I  have  no  doubt.  I  would  not  have 
trusted  her  with  the  rack  itself,  while  that  furious  look 
lasted. 

She  slowly,  very  slowly,  broke  into  a  laugh,  and  pointed 
at  Emily  with  her  hand,  as  if  she  were  a  sight  of  shame  for 
gods  and  men. 

"She  love!"  she  said.  "That  carrion  1  And  he  ever 
cared  for  her,  she  'd  tell  me?  Ha,  hal  The  liars  that  these 
traders  are!" 

Her  mockery  was  worse  than  her  undisguised  rage.  Of 
the  two,  I  would  have  much  preferred  to  be  the  object  of  the 
latter.    But,  when  she  suffered  it  to  break  loose,  it 
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for  a  moment.    She  bad  chained  it  up  a^^ain,  and  howevwr  it 
might  tear  her  within*  ahe  subdued  it  to  heriolf. 

**I  came  here,  you  pare  fountain  of  Ioto,**  ahe  aud,  ^to 
see  —  as  I  began  by  telling  you  —  what  such  a  thing  as  70a 
was  like.  I  was  carious.  I  am  satisfied*  Also  to  tell  yoa» 
that  yon  had  best  seek  that  home  of  yoursy  with  all  speed*  amd 
hide  your  head  amopg  those  excellent  people  who  are  expect- 
ing yon*  and  whom  your  money  will  console.  When  it 's  all 
gone,  you  can  believe,  and  trust,  and  love  again,  yonkaowt 
I  thought  you  a  broken  toy  that  had  lasted  its  time ;  a  worth- 
less spangle  that  was  tarnished,  and  thrown  away.  Bat,  find- 
ing you  true  gold,  a  very  lady,  and  an  iU-nsed  innocent,  with 
a  fresh  heart  full  of  love  and  trustfulness  —  which  you  look 
like,  and  is  quite  consistent  with  your  story  I  —  I  have  some- 
thing more  to  say.  Attend  to  it;  for  what  I'say  1 11  do.  Do 
you  hear  mc,  you  fairy  spirit?  What  I  say,  I  mean  to  do  1^ 

Her  rage  got  the  better  of  her  again ,  for  a  moment;  bat  it 
passed  over  her  face  like  a  spasm,  and  left  her  smiling. 

'*nide  yourself,'*  she  pursued,  '*if  not  at  home,  some- 
where. Let  it  be  somewhere  beyond  reach ;  in  some  obscure 
lifo  —  or,  better  still,  in  some  obscure  death.  I  wonder,  if 
your  loving  heart  will  not  break,  you  have  found  no  way  of 
helping  it  to  be  still  I  I  have  heard  of  such  means  sometimea. 
I  believe  they  may  be  easily  found." 

A  low  crying,  on  the  part  of  Emily,  interrupted  her  here. 
She  stopped,  and  listened  to  it  as  if  it  were  music. 

**I  am  of  a  strange  nature,  perhaps,"  Bosa  Dartle  went  on; 
''but  I  can*t  breathe  freely  in  the  air  you  breathe.  I  find  it 
sickly.  Therefore,  I  will  have  it  cleared ;  I  will  have  it  purified 
of  you.  If  you  live  here  to-morrow ,  I  '11  have  your  story  and 
your  character  proclaimed  on  the  common  stair.  There  are  do- 
cent  women  in  the  house,!  am  told;  and  it  is  a  pi^  such  a  light 
as  yon  should  be  among  them»  and  co&coaled.  If  leaving  hare. 
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jfn  seek  ny  refttge  is  thif  tows  in  any  diwaeter  but  your  true 
one  (T?hich  you  are  weleome  to  bear,  withont  molestation  from 
me) ,  the  same  service  shall  be  done  yon ,  if  I  hear  of  your 
retreat.  Being  assisted  by  a  gentleman  who  not  long  ago 
aspired  to  the  favour  of  your  hand,  I  am  sangome  as  to  that.** 

Would  he  never,  never  oome?  How  long  was  I  to  bear 
this ?    How  long  could  I  bear  it? 

"Oh  me,  oh  meT'  exclaimed  the  wretched  Emily,  in  a 
tone  that  might  have  touched  the  hardest  heart,  I  should  have 
thought;  but  there  was  no  relenting  in  Bosa  Dartle*s  smile. 
"^^What,  what^  shall  I  do!*' 

" Do  ?  *'  returned  the  other.  "Lito  hi^py  in  your  own  re- 
flections \  Consecrate  your  existence  to  the  reoollection  of 
James  Steerforth*s  tendemess*-- he  would  have  made  you  his 
8erving->man*s  wife ,  would  he  not?  —  or  to  feeUng  grateful  to 
the  upright  and  deserving  creature  who  would  have  taken  you 
as  his  gift.  Or,  if  those  proud  remembrances,  and  the  con- 
sciousness of  your  own  virtues,  and  the  honourable  position  to 
which  they  have  raised  you  in  the  eyes  of  everything  that 
wears  the  human  ^hape,  will  not  sustain  you,  marry  that  good 
man,  and  be  happy  in  his  condescension.  If  this  will  not  do 
either,  die!  There  are  doorways  and  dust-heaps  for  such 
deaths,  and  such  despair  —  find  one,  and  take  your  flight  to 
Heaven  I'* 

I  heard  a  distant  foot  upon  the  stairs.  I  knew  it,  I  was  cer- 
tain.   It  was  his,  thank  God  1 

She  moved  slowly  from  before  the  door  when  she  said  this, 
and  passed  out  of  my  sight. 

"But  mark!'*  she  added,  slowly  and  sternly,  opening  the 
other  door  to  go  away,  "  I  am  resolved,  for  reasons  that  I  have 
and  hatreds  that  I  entertain,  to  cast  you  out,  unless  you  with- 
draw from  my  reach  altogether,  or  drop  your  pretty  mask. 
This  is  what  I  had  to  say ;  and  what  I  say,  I  mean  to  do  I  *' 
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The  foot  npon  the  stairs  came  nearer — nearer— passed  her 
as  she  went  down  —  rushed  into  the  room ! 

"Uncle!" 

A  fearfnl  cry  followed  the  word.  I  paused  a  moment,  and 
looking  in,  saw  him  supporting  her  insensible  figure  in  bis 
arms.  He  gazed  for  a  few  seconds  in  the  face ;  then  stooped 
to  kiss  it  —  oh,  how  tenderly!  —  and  drew  a  handkercbief 
before  it. 

'*Mas'r  Davy ,"  he  said ,  in  a  low  tremulous  voice ,  when  it 
was  covered,  '*I  thank  my  Hoav*nly  Father  as  my  dream  *s 
xome  true  I  I  thank  Him  hearty  for  having  guided  of  me ,  in 
His  own  ways,  to  my  darling!'* 

With  those  words  he  took  her  up  in  his  arms;  and,  with 
the  veiled  face  lying  on  his  bosom,  and  addressed  towards  his 
own,  carried  her,  motionless  and  unconscious,  down  the  stairs. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

The  beginning  of  a  longer  journey. 

It  was  yet  early  in  the  morning  of  the  following  day,  when, 
as  I  was  walking  in  my  garden  with  my  aunt  (who  took  little 
other  exercise  now,  being  so  mnch  in  attendance  on  my  dear 
Dora),  I  was  told  that  Mr.  Peggotty  desired  to  speak  with  me. 
He  came  into  the  garden  to  meet  me  half-way,  on  my  going 
towards  the  gate;  and  bared  his  head,  as  it  was  always  his 
castom  to  do  when  he  saw  my  aunt,  for  whom  he  had  a  high 
respect.  I  had  been  telling  her  all  that  had  happened  over- 
night. Without  saying  a  word,  she  walked  up  with  a  cordial 
face,  shook  hands  with  him,  and  patted  him  on  the  arm.  It 
-was  so  expressively  done,  that  she  had  no  need  to  say  a  word. 
Iklr.  Peggotty  understood  her  quite  as  well  as  if  she  had  said 
a  thousand. 

*'I  *11  go  in  now,  Trot»"  said  my  aunt,  "and  look  after  little 
Blosspm,  who  will  be  getting  up  presently.** 

"Not  along  of  my  being  heer,  Ma'am,  I  hope?**  said  Mr. 
Peggotty.  "Unless  my  wits  its  gone  a  bahd*s  neezing*'  —  by 
which  Mr.  Peggotty  meant  to  say,  bird*s-nesting  —  "this 
morning,  *t  is  along  of  me  as  you  *re  a  going  to  quit  us?  '* 

"You  have  something  to  say,  my  good  friend,**  returned 
my  aunt,  " and  will  do  better  without  me.'* 

"By  your  leave,  Ma*am,**  returned  Mr.  Peggotty,  "I  should 
take  it  kind,  pervising  you  doen*t  mind  my  clicketten,  if  you'd 
bide  heer." 

"Would  you?'*  said  my  aunt,  with  short  good -nature. 
"Then  I  am  sure  I  will  I*' 

So,  she  drew  her  ann  through  Mr.  Peggotty's,  and  walked 
with  him  to  a  leafy  little  summer-house  there  was  at  the  bottoA^ 
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of  Ui6  garden,  where  she  sat  down  on  a  bench,  and  I  beside 
her.  There  was  a  seat  for  Mr.  Poggotty  too,  bat  he  preferred 
to  stand,  leaning  his  band  on  the  small  rustic  table.  As  he 
stood,  looking  at  his  cap  for  a  Kttle  while  before  beginning  to 
speak,  I  could  not  help  observing  what  power  and  force  of 
character  his  sinewy  hand  expressed,  and  what  a  good  and 
trusty  companion  it  was  to  his  honest  brow  and  iron-grey  hair. 

*'  I  took  my  dear  child  away  last  night,**  Mr.  Feggotty  be- 
gan, as  he  raised  his  eyes  to  ours,  'to  n&y  lodging,  wheer  I  have 
a  long  time  been  expecting  of  her  and  preparing  fur  her.  U 
was  hours  afore  she  knowed  me  right;  and  when  she  did,  she 
kneeled  down  at  my  feet,  and  kicader  said  to  me,  as  if  it  wis 
her  prayers,  how  it  all  come  to  be.  Tou  may  believe  me,  when  I 
heerd  her  voice,  as  I  had  heerd  at  home  so  playful-— and  see  her 
humbled,  as  it  might  be  in  the  dust  our  Saviour  wrote  in  with 
his  blessed  hand  —  I  felt  a  wownd  go  to  my  *ar^  in  the  midst 
of  all  its  thankfulness.** 

He  drew  his  sleeve  across  his  face,  without  any  preteaea 
of  concealing  why ;  and  then  cleared  his  voice. 

'4t  warn't  for  long  as  1  felt  that;  forshewafllbvad.  I 
had  on^y  to  think  as  she  was  found,  and  it  was  gone.  I  doen*t 
know  why  I  do  so  much  as  mention  of  it  now,  I  'm  sure.  I 
didn*t  have  it  in  my  mind  a  minute  ago,  to  say  a  word  about 
myself;  but  it  come  up  so  nat*ral,  that  I  yielded  te  it  afore  I 
was  aweer.*' 

"You  are  a  self-denying  soul,*'  said  my  annt,  "and  will 
have  year  reward.*' 

Mr.  Peggotty,  with  the  shadows  of  the  leaves  playing 
athwart  his  face,  made  a  surprised  inclination  of  the  head  to- 
wards my  aunt,  as  an  acknowledgment  of  her  good  opinion ; 
then,  took  up  the  thread  he  had  relinquished. 

"When  my£m*ly  took  flight,**  he  said,  in  stem  wrath  for 
the  moment,  "from  the  house  wheer  she  was  made  apris'asr 
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hj  that  theer  spotted  snake  aa  Mas'r  Davy  see,  —  and  his 
storf  *8  trew,  and  may  God  confound  him !  —  she  took  flight 
in  the  night.  It  was  a  dark  night,  with  a  many  stars  a  shining. 
She  was  wild*  She  ran  along  the  sea  beach,  believing  the  old 
boat  was  theer ;  and  calling  ont  to  os  to  turn  away  onr  faces, 
for  she  was  a  coming  by.  She  heerd  herself  a  crying  out,  like 
as  if  it  was  another  person;  and  cut  herself  on  them sharp- 
pinted  stones  and  rocks,  and  felt  it  no  move  than  if  she  had 
been  rock  herself.  Ever  so  fur  she  run,  and  there  was  fire 
afore  her  eyes,  and  roarings  in  her  ears.  Of  a  sudden  —  or  so 
she  thowt,  you  unnerstand  —  the  day  broke  ^  wet  and  windy, 
and  she  was  lying  b*low  aheap  of  stone  upon  the  shore,  and  a 
woman  was  a  speaking  to  her,  saying,  in  the  language  of  that 
country,  what  was  it  as  had  gone  so  much  amiss?  ** 

He  saw  everything  be  related.  It  passed  before  him,  as  he 
^poke,  so  vividly,  tliat,  in  the  intensity  of  his  earnestness,  he 
presented  what  be  described,  to  me,  with  greater  distinctness 
than  I  can  express.  I  can  hardly  believe,  writiog- now  long 
afterwards,  but  that  I  was  actually  present  in  these  scenes ;  they 
are  impressed  upon  me  with  such  an  astoni^ing  air  of  fidelity. 
"As  Em'ly's  eyes** which  was  heavy  —  see  this  woman 
better,*'  Mr.Feggotty  went  on,  "she  know* d  as  she  was  one 
of  them  as  she  had  oflen  talked  to  on  the  beach.  Fur,  though 
sIm  had  run  (as  I  have  said)  ever  so  fur  in  the  night,  she  had 
oftentimes  wandered  long  ways,  partly  afoot,  psjrtly  in  boats 
and  carriages,  and  know'd  alt  that  country,  *long  the  coast, 
miles  and  miles.  She  hadn't  no  children  of  her  own,  this 
woman,  being  a  young  wife ;  but  she  was  a  looking  to  have 
one  afore  long.  And  may  my  prayers  go  up  to  Heaven  that 
't  vrill  be  a  bapp'ness  to  her,  and  a  comfort,  and  a  honour,  all 
her  life  t  May  it  love  her  and  be  dootiful  to  her,  in  her  old  age ;. 
kelpful  of  her  ai  the  last ;  a  Angel  to  her  beer,  and  beei 
"Ameo!"  saidmyabsC. 
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"She  had  been  summat  timorous  and  doum,'*  said  Mr. 
Peggotty,  "and  had  sat,  at  first,  a  little  way  off,  at  her  spin* 
ning,  or  such  work  as  it  was,  whenEm*ly  talked  to  the  children. 
But  EmHjr  had  took  notice  of  her,  and  had  gone  and  spoke  to 
her;  and  as  the  young  woman  was  partial  to  the  children  her- 
self, they  had  soon  made  friends.  Sermuchser,  that  when 
Em'ly  went  that  way,  she  always  giv  Em*ly  (louvers.  This  was 
her  as  now  asked  what  it  was  that  had  gqnft  py  mach  amiss. 
Em'ly  told  her,  and  she  -*  took  her  home.  She  did  indeed. 
She  took  her  home  ,*'  said  Mr.  Peggotty ,  covering  his  face. 

He  was  more  affected  by  this  act  of  kindness,  than  I  had 
ever  seen  him  affected  by  anything  since  the  night  she  went 
away.    My  aunt  and  1  did  not  attempt  to  disturb  him. 

"It  was  a  little  cottage,  you  may  suppose,"  he  said,  pre- 
sently, "but  she  found  space  for  Em'ly  in  it,  —  her  hnsband 
was  away  at  sea,  —  and  she  kep  it  secret,  and  prevailed  upoii 
such  neighbours  as  she  had  (they  was  not  many  near)  to  keep 
it  secret  too.  Em*ly  was  took  bad  with  fever,  and,  what  is 
very  strange  to  me  is,  —  maybe  *t  is  not  so  strange  to  scholaiSf 
—  the  language  of  that  country  went  out  of  her  head,  and  she 
could  only  speak  her  own,  that  no  one  nnnerstood.  She  re- 
collects, as  if  she  had  dreamed  it,  that  she  lay  there,  always* 
talking  her  own  tongue,  always  believing  as  the  old  boat  was 
round  the  next  pint  in  the  bay,  and  begging  and  imploring 
of*em  to  send  theer  and  tell  how  she  was  dying,  and  bring 
back  a  message  of  forgiveness,  if  it  was  on'y  a  wured.  A*most 
the  whole  time,  she  thowt,  —  now,  that  him  as  I  made  mention 
on  just  now  was  lurking  for  her  unnemeath  the  winder :  now 
that  him  as  had  brought  her  to  this  was  ki  the  room,  —  and 
cried  to  the  good  young  woman  not  to  give  her  up,  and 
know'd,  at  the  same  time,  that  she  couldn't  unnerstand,  and 
dreaded  that  she  must  be  took  away.  Likewise  the  fire  was 
afore  her  eyes,  and  the  roarings  in  herean;  andtharewas 
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no  to-day,  nor  yesterday,  nor  yet  to-morrow ;  but  everything 
in  her  life  as  ever  had  been,  or  as  ever  could  be,  and  every- 
thing as  never  had  been,  and  as  never  could  be,  was  a 
crowding  on  her  all  at  once,  and  nothing  clear  nor  welcome, 
and  yet  she  sang  and  laughed  about  itl  How  long  this  lasted, 
I  doen't  know;  but  then  there  come  a  sleep;  and  in  that  sleep, 
from  being  a  mans  times  stronger  than  her  own  self,  she  fell 
into  the  weakness|mhe  littlest  child.*' 

Here  he  stopped,  as  if  for  relief  from  the  terrors  of  his  own 
description.  After  being  silent  for  a  few  moments,  he  pursued 
his  story. 

"It  was  a  pleasant  artemoon  when  she  awoke ;  and  so  quiet, 
that  there  wam't  a  sound  but  the  rippling  of  that  blue  sea  with- 
out a  tide,  upon  the  shore.  It  was  her  belief,  at  first,  that 
she  was  at  home  upon  a  Sunday  morning ;  but,  the  vine  leaves 
as  she  see  at  the  winder,  and  the  hills  beyond,  warn*t  home, 
and  contradicted  of  her.  Then,  come  in  her  friend  to  watch 
alongside  of  her  bed;  and  she  know'd  as  the  old  boat  wam't 
round  that  next  pint  in  the  bay  no  more,  but  was  fur  off;  and 
know*d  where  she  was,  and  why ;  and  broke  out  a  crying  on 
that  good  young  woman's  bosom,  wheer  I  hope  her  baby  is  a 
lying  now,  a  cheering  of  her  with  its  pretty  eyes  I " 

He  could  not  speak  of  this  good  friend  of  Emily's  without 
a  flow  of  tears.  It  was  in  vain  to  try.  He  broke  down  again, 
endeavouring  to  bless  her  I 

"That  done  my  Em'ly  good,"  he  resumed,  after  such  emo- 
tion as  I  could  not  behold  without  sharing  in;  and  as  to  my 
aont,  she  wept  with  all  her  heart ;  "that  done  Em'ly  good,  and 
she  begun  to  mendy|  But,  the  language  of  that  country  was 
quite  gone  from  her,\nd  she  was  forced  to  make  signs.  So 
she  went  on,  getting  better  from  day  to  day,  slow,  but  sure, 
and  trying  to  learn  the  names  of  common  things  —  names  as 
she  seemed  never  to  have  heerd  m  aU  her  life  —  till  one  ^^ 
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ing  come,  when  she  was  a  setting  at  her  wiadoir,  kx^Lingtta 
littie  girl  at  pkir  upon  the  beaeh.  And  of  a  sodden  this  cUI4 
held  out  her  haiad,  and  said,  wKaA  womld  be  ia  English,  ^Fishe^ 
man*s  danghtor,  here's  a  shell  I*  ^  Isr  yon  sre  to  naaer- 
stand  that  diey  used  at  first  to  oaU  her  *Prett]p  lady/  as  *• 
general  way  in  tluit  country  is,  and  that  she  had  tangltt  *em  to 
call  her  'Fisherman's  daughter'  instead^  The  ckild  says  of  a 
sudden,  ^Fisherman's daughter,  here's  a ttieUl'  XheoEmlx 
unnerstands  her;  and  she  answers,  bursting  oat  a  eiyiig; 
and  it  all  comes  badLi 

"  When  Em'ly  got  strong  again,"  said  Mr.  Feggotty,  after 
another  short  intenral  of  silence^  "she  eaat  about  to  leave  tfast 
good  young  creetar,  and  get  to  her  own  country.  The  bos- 
band  was  come  home,  then;  and  the  two  together  put  bcr 
aboard  a  small  trader  bound  to  Leghorn,,  and  firom  that  is 
France.  She  had  a  little  money,  but  it  was  leas  than  littfet* 
they  would  take  for  all  they  done.  I  'm  a'sMMit  glad  sniti 
though  they  was  so  poor  I  What  they  dOBe^  is  faud  up  wheer 
neither  moth  nor  roet  doth  corrupt,  and  wheer  thieyes  do  not 
break  through  nor  steaL  Mas'r  Davy,  it  'U  outlaat  all  Ike 
treasure  in  the  wvreld. 

^'  Em'ly  got  to  France,  andt  took  service  to  wait  o»  tiavei- 
ling  ladies  at  a  inn  in  the  port.  Theer,  thoer  come,  one  diy, 
that  snake.  —  Let  him  never  come  m^  me.  I  doen't  kaow 
what  hurt  I  might  do  him !  —  Soon  as  she  see  him ,  withoit 
him  seeing  her,  all  her  fear  and  wildness  returned  npon  her, 
and  she  fled  afore  the  very  breath  he  draw'd«  She  come  t» 
England ,  and  was  set  aslbore  at  Dover. 

"I  doen't  know,"  said  Mkr.Peggotty,.'' for  sure,  when  her 
'art  begun  to  £m1  her;  but  all  the  way  to  England  she  had 
thowt  to  come  to  her  dear  home.  Soon  as  sh«  got  to  Eln|^<i 
she  turned  her  faco  tow'rds  it.  But,  iear  of  not  being  forgiv, 
fear  of  being  pinted  at^  fear  of  some  of  us  being  dead  alottft<tf 


23T 


lier,  fear  of  many  things,  turned  bar  from  it»  kiender  by  foKe, 
upon  tbe  road :  '  Unde,  uncle/  ^e  eays  to  sm,  '  the  ietr  of  dK>t 
being  worthy  to  do,  what  my  torn  and  bleeding  breast  so  long- 
ed to  do,  was  the  most  fright*ning  fear  of  all  I  I  turned  back, 
irhen  my  'art  was  full  of  prayers  that  I  might  crawl  to  the  old 
doorstep,  in  the  night,  kiss  it,  lay  my  wicked  face  upon  it,  and 
theer  be  found  dead  in  the  morning.* 

*'She  come,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty,  dropping  his  Toice  to  an 
awe-etrlcken  whisper,  "to  London.  She  —  as  had  never  seen 
it  in  her  life  -—  alone  —  without  a  penny  —  young  —  so  pretty 
•^  come  to  London.  A'most  the  moment  as  she  lighted  beer, 
all  so  desolate,  she  found  (as  she  believed)  a  friend;  a  decent 
woman  as  spoke  to  her  about  the  needle-work  as  she  had  been 
brought  up  to  do,  about  finding  plenty  of  it  fur  her,  about  a 
lodging  for  the  night,  and  making  secret  inquiration  concern- 
ing of  me  and  all  at  home,  to-morrow.  When  my  child,*'  fte 
said  aloud,  and  with  an  eneigy  of  gratitude  that  shook  him 
from  head  to  foot,  "stood  upon  the  brink  of  moie  than  I  can 
•ay  or  think  on  —  Martha,  trew  to  her  promise,  saved  her  1  ** 

I  could  not  repress  a  cry  of  joy. 

*^Mas*r  Davy!"  he  said,  griping  my  hand  in  that  strong 
liaiid  of  his,  "it  was  you  as  first  made  mention  of  her  to  me. 
I  thankee,  Sir  1  Shewasamest.  She  had  know'd  of  her  bitter 
knowledge  wheer  to  watch  and  what  to  do.  She  had  done  it. 
And  the  Lord  was  above  all!  She  come,  white  and  hurried, 
upon  Em'ly  in  her  sleep.  She  says  to  her,  *Kise  up  from  worse 
than  death,  and  come  with  me  1  *  Them  belonging  to  the  house 
would  have  stopped  her,  but  they  might  as  soon  have  stopped 
the  sea.  'Stand  away  from  me,'  she  says,  'I  am  a  ghost  that  calls 
her  from  beside  her  open  grave  I '  She  told  Em'ly  she  had 
seen  me,  and  know'd  I  loved  her,  and  forgiv  her.  She  wrap- 
ped her,  hasty,  in  her  clothes.  She  took  her,  faint  and  trem- 
bling, on  her  ann.    She  heeded  no  more  what  they  saic* 
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than  if  she  had  no  ears.  She  walked  among  *em  irith  mj 
child,  minding  only  her ;  and  brought  her  safe  out,  in  the  dead 
of  the  night,  from  that  black  pit  bf  ruin! 

"She  attended  on  Em'ly,"  said  Mr.  Feggotty,  who  had 
released  mj  hand ,  and  pat  his  own  hand  on  his  heaving  chest; 
"she  attended  to  my  Em'ly ,  lying  wearied  oat,  and  wandering 
betwixt  whiles,  till  late  next  day.  Then  she  went  in  seirdi 
of  me;  then  in  search  of  you,  Mas'r  Davy.  She  didn't  tell 
Em*ly  what  she  come  out  far,  lest  her  *art  should  fail,  and  she 
should  think  of  hiding  of  herself-  How  the  cruel  lady  knov'd 
of  her  heing  theer ,  I  can't  say.  Whether  him  as  I  have  spoke 
so  much  of,  chanced  to  see  'em  going  theer,  or  whether  (whid 
is  most  like,  to  my  thinking)  he  had  heerd  it  from  the  womss, 
I  doen't  greatly  ask  myself.    My  niece  is  found. 

"All  night  long,"  said  Mr.  Feggotty,  "we  have  bees 
together,  Em'lyandme.  'T  is  little  (considering  the  dme)ai 
she  has  said,  in  wureds,  through  them  broken-hearted  tesn; 
*t  is  less  as  I  have  seen  of  her  dear  face,  as  grow'd  into  a 
woman's  at  my  hearth.  But,  all  night  long,  her  arms  fats 
been  about  my  neck ;  and  her  head  has  laid  heer ;  and  we  knovs 
full  well,  as  we  can  put  our  trust  in  one  another,  ever  more." 

He  ceased  to  speak,  and  his  hand  upon  the  table  rested 
there  in  perfect  repose ,  with  a  resolution  in  it  that  mi^t  bsTe 
conquered  lions. 

"It  was  a  gleam  of  light  upon  me,  Trot,"  said  my  anat, 
drying  her  eyes,  "when  I  formed  the  resolution  of  bebig 
godmother  to  your  sister  Betsey  Trotwood ,  who  disi^ipointed 
me;  but,  next  to  that,  hardly  anything  would  have  given  oe 
greater  pleasure,  than  to  be  godmother  to  that  good  yomg 
creature's  baby  1" 

Mr.  Feggotty  nodded  his  understanding  of  my  auifs 
feelings ,  but  could  not  trust  himself  with  any  verbal  refereaoe 
to  the  subject  of  her  commendation.    We  all  remained  alcnti 
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and  occapied  witb  otir  own  reflections  (my  aunt  drying  her 
eyesy  and  now  sobbing  convulsively,  and  now  laughing  and 
calling  herself  a  fool) ;  until  I  spoke. 

**You  have  quite  made  up  your  mind/'  said  I  to  Mr. 
Feggotty,  **a8  to  the  future,  good  friend?  I  need  scarcely 
ask  you." 

"Quite,  Mas*r  Davy,"  he  returned;  "and  told  Em'ly, 
Theer  *s  mighty  countries,  fur  from  beer.  Our  future  life 
lays  over  the  sea." 

"They  will  emigrate  together,  aunt,"  said  I. 

"Yes!"  said  Mr.  Peggotty,  with  a  hopeful  smile.  "No 
one  can*t  reproach  my  darling  in  Australia.  We  will  begin  a 
new  life  over  theer ! " 

I  asked  him  if  he  yet  proposed  to  himself  any  time  for 
going  away. 

"I  was  down  at  the  Docks  early  this  morning.  Sir,"  he 
returned,  "to  get  information  concerning  of  them  ships.  In 
about  six  weeks  or  two  months  from  now,  there  '11  be  one 
sailing  —  I  see  her  this  morning  —  went  aboard  —  and  we 
shall  take  our  passage  in  her." 

"Quite alone?"  laskedr 

"Aye,  Mas'rDavy!"  he  returned.  "My  sister,  you  see, 
she  's  that  fond  of  you  and  youm,  and  that  accustomed  to 
tbink  on'y  of  her  own  country,  that  it  wouldn't  be  hardly  fair 
to  let  her  go.  Besides  which,  theer 's  one  she  has  in  charge, 
Mas'r  Davy ,  as  doen't  ought  to  be  forgot." 

"Poor  Ham  I"  said  I. 

"My  good  sister  takes  care  of  his  house,  yon  see.  Ma'am, 
and  he  takes  kindly  to  her,"  Mr.  Peggotty  explained  for  my 
aunt's  better  information.  "He  'U  set  and  talk  to  her,  with  a 
calm  spirit,  wen  it 's  like  he  couldn't  bring  himself  to  open 
bis  lips  to  another.     Poor  fellow!"   said  Mr.  Peggottv 
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•baking  bis  head,  ^'theer  's  not  so  much  l«ft  hioiy  that  be 

oould  sjMire  the  little  ae  be  has !  '* 

'*  And  Mrs.  Gummidge ?  '*  said  L 

^  Well,  I  've  bad  a  mort  of  con-sideration,  I  do  tell  you,** 
returned  Mr.  Peggotty,  with  a  perplexed  look  which  graduellj 
cleared  as  he  went  on,  "concerning  of  Missis  ChuBiaidge. 
You  see,  wen  Missis  Gummidge  fidls  a  thinking  of  the  old  *an, 
she  an*t  what  you  may  call  good  company.  Betwixt  you  said 
me,  Mas*r  Davy  —  and  you,  Ma*am  —  wen  Mrs.  Gommidge 
takes  to  wimicking,*'  —  our  old  county  word  for  crying,  — 
"she  *s  liable  to  be  considered  to  be,  by  them  as  didn't  know 
the  old  'nn,  peevish-like.  Now  I  did  know  the  old  'an,**  sud 
Mr.  Peggotty,  "and  I  know'd  his  merits,  so  I  unnerstan' 
her;  but  *tan*t  entirely  so,  you  see,  with  others  —  nat*rallj 
can't  be  I** 

My  aunt  and  I  both  acquiesced. 

"Wheerby,"  siud  Mb.  Peggotty,  **my  sister  might  — I 
doen*t  say  she  woald,  but  might  —  find  Missis  Gummidge 
give  her  a  leetle  trouble  now-and-again.  Theerfur  *tan*t  my 
intentions  to  moor  Missis  Grummidge  'long  with  them,  but  to 
find  a  Beein*  fur  her  wheer  she  can  fisherate  fur  herself.'* 
(ABeein'  signifies,  in  that  dialect,  a  home,  and  to  fisherate 
is  to  provide.)  "Fur  which  purpose,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty, 
"I  means  to  make  her  a  'lowance  afoic I  go,  as  '11  leave  hor 
pretty  comfort'ble.  She '■  the  faithfiiUest  of  oreeturs.  'TanH 
to  be  expected,  of  course,  at  her  time  of  life,  and  being  io^e 
and  lorn ,  as  the  good  old  Mawther  is  to  be  knocked  Sbboot 
aboardship,  and  in  the  woods  and  wilds  of  anew  and  far- 
away country.    So  that  *s  what  I  'm  a  going  to  do  with  A«r.** 

He  forgot  nobody.    He  thought  of  everybo^t^'s  claima 
and  strivings,  but  his  own. 

"  Em'ly,"  he  continued,  "  will  keep  along  with  me  —  poor 
child,  she 's  sore  in  need  of  peace  and  rest!  —  until  each  time 
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as  we  goes  upon  onr  Toyage.  She  '11  work  at  Chem  elothes^ 
as  most  be  made ;  and  I  hope  her  troubles  will  begin  to  seem 
longer  ago  than  they  was ,  wen  she  finds  hers^  onee  moxe  hy 
her  rough  but  loving  uncle." 

My  aunt  nodded  confirmation  of  this  hepe^  and  iinparted 
great  sattsfactton  to  Mr.  Feggottj.  . 

^Theer's  one  thing  furder,  Mas'rDavy,"  said  he,  putting 
fab  hand  in  his  breast-pocket,  and  gravely  taking  oat  the 
little  paper  bundle  I  had  seen  before,  which  he  unroUed  on 
the  table.  ''Theer  's  these  here  bank-notes  —  fiily  pound, 
and  ten.  To  them  I  wish  to  add  the  money  as  she  come  away 
with.  I  've  asked  her  about  diat  (but  not  saying  why) ,  and 
have  added  of  it  npw  I  aa't  a  scholar.  Would  you  be  so  kind 
as  see  how 'tis?'* 

He  handed  me,  apologetically  fov  his  scholarship,  a  piece 
of  paper,  aaid  obserred  me  while  I  looked  it  over.  It  was 
quite  right. 

*' Thankee,  Sir,"  he  said,  taking  it  back.  ^ This  money, 
if  you  doen't  see  objections,  Mas'rDayy,  I  shall  pat  up  jest 
afore  I  go,  in  a  cover  d'reeted  to  him;  and  pot  that  up  in 
another,  d'reeted  to  his  mother.  I  shall  tell  her,  in  no  more 
wureds  than  I  speak  to  you,  what  it's  the  price  on;  and  that 
I  'm  gome,  and  past  recdving  of  it  back." 

I  told  htm  that  I  thought  it  would  be  right  to  do  so  —  that 
I  was  thoroughly  convinced  it  would  be,  since  he  felt  it  to  be 
right. 

'*I  said  that  theer  was  on'y  one  thing  furder,"  he  pro- 
ceeded with  a  grave  smile,  when  he  had  made  up  his  little 
bundle,  again,  aad  put  it  in  his  podbet;  '*but  theer  was  two. 
I  wam't  sure  in  my  mind,  wen  I  come  out  this  moning,  as  I 
could  go  and  break  to  Ham,  of  my  own  self,  what  had  so 
tiiankfuUy  happened.  So  I  writ  a  letter  while  I  was  out,  and 
put  it  in  the  post-office,  telling  of  'em  how  all  was  as 't  f'  ^^^ 
David  Copperfield.  lU.  16 
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that  I  should  come  down  to-morrow  to  unload  my  mind  of 
what  little  needs  a  doing  of  down  theer,  and,  most-like,  take 
my  farewell  leave  of  Yarmouth.** 

''  And  do  you  wish  me  to  go  with  yon  ?  **  said  I,  seeing  that 
he  left;  something  unsaid. 

"If  you  could  do  me  that  kind  favour,  Mas*r  Davy,"  he 
replied,  "I  know  the  sight  on  you  would  cheer  *em  up  a  bit.** 

My  little  Dora  being  in  good  spirits,  and  very  desirous 
that  I  should  go  —  as  I  found  on  talking  it  over  with  her  —  I 
readily  pledged  myself  to  accompany  him  in  accordance  with 
his  wish.  Next  morning,  consequently,  we  were  on  the  Yar- 
mouth coach,  and  again  travelling  over  the  old  ground. 

As  we  passed  along  the  familiar  street  at  night  —  Mr.  P^- 
gotty ,  in  despite  of  all  my  remonstrances,  carrying  my  b^  — 
I  glanced  into  Omer  and  Joram*s  shop,  and  saw  my  old  friend 
Mr.  Omer  there,  smoking  his  pipe.  I  felt  reluctant  to  be 
present,  when  Mr.  Peggotty  first  met  his  sister  and  Ham ;  and 
.made  Mr.  Omer  my  excuse  for  lingering  behind. 

"How  is  Mr.  Omer,  afler  this  long  time?  *'  said  I,  going  in. 

He  fanned  away  the  smoke  of  his  pipe,  that  he  might  get 
a  better  view  of  me,  and  soon  recognised  me  with  great 
delight. 

*' I  should  get  up.  Sir,  to  acknowledge  such  an  honour  as 
this  visit,*'  said  he,  "only  my  limbs  are  rather  out  of  sorts, 
and  I  am  wheeled  about.  With  the  exception  of  my  limbs 
and  my  breath,  hows'ever,  I  am  as  hearty  as  a  man  can  be^ 
I  *m  thankful  to  say.'* 

''     I  congratulated  him  on  his  contented  looks  and  his  good 
spirits ,  and  saw,  now,  that  his  easy  chair  went  on  wheels. 

''  It  *8  an  ingenious  thing,  ain't  it  ?  **  he  inquired,  following 
the  direction  of  my  glance,  and  polishing  the  elbow  with  his 
arm.  "  It  runs  as  light  as  a  feather,  and  tracks  as  true  as  a 
^•l-coach.    Bless  you,  my  little  Minnie  —  my   grand- 
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daughter  you  know^  Minnie's  child  —  puts  her  little  strength 
against  the  back,  gives  it  a  shove,  and  away  we  go ,  as  clever 
and  merry  as  ever  you  see  anything !  And  I  tell  you  what  — 
it  *8  a  mostlincommon  chair  to  smoke  a  pipe  in." 

I  never  saw  such  a  good  old  fellow  to  make  the  best  of  a 
thing,  and  find  out  the  enjoyment  of  it,  as  Mr.  Omer.  He 
was  as  radiant,  as  if  his  chair,  his  asthma,  and  the  failure  of 
his  limbs,  were  the  various  branches  of  a  great  invention  for 
enhancing  the  luxury  of  a  pipe. 

"I  see  more  of  the  world,  I  can  assure  you,'*  said  Mr. 
Omer,  '*in  this  chair,  than  ever  I  see  out  of  it.  Tou  'd  be 
surprised  at  the  number  of  people  that  looks  in  of  a  day  to 
have  a  chat.  You  really  would  I  There  *s  twice  as  much  in 
the  newspaper,  since  I  've  taken  to  this  chair,  as  there  used 
to  be.  As  to  general  reading,  dear  me,  what  a  lot  of  it  I  do 
get  through!  That  's  what  I  feel  so  strong,  you  know!  If 
it  had  been  my  eyes ,  what  should  I  have  done?  If  it  had  been 
my  ears,  what  should  I  have  done?  Being  my  limbs,  what 
does  it  signify?  Why,  my  limbs  only  made  my  breath  shorter 
when  I  used  'em.  And  now,  if  I  want  to  go  out  into  the  street 
or  down  to  the  sands,  I  've  only  got  to  call  Dick,  Joram's 
youngest  'prentice,  and  away  I  go  in  my  own  carriage,  like 
the  Lord  Mayor  oi  London." 

He  half  suffocated  himself  with  laughing  here. 

"Lord  bless  you!"  said  Mr.  Omer,  resuming  his  pipe, 
"a  man  must  take  the  fat  with  the  lean;  that  '0  what  he  must 
make  up  his  mind  to ,  in  this  life.  Joram  does  a  fine  business. 
£z-ceUent  business ! " 

"I  am  very  glad  to  hear  it,"  said  I. 

"I  knew  you  would  be,"  said  Mr.  Omer.  "And  Joram 
and  Minnie  are  like  Valentines.  What  more  can  a  man  ex.* 
pect?    WTiat  's  his  limbs  to  that ! " 

His  supreme  contempt  for  his  own  limbs,   as  he  sat 
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smoking,  was  one  of  the  pleasantest  oddities  I  hvn  erer 
encountered. 

'*  And  since  I  *ve  took  to  general  rea4^ng,  yon  Ve  took  to 
general  -writing,  eh,  Sir?*'  said  Mr.  Omer,  snrreying  me 
admiringly.  "  What  a  lovely  vork  that  was  of  yonts  I  What 
expressions  in  it  I  I  read  it  every  word — every  word.  And 
as  to  feeling  sleepy  I    Not  at  all !  ** 

I  laughii^ly  expressed  my  satbfactaoa,  but  I  most  confess 
that  I  thought  this  association  of  ideas  significsAt. 

"I  give  you  my  word  and  honour,  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Omer, 
*'that  when  I  lay  that  book  upon  the  table,  aad  look  at  it 
outside;  compact  in  three  separate  and  indiwidual  wollumea 
—  one,  two,  three;  I  am  as  proud  aa  Punch  to  think  that  I 
once  had  the  honour  of  being  connected  with  your  family.  And 
dear  me,  it 's  a  long  time  ago,  now,  an*t  it?  Over  at  Blun- 
derstone.  With  a  pretty  little  party  laid  alot^  with  the 
other  party.  And  yon  quite  a  small  party  then,  yourself. 
Dear,  dear  I" 

I  changed  the  subject  by  referring  to  Emily.  After  as- 
suring him  that  I  did  not  forget  how  interested  he  had  always 
been  in  her,  and  how  kindly  he  had  always  treated  her,  I 
gave  him  a  general  account  of  her  restoration  to  her  undo  by 
the  aid  of  Martha;  which  I  knew  would  please  the  pld  man. 
He  listened  with  the  utmost  attention,  and  said,  feelingly, 
when  I  had  done: 

'*  I  am  'rej  oiced  at  it ,  Sir  I  It 's  the  best  news  I  have  heard 
for  many  a  day.  Dear,  dear,  dearS  And  what  *s  going 
to  be  undertook  for  that  unfortunate  young  woman,  Martha, 
now?  " 

"You  touch  a  point  that  my  thoughts  have  been  dwelling 
on  since  yesterday,"  said  I,  "but  on  which  I  can  give  you  no 
information  yet,  Mr.  Omer.  Mr.  Feggotty  has  not  alluded 
to  it,  and  I  have  a  ddicacy  in  doi^g  so.    I  am  sure  he  has 
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not  forgotten  U.    He  foi^ets  nothing  that  h  diiinterttsted 
and  good.** 

"Becaase  yon  know,*'  said  Mr.  Omer,  taking  hbnself  np, 
where  he  had  left  off,  ^^whatever  u  done,  I  should  wish  to  be 
a  member  of.  Put  me  down  for  anything  you  may  consider 
right,  and  let  me  know.  I  never  could  think  the  girl  all  bad, 
and  I  am  glad  to  find  site  *8  not.  So  will  my  daughter  Minnie 
be.  Young  women  are  .contradictory  oreatares  in  some 
things  -^  her  mother  was  just  the  same  as  her  —  but  their 
hearts  are  soft  and  kind.  It  *8  all  show  with  Minnie,  about 
Martha:  Why  she  should  consider  it  necessary  to  mak«  any 
show,  I  don't  undertake  to  tell  you.  But  it 's  all  show,  bless 
you.  She  'd  do  her  any  kindness  in  private.  So,  put  me 
down  for  whatever  yon  may  consider  right,  will  yon  be  so 
good?  and  drop  me  a  line  where  to  forward  it.  Dear  me! " 
said  Mr.  Omer,  ''when  a  man  is  drawing  on  to  a  time  of  life, 
where  the  two  ends  of  life  meet;  when  he  finds  himself,'  how- 
ever hearty  he  is,  being  wheeled  about  for  the  second  time, 
in  a  speeches  of  go-cart;  he  slionld  be  over*rejoiced  to  do  a 
kindness  if  he  can.  He  wants  plenty.  And  £  don't  speak  of 
myself,  particular,'*  said  Mr.  Omer,  "because,  Sir,  the  way 
I  look  at  it  is ,  that  we  are  all  drawing  on  to  the  bottom  of  the 
bill,  whatever  age  we  are,  on  account  of  time  never  standing 


still  for  a  single  -moment.    So  let  ns  always  do  a  kindnesa,  r 
and  be  over-rejoiced.    To  be  sure  1  ** 

He  knocked  the  ashes  ont  of  his  pipe ,  and  pat  it  on  a  ledge 
in  the  back  of  his  chair,  expressly  made  for  its  reception. 

**  There's  Em'ly's  consin,  him  that  she  was  to  have  been 
married  to,"  said  Mr.  Omer,  rubbing  his  hands  feebly,  "as 
fine  a  fellow  as  there  is  in  Yarmouth  1  He  '11  come  and  talk  or 
read  to  me,  :n  the  evening,  for  an  hour  together  sometimes. 
That  *s  a  kindness ,  I  should  call  it!  All  his  life 's  a  kindness." 

"I  am  gong  to  see  him  now,*'  said  I. 
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*'Ar6)roa?"  said  Mr.  Omer.  **Te]l  him  I  was  hearty,  and 
sent  my  respects.  Minnie  and  Joram  *8  at  a  ball.  They  woold 
be  as  prond  to  see  you  as  I  am,  if  they  was  at  home.  Minnie 
won't  hardly  go  out  at  all,  you  see ,  *  on  account  of  father,'  as 
she  says.  So  I  swore  to-night ,  that  if  she  didn't  go ,  I  'd  go  to 
bed  at  six.  In  consequence  of  which ,"  Mr.  Omer  shook  him- 
self and  his  chair,  with  laughter  at  the  success  of  his  device, 
**  she  and  Joram 's  at  a  ball." 

I  shook  hands  with  him ,  and  wished  him  good  night. 

''Half  a  minute,  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Omer.  *^If  you  was  to  go 
without  seeing  my  little  elephant,  you'd  lose  the  best  of  sights. 
Tou  never  see  such  a  sight  I    Minnie ! ' ' 

A  musical  little  voice  answered,  from  somewhere  up-stairs, 
"I  am  coming,  grandfather! "  and  a  pretty  little  girl  with  long, 
flaxen,  curling  hair,  soon  came  running  into  the  shop. 

"  This  is  my  little  elephant,  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Omer,  fondling 
the  child.    ''Siamese  breed.  Sir.    Now,  little  elephant  I" 

The  little  elephant  set  the  door  of  the  parlour  open,  en- 
abling me  to  see  that,  in  these  Tatter  days,  it  was  converted  into 
a  bed-room  for  Mr.  Omer,  who  could  not  be  easily  conveyed 
up-stairs;  and  then  hid  her  pretty  forehead,  and  tumbled  her 
long  hair,  against  the  back  of  Mr.  Omer'fi  chair. 

"The  elephant  butts,  you  know.  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Omer,    / 
winking,  "when  he  goes  at  a  object.  Once,  elephant.  Twice. 
Three  times  1 " 

At  this  signal,  the  little  elephant,  with  a  dexterity  that  was 
next  to  marvellous  in  so  small  an  animal,  wHisked  the  chair 
round  with  Mr.  Omer  in  it,  and  rattled  it  off ,  pell-mell,  into 
the  parlour,  without  touching  the  door-post:  Mr.  Omer  inde 
acribably  enjoying  the  performance,  and  looking  back  atmt 
on  the  road  as  if  it  were  the  triumphant  issue  of  his  life's  exer- 
tions. 

After  a  stroll  about  the  town,  I  went  to  Ham'a  hoase.  Peg- 
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gottj  had  now  removed  here  for  good;  and  had  let  her  own 
house  to  the  successor  of  Mr.  Barkis  in  the  carrying  husiness, 
who  had  paid  her  very  well  for  the  good-will,  cart,  and  horse. 
I  believe  the  very  same  slow  horse  that  Mr.  Barkis  drove,  was 
still  at  work. 

I  found  them  in  the  neat  kitchen,  accompanied  by  Mrs. 
Gnmmidge,  who  had  been  fetched  from  the  old  boat  by 
Mr.  Feggotty  himself.  I  doubt  if  she  could  have  been  induced 
to  desert  her  post,  by  any  one  else.  He  had  evidently  told 
them  all.  Both  Feggotty  and  Mrs.  Gummidge  had  their  aprons 
to  their  eyes ,  and  Ham  had  just  stepped  out  ''to  take  a  turn  on 
the  beach."  He  presently  came  home,  very  glad  to  see  me; 
and  I  hope  they  were  all  the  better  for  my  being  there.  We 
spoke,  with  some  approach  to  cheerfulness,  of  Mr.  Feggotty's 
growing  rich  in  a  new  country,  and  of  the  wonders  he  would 
describe  in  his  letters.  We  said  nothing  of  Emily  by  name,  but 
distantly  referred  to  her  more  than  once.  Ham  was  the  se- 
renest  of  the  party. 

But,  Feggotty  told  me,  when  she  lighted  me  to  a  little 
chamber  where  the  Crocodile  book  was  lying  ready  for  me  on 
the  table,  that  he  always  was  the  same.  She  believed  (she 
told  me,  crying)  that  he  was  broken-hearted;  though  he  was 
as  full  of  courage  as  of  sweetness,  and  worked  harder  and 
better  than  any  boat-builder  in  any  yard  in  all  that  part.  There 
were  times,  she  said,  of  an  evening,  when  he  talked  of  their  old 
life  in  the  boat-house;  and  then  he  mentioned  Emily  as  a 
child.    But,  he  never  mentioned  her  as  a  woman. 

I  thought  I  had  read  in  his  face  that  he  would  like  to  speak 
to  me  alone.  I  therefore  resolved  to  put  myself  in  his  way  ne:ft 
evening ,  as  he  came  home  from  his  work.  Having  settled  this 
with  myself,  I  fell  asleep.  That  night,  for  the  first  time  in  all 
those  many  nights,  the  candle  was  taken  out  of  the  window, 
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lir«  Peggotty  swung  ia  bis  old  bammock  in  the  old  b^at,  «nd 
the  wind  mormared  with  the  old  sofrnd  round  hif  head. 

All  next  day,  he  was  occapied  in  disposing  oi  his  fishing- 
boat  and  tackle;  ia  packing  up,  and  sending  to  London  bj 
waggon,  such  of  his  little  domestic  possessions  ashelbooght 
would  be  useful  to  him;  and  in  parting  with  the  teat,  or  be- 
stowing tibem  on  Mrs.  Grummidge.  She  was  with  him  all  day. 
As  I  had  a  sozrowfol  wish  to  see  the  old  place  onee  more,  be- 
fore it  was  locked  up ,  I  engaged  to  meet  them  there  in  the 
evening.   But  I  so  arranged  it,  as  that  I  should  meet  Ham  first. 

It  was  easy  to  oome  in  his  way,  as  I  knew  where  he  worked. 
I  met  him  at  a  retired  part  of  the  sands,  which  I  knew  he  would 
cross ,  and  turned  back  with  him ,  tkat  he  might  have  leisure  to 
speak  to  me  if  he  really  wished.  I  had  not  mistaken  the  ex- 
pression of  his  face.  We  had  walked  but  a  little  way  together^ 
when  be  said,  without  looking  at  me: 

"  Mas*r  Davy,  have  you  seen  her?  " 

'*Only  for  a  moment,  when  she  was  in  a  ffwoon,"  I  ao^y 
answered. 

We  walked  a  little  farther ,  and  he  said : 

"Mas'rDavy,  shall  you  see  her,  d*  ye  think?" 

**It  would  be  too  painful  to  her,  perhaps ,"  said  I. 

"I  have  thowt  of  that,"  he  replied.  "So  'twould,  Sir,  so 
'twould.** 

"But,  Ham,"  s^d  I,  gently,  "if  there  is  anything  that  I 
could  write  to  her,  for  you ,  in  case  I  could  not  teU  it;  if  there 
is  anything  you  would  wish  to  make  known  to  her  through  me ;      C 
I  should  consider  it  a  sacred  trust."  .  i 

"I  am  sore  on 't.  I  thankee.  Sir,  moat  kind  I  Kbinktheer      .' 
h  something  I  could  wish  said  or  wrote." 

"What is  it?" 

We  walked  a  little  farther  in  silence,  and  then  he  spoke.  i 

'''Tan*t  that  I  forgive  her.    'Taa*t  that  so  uQch.    'Tii 
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more  as  I  beg  of  her  to  forgive  me ,  for  htmag  preeBed  my 
affeetions  upon  her.  Odd  times,  I  think  that  if  I  hadn't  had 
her  promise  ftir  to  marr)r  me,  Sir,  she  was  that  trnstfal  of  me, 
in  a  friendly  iray ,  that  she  *d  have  told  me  what  was  struggling 
in  her  mind ,  and  would  have  counselled  with  me ,  and  1  might 
hare  saved  her.** 

I  pressed  his  hand.    ** Is  that  all?  *' 

"Theer's  yet  a  something  else,"  he  returned,  **if  I  can 
say  it,  Mas'rDavy." 

We  walked  on,  farther  than  we  had  walked  yet,  before  he 
spoke  again.  He  was  not  crying  when  he  made  the  pauses  I 
shall  express  by  lines.  He  was  merely  collecting  himself  to 
speak  very  plainly. 

*•!  loved  her  —  and  I  love  the  mem'ry  of  her  —  too  deep — 
to  be  able  to  lead  her  to  believe  of  my  own  self  as  I  *m  a  happy 
man.  I  could  only  be  happy  —  by  forgetting  of  her  —  and  I  'm 
afeerd  I  couldn't  hardly  bear  as  she  should  be  told  I  done  that. 
But  if  you ,  being  so  full  of  learning,  Mas'r  Davy,  could  think 
of  anything  to  say  as  might  bring  her  to  believe  I  wasn't  greatly 
hurt:  still  loving  of  her,  and  mourning  for  her:  anything  as  « 
night  bring  her  to  believe  as  I  was  not  tired  of  my  life ,  and  yet  s  ^ 
was  hoping  fur  to  see  her  without  blame,  wheer  the  wicked 
cease  from  troubling  and  the  weary  are  at  rest  —  anything  as 
would  ease  her  sorrowful  ftiind ,  and  yet  not  make  her  think  as 
I  could  ever  marry,  or  as  'tWas  possible  that  any^one  could' 
ever  be  to  me  what  she  was  —  I  should  ask  of  you  to  say  that — 
with  my  prayers  for  her  —  that  was  so  dear." 

I  pressed  his  manly  hand  again,  and  told  him  I  would 
charge  myself  to  do  this  as  well  as  I  could. 

"I  thankee.  Sir,"  he  answered.  *'  'T  was  kind  of  you  to 
meet  me.  'Twas  Idnd  of  you  to  bear  him  company  down. 
Mas'r  Davy ,  I  unnerstan*  very  well,  though  my  aunt  will  come 
to  Lon'on  afore  they  sail ,  and  they  11  unite  once  more »  that  I 
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am  not  like  to  see  him  agen.  I  fare  to  feel  sure  on*t.  We  doen*i 
say  so,  but  so 't  will  be,  and  better  so.  The  last  70a  see  on 
him  ->  the  very  last  —  will  you  give  him  the  lovingest  duty  and 
thanks  of  the  orphan ,  as  he  was  ever  more  than  a  father  to  ?  " 

This  I  also  promised,  faithfully. 

''I  thankee  again,  Sir,"  he  said,  heartily  shaking  hands. 
•*I  know  wheer  you  're  a  going.    Good  bye  I " 

With  a  slight  wave  of  his  hand,  as  though  to  ezplam  to  me 
that  he  could  not  enter  the  old  place,  he  turned  away.  As  I 
looked  afler  his  figure,  crossing  the  waste  in  the  moonlight,  I 
saw  him  turn  his  face  towards  a  strip  of  silvery  light  upon  the 
sea,  and  pass  on,  looking  at  it,  until  he  was  a  shadow  in  the 
distance. 

The  door  of  the  boat-house  stood  open  when  I  approached; 
and,  on  entering,  I  found  it  emptied  of  all  ita  furniture,  saving 
one  of  the  old  lockers,  on  which  Mrs.  Gummidge,  with  a  basket 
on  her  knee,  wp  seated,  looking  at  Mr.  Feggotty.  He  leaned 
his  elbow  on  the  rough  chimney-piece,  and  gazed  upon  a  few 
expiring  embers  in  the  grate;  but  he  raised  his  head,  hope- 
f\illy,  on  my  coming  in,  and  spoke  in  a  cheery  manner. 

^*Come,  according  to  promise,  to  bid  farewell  to  \  eh, 
Mas'r  Davy  I ''  he  said ,  taking  up  the  candle.  ''Bare  enou^ 
now,  an'tit?" 

''Indeed  you  have  made  good  use  of  the  time,"  said  I. 

''Why  we  have  not  been  idle*,  Sir.  Missis  Gummidge  has 
worked  like  a  —  I  doen*t  know  what  Missis  Gummidge  ain't 
worked  like,"  saidMr.  Peggotty,  looking  at  her,  at  a  loss  for 
a  suf&ciently-approving  simile. 

Mrs.  Gummidge,  leaning  on  her  basket,  made  no  obser- 
vation. 

"Theer  's  the  very  locker  that  you  used  to  sit  on,  Uong  with 
Em'lyl"  said  Mr.  Peggotty,  in  a  > whisper.  "I  'm  a  going 
to  carry  it  away  with  me ,  last  of  all.  And  heer  'a  your  old  little 
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bed-room ,  see ,  Maa'r  Davy  1  A'most  as  bleak  to-night,  as  'art 
could  wish  1*' 

In  troth,  the  wind,  though  it  was  low,  had  a  solemn  sound, 
and  crept  around  the  deserted  house  with  a  whispered  wailing 
that  was  very  mournful.  Everything  was  gone,  down  to  the 
little  mirror  with  the  oyster-shell  frame.  I  thought  of  myself, 
lying  here,  when  that  first  great  change  was  being  wrought  at 
home.  I  thought  of  the  blue-eyed  child  who  had  enchanted 
me.  I  thought  of  Steerforth :  and  a  foolish,  fearful  fancy  came 
npbn  me  of  his  being  near  at  hand,  and  liable  to  be  met  at  any 
turn. 

"  'T  is  like  to  be  long,"  said  Mr.  Feggotty ,  in  a  low  voice, 
*'  afore  the  boat  finds  new  tenants.  They  look  upon  't ,  down 
heer ,  as  being  unfort*nate  now  1 " 

*<Does  it  belong  to  anybody  in  the  neighbourhood?"  I 
asked. 

"To  a  mast-maker  op  town,"  said  Mr.  Feggotty.  *'I'ma 
going  to  giveihe  key  to  him  to-night." 

We  looked  into  the  other  little  room,  and  came  back  to 
Mrs.  Gummidge,  sitting  on  the  locker,  whom  Mr.  Feggotty, 
putting  the  light  on  the  chimney-piece,  requested  to  rise,  that 
he  might  carry  it  outside  the  door  before  extinguishing  the 
candle. 

'^Dan'l,"  said  Mrs.  Gummidge,  suddenly  deserting  her 
basket,  and  clinging  to  his  arm,  ''my  dear  Dan*l,  the  parting 
words  I  speak  in  this  house  is,  I  mustn't  be  left  behind.  Doen't 
ye  think  of  leaving  me  behind,  Dan'll  Oh,  doen*t  ye  ever 
doit!" 

Mr.  Feggotty,  taken  aback,  looked  from  Mrs.  Gummidge 
^^  to  me,  and  from  me  to  Mrs.  Gnmmidge,  as  if  he  had  been 
awakened  from  a  sleep. 

"Doen'tye,  dearest  Dan '1,  doen'tye!"  cried  Mrs.  Gum- 
midge ,  fervently.    ''  Take  me  *long  with  you ,  DanU,  take  me 
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trew.  If  there 's  slaves  in  them  parts  where  yon  Ve  a  goii^ 
I  *11  be  bound  to  yen  for  one,  and  happy,  bvt  doen^t  ye  leava 
me  behind ,  Dan'i ,  that 's  a  deary  dear! " 

''My  good  soul,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty,  shaking  has  head, 
**yoix  doen*t  know  what  a  long  voyage,  and  what  &  hard 
life 'tis!" 

"Yes  I  do,  Dan'll  I  can  guess  1"  cried  Mrs.  Gammidge. 
''But  my  parting  words  under  this  roof  is,  I  shall  go  into  the 
house  and  die ,  if  I  am  not  took.  I  can  dig,  Danl.  I  can  work. 
I  can  live  hard.  I  can  be  loving  and  patient  now  -^  more  tfasa 
you  think,  Dan'l,  ifyon'llon'ytryme.  Iwouldn^ttoncfathe 
'lowance,  not  if  I  was  dying  of  want,  DanlPeggoitty;  but  1 12 
go  with  you  and  Em*ly,  if  you  *11  cii*y  let  me,  lothe  woxid*! 
end !  I  know  how 't  is ;  I  know  yon  think  that  I  am  iooe  and 
lorn;  but,  deary  love,  *tan't  so  nomorel  I  an't  sat  here,  so 
long ,  a  watching ,  and  a  thinking  of  your  trialB ,  without  some 
good  being  done  me.  Mas'r  Davy,  speak  to  him  forme!  I 
knows  his  ways ,  and  Em'ly's ,  and  I  knows  their  sorrows ,  and 
can  be  a  comfort  to  *em,  some  odd  tintts,  and  labonr  for  'em 
alius !    Dan*l ,  deary  Dan*l ,  let  me  go  *loag  with  you ! " 

And  Mrs.  €rummidge  took  his  hand,  and  kissed  it  with  a 
homely  pathos  and  affection,  in  a  homely  rapture  of  devotioB 
and  gratitude ,  that  he  weU  deserved. 

We  brought  the  locker  out,  estmguished  the  candlsi 
fastened  the  door  on  the  outside)  and  left  tbs  old  boat  doss 
shut  up,  a  dark  speck  in  the  cloudy  nig^t*  Next  day,  whes 
we  were  returning  to  London  outside  the  coach,  Mrs.  Gum- 
midge  and  her  basket  were  on  the  seat  behind,  and  Mrs* 
Gnmmidge  was  happy. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

I  usist  at  an  eiplosion. 

Wssir.  the  time  Mr.  lilieawber  had  appointed  so  mys- 
teriously, was  within  fonr-and-twenty  hours  of  being  come^ 
my  aant  and  I  consulted  how  we  should  proceed;  for  my  aunt 
was  Ycry  unwilling  to  leave  Dora*  Ah  I  how  easily  I  earned 
Dora  up  and  down  stairs,  now! 

We  were  disposed ,  notwithstanding  Mr.  Mteawl^er's  stipu* 
lation  for  my  aunt^s  attendance,  to  arrange  that  she  should 
stay  at  home,  and  be  represented  by  Mr.  Dick  and  me.  In 
short,  we  had  resolved  to  take  this  course,  when  Dora  again 
onsettled  us  by  declaring  that  she  never  would  forgive  herself, 
and  never  would  forgive  her  bad  boy,  if  my  aunt  remained 
bebittd,  on  any  pretence. 

*'I  wofk\  speak  to  you,"  said  Dora,  shaking  her  curls  at 
my  aunt.  *'I  *)1  be  disagreeable!  i  '11  make  Jip  bark  at  yon 
all  day.  I  shall  be  sure  that  you  really  are  a  cross  old  thing, 
ifyoudon'tgol" 

"Tut,  Blossom!"  laughed  my  aunt.  ^You  knew  you 
caB*t  do  without  me  1 " 

*'Yes,  I  can,"  said  Dora.  *'Yott  are  no  use  to  me  at  all. 
'on  never  mn  up  and  down  stairs  for  me ,  all  day  l(»g.  You 
;*never  sit  and  tell  me  stories  abooi  Doady,  wben  his  shoes  were 
worn  out,  and  he  was  eovered  with  dust —  oh,  what  a  poor 
little  mite  of  a  fellow  I  You  never  do  anything  at  all  to  please 
me,  do  you,  dear?"  Dora  made  haste  to  kiss  my  aunt,  and 
say,  **  Yes ,  you  do  1  I  'm  only  joking ! "  —  lest  my  aunt  should 
think  she  really  meant  it. 

*^BQt,  aunt,"  said  Dora,  coaadngly,  «*now  listen*    Yon 
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must  go.  I  sfaftll  tease  you ,  *till  you  let  me  have  my  own  mtf 
about  it.  I  shall  lead  my  naughty  boy  tuch  a  life,  if  he  don  t 
make  you  go.  I  shall  make  myself  «o  disagreeable  ~-  andio 
will  Jipl  You  *11  wish  you  had  gone,  like  a  good  thing,  for 
ever  and  ever  so  long,  if  you  don*t  go.  Besides,"  said  Don. 
putting  back  her  hair,  and  looking  wonderingly  at  my  %aA 
and  me,  <*  why  shouldn't  you  both  go?  I  am  not  Terj  ill  in- 
deed.  Ami?" 

'*  Why,  what  a  question  I  *'  cried  my  aunt. 

«<  What  a  fancy!"  said  I. 

''Yes  I  I  know  I  am  a  silly  little  thing ! "  said  Dora,  alov!; 
looking  from  one  of  us  to  the  other,  and  then  patting  up  her 
pretty  lips  to  kiss  us  as  she  lay  upon  her  couch.  *"*•  Well ,  them 
you  must  both  go,  or  I  shall  not  believe  you;  and  then  I 
shaUcryl" 

I  saw,  in  my  aunt's  face,  that  she  began  to  give  way  nov, 
and  Dora  brightened  again ,  as  she  saw  it  too. 

"You  '11  come  back  with  so  much  to  tell  me,  that  it  '11  tske 
at  least  a  week  to  make  me  understand!"  said  Dora.  "Be- 
cause I  know  I  sha'n't  understand,  for  a  length  of  time,  if 
there 's  any  business  in  it.  And  there  's  sure  to  be  some  bosi- 
ness  in  it  I  If  there 's  any  thing  to  add  up,  besides,  I  dont 
know  when  I  shall  make  it  out;  and  my  bad  boy  will  look  it 
miserable  all  the  time.  There  I  Now  you  '11  go,  won't  yon? 
You  '11  only  be  gone  one  night,  and  Jip  will  take  care  of  me: 
while  you  are  gone.  Doady  will  carry  me  up  stairs  before  yo« 
go ,  and  I  won't  come  down  again  till  you  fome  back ;  and  yos 
shall  take  Agnes  a  dreadfully  scolding  letter  from  me,  becaose 
she  has  never  been  to  see  us  1 " 

We  agreed,  without  any  more  consultation ,  that  we  would 
both  go,  and  that  Dora  was  a  little  Impostor,  who  feigned  to 
be  rather  unwell,  because  she  liked  to  be  petted.  She  wis 
greatly  pleased,  and  very  merry;  and  we  four,  that  is  to  sar* 
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my  aunt,  Mr.  Dick,  Traddles,  and  I^  went  down  to  Canter- 
bmy  by  the  Dover  mail  that  night. 

At  the  hotel  where  Mr.  Micawber  had  requested  us  to  await 
him,  which  we  got  into,  with  some  trouble,  in  the  middle  of 
the  night,  I  found  a  letter,  importing  that  he  would  appear  in 
the  morning  punctually  at  half-past  nine.  After  which,  we 
"went  shivering,  at  that  uncomfortable  hour,  to  our  respective 
beds,  through  various  close  passages;  which  smelt  as  if  they 
bad  been  steeped,  forages,  in  a  solution  of  soup  and  stables. 

Early  in  the  morning,  I  sauntered  through  the  dear  old 
tranquil  streets  >  and  again  mingled  with  the  shadows  of  the 
venerable  gateways  and  churches.  The  rooks  were  sailing 
about  the  cathedral  towers ;  and  the  towers  themselves,  over- 
looking many  a  long  unaltered  mile  of  the  rich  country  and  its 
pleasant  streams,  were  cutting  the  bright  morning  air,  as  if 
there  were  no  such  thing  as  change  on  earth.  Yet  the  bells, 
when  they  sounded,  told  me  sorrowfully  of  change  in  every- 
thing; told  me  of  their  own  ^ge ,  and  my  pretty  Dora*s  youth ; 
and  of  the  many,  never  old,  who  had  lived  and  loved  and 
died,  while  the  reverberations  of  the  bells  had  hummed 
through  the  rusty  armour  of  the  Black  Prince  hanging  up 
within,  and,  motes  upon  the  deep  of  Time,  had  lost  them- 
selves in  air,  as  circles  do  in  water. 

I  looked  at  the  old  house  from  the  comer  of  the  street ,  but 
did  not  go  nearer  to  it,  lest,  being  observed,  I  might  un- 
wittingly do  any  harm  to  the  design  I  had  come  to  aid.  The 
early  sun  was  striking  edgewise  on  its  gables  and  lattice- 
windows,  touching  them  with  gold;  and  some  beams  of  ita. 
old  peace  seemed  to  touch  my  heart. 

I  strolled  into  the  country  for  an  hour  or  so,  and  then  re- 
turned by  the  main  street,  which  in  the  interval  had  shaken  off 
its  last  night's  sleep.  Among  those  who  were  stirring  in  the 
fhops,  I  saw  my  ancient  enemy  the  butcher,  now  advanced  ^'^ 
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top-boots  and  a  babj,  and  in  biuiDttis  for  himself.  H«  nu 
nursing  the  baby,  and  appeared  to  be  a  benignant  member  of 
society. 

We  an  became  reej  anxious  and  impatient,  when  we  sal 
down  to  breakfast.  As  it  approached  nearer  and  nearer  to 
half-past  nine  o'clock,  our  restless  expectation  of  Mr.  Micaw- 
ber  increased.  At  last  we  made  no  more  pretence  of  attending 
to  the  meal,  which,  except  with  Mr.  Dick,  had  been  a  mere 
form  from  the  first;  but  my  aunt  walked  up  and  down  the 
room,  Traddles  sat  upon  the  sofa  affecting  to  read  the  paper 
with  his  eyes  on  the  ceiling ;  and  I  looked  out  of  the  window  to 
give  early  notice  of  Mr.  Micawber*s  coming.  Nor  had  I  Wmg 
to  watch  9  for,  at  the  first  chime  ofthe  half  hour,  heappeare4 
in  the  street. 

**Hereheis,"  said  I,  *< and  not  in  his  legal  attire  1*' 

My  aunt  tied  the  strings  of  her  bonnet  (she  had  come  down 
to  breakfast  in  it) ,  and  put  on  her  shawl,  as  if  she  were  ready 
for  anything  that  was  resolute  and  uncompromising,  l^raddles 
buttoned  his  coat  with  a  determined  air.  Mr.  Dick,  disturbed 
by  these  formidable  appearances,  but  feeling  it  necessary  to 
imitate  them,  pulled  his  hat,  with  both  hands ,  asfinnlyoTer 
his  ears  as  he  possibly  could ;  and  instanJJy  took  it  ofiT  again, 
to  welcome  Mr.  Mieawber. 

*' Gentlemen,  and  Madam,'*  said  Mr.  Mieawber,  *<good 
morning  1  My  dear  Sir,"  to  Mr.  Dick,  who  shook  hands  with 
him  violently,  ''you  are  extremely  good." 

'*  Have  you  breakfasted ?  "  said  Mr.  Dick.  "Have  a  chop !  ** 
''Not  for  the  world,  my  good  Sir  I'*  cried  Mr*  Mieawber, 

stopping  him  on  his  way  to  the  bell;  "appetite  and  myself, 

Mr.  Dixon,  have  long  been  strangers." 

Mr.  Dixon  was  so  pleased  with  his  new  name*  aad  appeared 

to  think  it  so  very  obliging  in  Mr^Mieawber  to  eenfei  it^na 
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him 9  that  he  shook  hands  with  him  again,  and  laughed  rather 
childishly. 

''Dick/'  saidmyaunt,  ''attentionl" 

Mr.  Dick  recovered  himself,  with  a  blush. 

''Now,  Sir,"  said  my  aunt  to  Mr.  Micawbor,  as  she  put  on 
her  gloves,  "we  are  ready  for  Mount  Vesuvius,  or  anything 
else,  as  soon  as  yot^  please.'* 

"Madam,"  returned  Mr.  Ificawber,  "I  trust  yon  will 
shortly  witness  an  eruption.  Mr.  Traddles,  I  have  your  per- 
mission, I  believe ,  to  mention  here  that  we  have  been  in  com- 
munication together?  " 

"It  is  undoubtedly  the  fact,  Copperfield,"  said  Traddles, 
to  whom  I  looked  in  surprise.  "Mr.  Micawber  has  consulted 
me ,  in  reference  to  what  he  has  in  contemplation ;  and  I  bare 
advised  him  to  the  best  of  my  judgment." 

'*  Unless  I  deceive  myself,  Mr.  Traddles,"  pursued  Mr. 
Micawber,  "what  I  contemplate  is  a  disclosure  of  an  important 
nature." 

"Highly  so,"  said  Traddles. 

"Fethaps,  under  such  circumstances.  Madam  and  gentle- 
n^n,"  said  Mr.  Micawber,  "  yon  will  do  mo  the  favour  to  sub- 
mit yourselves,  for  the  moment,  to  the  direction  of  one,  who, 
however  unworthy  to  be  regarded  in  'any  other  light  but  as  a 
Waif  and  Stray  upon  the  shore  of  human  nature,  is  still  your 
fellow  man,  though  crushed  out  of  his  original  form  by  in- 
dividual errors ,  and  the  accumulative  force  of  a  combination 
of  circumstances  ?  " 

"We  have  perfect  confidence  in  you,Mr.MiGawbor,"  said  I, 
*'  and  will  do  what  you  please." 

"Mr.  Copperfield,"  returned  Mr.  Micawber^  "your  con- 
fidence is  not,  at  the  existing  juncture,  ill-bestowed.   I  would 
beg  to  be  allowed  a  start  of  five  minutes  by  the  clock;  and 
then  to  receive  the  present  company,  inquiring  for  Miss  Wi 
Da9id  Copperfield.  II L         *  17 
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field,  at  the  office  of  Wickfield  and  Heep,  mrhose  Stipendiary 
I  am." 

My  aant  and  I  looked  at  Trad  dies,  who  nodded  his  ap- 
proval. 

*'I  have  no  more,"  observed  Mr.  Micawbcry  "to  say  at 
present.*' 

With  which,  to  my  infinite  surprise ,  ho  included  as  all  in  a 
comprehensive  bow,  and  disappeared;  his  manner  being  ex- 
tremely distant,  and  his  face  extremely  pale. 

Traddles  only  smiled,  and  shook  his  head  (with  his  hair 
standing  upright  on  the  top  of  it),  when  I  looked  to  him  for  an 
explanation;  so  I  took  out  my  watch,  and,  as  a  last  resource, 
counted  ofi*  the  five  minutes.  My  aunt,  with  her  own  watch  in 
her  hand,  did  the  like.  When  the  time  was  expired,  Traddles 
gave  her  his  arm;  and  we  all  went  out  together  to  the  old 
house,  without  saying  one  word  on  the  way. 

We  found  Mr.  Micawbor  at  his  desk,  In  the  turret  office  on 
the  ground  floor,  either  writing,  or  pretending  to  write,  hard. 
The  lai^e  office-ruler  was  stuck  into  His  waistcoat,  and  was 
not  so  well  concealed  but  that  a  foot  or  more  of  that  instru- 
ment protruded  from  his  bosom,  like  a  new  kind  of  shirt-frilL 

As  it  appeared  to  me  that  I  was  expected  to  speak ,  I  said 
aloud: 

"How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Micawbor?" 

"Mr.  Copperfield,"  said  Mr.  Micawber,  gravely,  "I  hope 
I  tee  you  well?" 

"Is  Miss  Wickfield  at  home?  "  said  I. 

"Mr.  Wickfield  is  unwell  in  bed,  Sir,  of  a  rheumatic  fever/' 
ho  returned;  "but  Miss  Wickfield,  I  have  no  doubt,  will  be 
happy  to  see  old  friends.    Will  you  walk  in,  Sir?" 

He  preceded  us  to  the  dining-room  —  the  first  room  I  had 
entered  in  that  house  —  and  flinpng  open  the  door  of  Mr. 
Wickfield's  former  office,  said,  in  a  sonorous  voice: 
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''Miss  Trotwood,  Mr.  David  Cojiperfiold,  Mr.  Thomas 
Traddlcs,  and  Mr.  Dixon ! " 

I  liad  not  seen  Uriah  Hoop  since  the  time  of  the  blow.  Our 
visit  astonished  him,  evidently;  not  the  less,  I  dare  sny,  be- 
cause it  astonished  ourselves.  He  did  not  gather  his  eyebrows 
together,  for  ho  had  none  worth  mentioning;  but  he  frowned 
to  that  degree  that  he  almost  closed  his  small  eyes,  while  the 
liun*ied  raising  of  his  grisly  h^d  to  his  chin  belmyed  some 
trepidation  or  surprise.  This  was  only  when  we  were  in  the 
act  of  entering  his  room,  and  when  I  cauglit  a  glance  at  hiiu 
over  my  aunt^s  shoulder.  A  moment  afterwards,  ho  was  as 
fawning  and  as  humble  as  ever. 

"Well,  I  am  sure,"  he  said.  "This  is  indeed  an  unex- 
pected pleasure!  To  have,  as  I  may  say,  all  friends  round 
Saint  Paulas,  at  once,  is  a  treat  unlooked  for!  Mr.  Copper- 
field,  I  hope  I  see  you  well,  and  —  if  I  may  umbly  express  self 
so  —  frfendly  towards  them  as  is  ever  your  friends,  whether 
or  not.  Mrs.  Copperfield,  Sir,  I  hope  she  *s  getting  on.  Wc 
Iiave  been  made  quite  uneasy  by  the  poor  accounts  we  have 
had  of  her  state,  lately,  I  do  assure  you.*' 

I  felt  ashamed  to  let  him  takelny  hand,  but  I  did  not  know 
yet  what  else  to  do. 

"Things  are  changed  in  this  office.  Miss  Trotwood ,  sinco 
1  wasanumbleclerk,  and  held  your  pony;  ain*t  they?**  said 
Uriah,  with  his  sickliest  smile.  "But  /  am  not  changed, 
Miss  Trotwood." 

"Well,  Sir,"  returned  my  aunt,  "to  tell  yon  the  truth, 
I  think  you  are  pretty  constant  to  the  promise  of  your  youth; 
if  that 's  any  satisfaction  to  you.*' 

"Thank  you.  Miss  Trotwood,"  said  Uriah,  writhing  in 
his  ungainly  manner,  "for  your  good  opinion  1  Micawber, 
tell  *em  to  let  Miss  Agnes  know  ^  and  mother.    Mother  will 
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beqaiteinastatei  when  she  sees  the  present  oompaay  I  *'  said 
Uriah,  setting  chairs. 

^' You  are  not  busy,  Mr.  Heep?'*  said  Xraddles,  whose  eye 
the  canning  red  eye  accidentally  canght,  as  it  at  once  scruti- 
nised and  evaded  us. 

''No,  Mr.  Traddles,"  replied  Uriah,  resuming  his  official 
seat,  and  squeezing  his  bony  hands,  laid  palm  to  palm,  be- 
tween his  bony  knees.  *'  Not-  so  much  so ,  as  I  could  wish. 
But  lawyers,  sharks,  and  leeches,  are  not  easily  satisfied, 
you  know  t  Not  but  what  myself  and  Mioawber  have  oar  hands 
pretty  full,  in  general,  on  account  of  Mr.  Wick(ield*8  being 
hardly  fit  for  any  occupation,  Sir.  But  it  'e  a  pleasure  as  well 
as  a  duty,  I  am  sure,  to  work  for  At'iii.  You  've  not  been  in- 
timate with  Mr.  Wickfield,  I  think,  Mr.  Traddles?  I  believe 
I  'ye  only  had  the  honour  of  seeing  you  once  myself?  ** 

''No,  I  have  not  been  intimate  with  Mr.  Wickfield,"  re- 
turned Traddles ;  "  or  I  might  perhaps  have  waited  on  yoa 
long  ago,  Mr  Heep." 

There  was  something  in  the  tone  of  thil^  reply,  which  made 
Uriah  look  at  the  speaker  again,  with  a  very  sinister  and  suspi- 
cious expression.  But,  seeing  only  Traddles  with  his  good- 
natured  face,  simple  manner,  and  hair  on  end,  he  dismissed  it 
as  ho  replied,  with  a  jerk  of  his  whole  body,  but  especially  hit 
throat: 

"I  am  sorry  for  that,  Mr.  Traddles.  You  woidd  have  ad- 
mired him  as  much  as  we  all  do.  His  little  failings  would  only 
have  endeared  him  to  you  the  more.  But  if  you  would  like  to 
hear  my  fellow-partner  eloquently  spoken  of,  I  should  refer 
you  to  Copperfield.  The  family  is  a  subject  he  *b  very  strong 
upon,  if  you  never  heard  him.** 

I  was  prevented  from  disclaiming  'the  compliment  (if  I 
should  have  done  so,  in  any  ease),  by  the  entrance  of  Agnea> 
now  ushered  in  by  Mr.  Micawber.    She  was  not  quite  to  selA 
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pofiscssed  as  usual  i  I  thoagbt;  and  bad  evidently  undergone 
anxiety  and  fatigue.  But  her  earnest  cordiality,  and  her.quiet 
beauty,  shone  with  the  gentler  lustre  for  it. 

I  saw  Uriah  watch  her  while  she  greeted  ns;  and  be  re- 
minded me  of  an  ugly  and  rebellious  genie  watching  a  good 
spirit.  In  the  meanwhile,  some  slight  sign  passed  between 
Mr.  Micawber  and  Traddles ;  and  Traddles ,  unobserved  ex- 
cept by  me,  went  out, 

"Don*twait,  Micawber,*'  said  Uriah. 

Mr.  Micawber,  with  his  hand  upon  the  ruler  in  his  breast^ 
stood  erect  before  the  door,  most  unmistakeably  contem- 
plating one  of  his  fellow-men,  and  that  man  his  employer. 

**What  are  you  waiting  for?"  said  Uriah.  "Micawber! 
Did  you  hear  me  tell  you  not  to  wait?  " 

"  Yes! "  replied  the  immovable  Mr.  Micawber. 

"Then  why  do  you  wait?  "  said  Uriah. 

"Because  I  —  in  short  choose,"  replied  Mr.  Micawber, 
with  a  burst. 

Uriah's  checks  lost  colour,  and  an  unwholesome  paleness, 
still  faintly  tinged  by  his  pervading  red,  overspread  them.  He 
looked  at  Mr.  Micawber  attentively,  with  his  whole  face 
breathing  short  and  quick  in  every  feature. 

"You  are  a  dissipated  fellow,  as  all  the  world  knows,"  he 
said,  with  an  effort  at  a  smile,  "and  I  am  afraid  you  *!!  oblige 
me  to  get  rid  of  you.    Go  along  I  I  '11  talk  to  you  presently." 

"If  there  is  a  scoundrel  on  this  earth,"  said  Mr.  Micawber, 
suddenly  breaking  out  agfun  with  the  utmost  vehemence, 
"with  whom  I  have  already  talked  too  much,  that  scoundrel's 
name  is  —  HekpI" 

Uriah  fell  back,  as  if  he  had  been  struck  or  stung.  Looking 
slowly  round  upon  us  with  the  darkest  and  wickedest  expres- 
sion that  his  face  could  wear,  he  said,  in  a  lower  voice :         

' Oho !  This  is  a  conspiracy!    You  have  met  here ,  ^ 
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pointmentl  You  are  playing  Booty  with  my  clerk,  arc  yon, 
Copperfldd?  Now,  take  care.  You '11  make  nothing  of  ihls. 
Wo  understand  each  other,  you  and  me.  There  ^8  no  love 
between  us.  You  were  always  a  puppy  with  a  proud  stomach, 
from  your  first  coming  here;  and  you  envy  me  my  rise, do  you? 
None  of  your  plots  Against  me ;  I  *11  counterplot  you  I  Micaw- 
ber,  you  be  off*.    I  *11  talk  to  you  presently.*' 

'^Mr.  Micawber,"  said  I,  'Hhere  is  a  sudden  change  in  this 
fellow,  in  more  respects  than  the  extraordinary  one  of  his 
speaking  the  truth  in  one  pnrticnlar,  which  assures  me  that 
he  is  brought  to  bay.    Deal  with  him  as  he  deserves ! " 

"You  are  a  precious  set  of  people,  ain't  you?"  said  Uriah, 
in  the  same  low  voice,  and  breaking  out  into  a  clammy  heat, 
which  he  wiped  from  his  forehead,  with  his  long  lean  hand, 
**  to  buy  over  my  clerk,  who  is  the  very  scum  of  society,  —  as 
you  yourself  were ,  Copperfield,  you  know  it,  before  anyone 
had  charity  on  you,  —  to  defame  me  with  his  lies?  Miss  Trot- 
wood,  you  had  better  stop  this;  or  I  '11  stop  your  husband 
shorter  than  will  be  pleasant  to  you.  I  won't  know  your  story 
professionuUy,  for  nothing,  old  Lady!  Miss  Wickfiold,  if  yon 
have  any  love  for  your  father,  you  had  better  not  join  tliat 
gang.  I  Ml  ruin  him,  if  you  do.  Now,  come !  I  have  got  some 
of  you  un<ler  the  harrow.  Think  twice,  before  it  goes  over 
you.  Think  twice,  you,  Micawber,  if  you  don't  want  to  be 
crushed.  I  recommend  you  to  take  yourself  off,  and  be  talked 
to  presently,  you  fool!  while  there  's  time  to  retreat.  Where 's 
mother!"  he  said,  suddenly  appearing  to  notice,  with  alarm, 
the  absenc*c  of  Traddles,  and  pulling  down  the  bell- rope. 
"Fine  <loings  in  a  person's  own  house ! " 

"Mrs.  Heep  is  here,  Sir,"  said  Traddles ,  returning  with 
that  wortliy  mother  of  a  worthy  son.  "I  have  taken  the  liberty 
of  making  myself  known  to  her." 
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"Who  are  you  to  make  yourself  known?  '*  retorted  Uriahy 
**  And  what  do  you  want  here?  " 

*'I  am  the  agent  and  friend  of  Mr.  Wickfield,  Sir/*  said 
Traddles,  in  a  composed  business-like  way.  "And  I  have  a 
power  of  attorney  from  him  in  my  pocket ,  to  act  for  him  in  all 
matters.* 

"The  old  ass  has  drunk  himself  into  a  state  of  dotage," 
said  Uriah,  turning  uglier  than  before,  "and  it  has  been  got 
from  him  by  fraud !  ** 

<*  Something  has  been  got  from  him  by  fraud,  I  know,*' 
returned  Traddles  quietly;  "and  so  do  you,  Mr.  Heep.  We 
will  refer  that  question,  if  you  please,  to  Mr.  Micawber." 

"Ury — 1  *'  Mrs.  Heep  began,  with  an  anxious  gesture. 

'*You  hold  your  tongue,  mother,**  he  returned;  "least 
said,  soonest  mended.^* 

"ButmyUry— .'* 

"  Will  you  hold  your  tongue,  mother,  and  leave  it  to  me?  ** 

Though  I  had  long  known  that  his  servility  was  false ,  and 
all  his  pretences  knavish  and  hollow,  I  had  had  no  adequate 
conception  of  the  extent  of  his  hypocrisy,  until  I  now  saw  him 
with  his  mask  off.  The  suddenness  with  which  he  dropped  it, 
-when  he  perceived  that  it  was  useless  to  him;  the  malice,  in- 
solence, and  hatred,  he  revealed;  the  leer  with  which  he 
exulted,  even  at  this  moment,  in  the  evil  he  had  done  —  all 
this  time  being  desperate  too,  and  at  his  wits*  end  for  the 
means  of  getting  the  better  of  us — though  perfectly  consistent 
with  the  experience  I  had  of  him,  at  first  took  even  me  by  sur- 
prise, who  had  known  him  so  long,  and  disliked  him  so  heartily. 

I  say  nothing  of  the  look  he  conferred  on  me ,  as  he  stood 
eyeing  us,  one  afler  another;  for  I  had  always  understood  that 
he  hated  me,  and  I  remembered  the  marks  of  my  hand  upon 
his  cheek.  But  when  his  eyes  passed  on  to  Agnes ,  and  I  saw 
the  rage  with  which  he  felt  his  power  over  her  slipping  away, 
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atid  tbo'cxhibition,  in  tbetr  disappointment,  of  the  odioos  paa- 
Bions  that  had  led  him  to  aspire  to  one  whose  viitaes  he  coold 
never  appreciate  or  care  for,  I  was  shocked  bj  the  mere  thoaght 
of  her  having  lived,  an  hour,  within  sight  of  suchABsan. 

After  some  rubbing  of  the  lower  part  of  his  face,  and  some 
looking  at  us  with  those  bad  eyes,  over  his  grisly  fingers,  he 
made  one  more  address  to  me,  half  whining,  and  half  abasive. 

"You  think  it  justifiable,  do  you,  Copperfield,  you  who 
pride  yourself  so  much  on  your  honour  and  all  the  rest  of  it,  to 
sneak  about  my  place,  eaves -dropping  with  my  clerk?  If  it 
had  been  me,  I  shouldn*t  have  wondered;  fori  don't  make 
myself  ont  a  gentleman  (though  I  never  was  in  the  atreets 
either,  as  you  were,  according  to  Micawber) ,  but  being  jf ok/ 
—  And  you  *re  not  afraid  of  doing  this,  either?  You  don't 
think  at  all  of  what  I  shall  do,  in  return;  or  of  getting  yourself 
into  trouble  for  conspiracy  and  so  forth?  Very  well.'  We 
shall  see  1  Mr.  What's-yonr-name,  you  were  going  to  refer 
some  question  to  Micawber.  There's  your  referee.  Why 
don*t  you  make  him  speak  ?    He  has  learnt  his  lesson,  I  see.*' 

Seeing  that  what  he  said  had  no  efiect  on  me  or  any  of  os, 
he  sat  on  the  edge  of  his  table  with  his  hands  in  his  pockets,  * 
and  one  of  his  splay  feet  twisted  round  the  otjier  leg,  waiting 
doggedly  for  what  might  follow. 

Mr.  Micawber,  whose  impetuosity  I  had  restrained  ilms  far 
with  the  greatest  difficulty,  and  who  had  repeatedly  interposed 
with  the  first  syllable  of  SoouN-drelt  without  getting  to  the 
second,  now  bnrst  forward,  drew  the  ruler  from  his  breast 
(apparently  as  a  defensive  weapon) ,  and  produced  from  his 
pocket  a  foolscap  document,  folded  in  the  form  of  a  large  let- 
ter. Opening  this  packet,  with  his  old  flourish,  and  glancing 
at  the  contents,  as  if  he  cherished  an  artistic  admiration  of 
their  style  of  composition,  he  began  to  read  as  follows : 

*' '  Dear  Miss  Trotwood  and  gentlemen  — * 
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*' Bless  and  sftve  the  man  I*'  exclaimed  my  aunt  in  a  low 
voice.  '*He  *d  write  letters  by  the  ream^  if  it  was  a  capital 
ofTcDce  I " 

Mr.Micawber,  without  hearing  her,  wont  on. 

"  'In  appearing  before  you  to  denounce  probably  the  most 
consummate  Villain  that  has  ever  existed/  "  Mr.  Micawber, 
without  looking  off  the  letter,  pointed  the  ruler,  like  a  ghostly 
irancheon,  at  Uriah  Heep,  '*  'I  ask  no  consideration  for  my- 
self. The  victim,  from  my  cradle,  of  pecuniary  liabilities  to 
which  I  have  been  unable  to  respond,  I  have  ever  been  the 
sport  and  toy  jof  debasing  circumstances.  Ignominy,  Want, 
Despair,  and  Madness,  have,  collectively  or  separately,  been 
the  attendants  of  my  career.*  *' 

The  relish  with  which  Mr.  Micawber  described  himself,  as 
a  prey  to  these  dismal  calamities ,  was  only  to  be  equalled  by 
the  emphasis  with  which  he  read  his  letter ;  and  the  kind  of 
bomage  he  rendered  to  it  with  a  roll  of  his  head »  when  he 
thought  he  had  hit  a  sentence  very  hard  indeed. 

"  *In  an  accumulation  of  Ignominy,  Want,  Despair,  and 
Madness,  I  entered  the  office —  or,  as  our  lively  neighbour 
Hie  G«ul  would  term  it,  the  Bureau—^  of  the  Firm,  nominally 
conducted  under  the  appellation  of  Wickfield  and  —  Hrbp, 
bat,  in  reality,  wielded  by  —  Hsrp  alone.  Heep,  and  only 
HXBP,  is  the  mainspring  of  that  machine.  Hekp,  and  only 
Hbsp,  is  the  Forger  and  the  Cheat.*  ** 

Uriah,  moile  blue  than  white  at  these  words,  made  a  dart 
at  the  lettet,  as  if  to  tear  it  in  pieces.  Mr.  Micawber,  with  a 
perfect  miracle  of  dexterity  or  luck ,  caught  his  advancing 
knuckles  with  the  ruler,  and  disabled  his  right  hand.  It 
dropped  at  the  wrist,  as  if  it  were  broken.  The  blow  sounded 
as  if  it  had  fallen  on  wood. 

''The  Devil  take  youl**  said  Uriah,  writhing  in  a  new  way 
with  pain.    "  I  *11  be  evenr  with  you. ' 
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"Approach  me  again,  yon  —  yon  —  yoa  Hebp  of  infamy/ 
gasped  Mr.  Micawber,  "and  if  your  head  is  human,  I  '11  break 
it.    Come  on,  come  on!" 

I  think  I  never  saw  anything  more  ridicnlons  —  I  was  sen- 
sible of  it,  even  at  the  time  —  than  Mr.  Micawber  making 
broad-sword  guards  with  the  ruler,  and  crying  "Come  on!" 
while  Traddles  and  I  pushed  him  back  into  a  comer,  from 
which,  as  often  as  we  got  him  into  it,  he  persisted  in  emerging 
again. 

His  enemy,  muttering  to  himself,  after  wringing  his  wound- 
ed hand  for  some  time,  slowly  drew  off  his  neck-kerchief  and 
bound  it  up ;  then ,  held  it  in  his  other  hand ,  and  sat  opon  his 
table  with  his  sullen  face  looking  down. 

Mr.  Micawber,  when  he  was  sufficiently  cool,  proceeded 
with  his  letter. 

"*The  stipendiary  emoluments  in  consideration  of  whick 
I  entered  into  the  service  of —  Hrep,*  '*  always  pausing  before 
that  v/ord,  and  uttering  it  with  astonishing  vigour,  "  'were  not 
defined,  beyond  the  pittance  of  twenty-two  shillings  and  as 
per  week.  The  rest  was  lefl  contingent  on  the  value  of  my 
professional  exertions;  in  other  and  more  expressive  words, 
on  the  baseness  of  my  nature,  the  cupidity  of  my  motives,  the 
poverty  of  my  family,  the  general  moral  (or  rather  immoial) 
resemblance  between  myself  and  —  Hrep.  Need  I  say,  that 
it  soon  became  necessary  for  me  to  solicit  from-—  Hekp  —  pe- 
cuniary advances  towards  the  support  of  Mrs.  Micawber,  and 
our  blighted  but  rising  family  I  Need  I  say  that  this  necessity 
had  been  foreseen  by  —  Hbep?  That  those  advances  were 
secured  by  I O  U's  and  other  similar  acknowledgments,  known 
to  the  legal  institutions  of  this  country.  And  that  I  thus  be- 
came immeshcd  in  the  web  he  had  spun  for  my  reception  ?*  ** 

Mr.  Micawber*6  enjoyment  of  his  epistolary  powers,  in  de- 
scribing this  unfortunate  state  of  things,  really  seemed  to  out- 
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weigh  any  pain  or  anxiety  that  the  reality  could  have  caused 
him.    He  read  on: 

"  *Then  it  was  that—  Heep — began  to  favour  me  tvith  just 
80  much  of  his  confidence,  as  was  necessary  to  the  discharge 
of  his  infernal  business.  Then  it  was  that  I  began,  if  I  may  so 
Shakespearianly  express  myself ,  totwindle,  peak,  and  pine. 
I  found  that  my  services  -were  constantly  called  into  requisition 
for  the  falsification  of  business,  and  the  mystification  of  an  in- 
dividual whom  I  will  designate  as  Mr.  W.  That  Mr.  W.  was  im- 
posed upon,  kept  in  ignorance,  and  deluded,  in  every  possible 
way;  yet,  that  all  this  while,  the  ruffian  —  Hkep  —  was  pro- 
fessing unbounded  gratitude  to,  and  unbounded  friendship 
for,  that  much  abused  gentleman.  This  was  bad  enough ;  but, 
as  the  philosophic  Dane  observes,  with  that  universal  applica- 
bility which  distinguishes  the  illustrious  ornament  of  the  Eliz&- 
bethian  Era,  worse  remains  behind !  *  *' 

Mr.  Micawber  was  so  very  much  struck  by  this  happy 
rounding  off  with  a  quotation,  that  he  indulged  himself,  and 
us,  with  a  second  reading  of  the  sentence,  under  pretence  of 
having  lost  his  place. 

"•It  is  not  my  intention,'"  he  continued,  reading  on,  "*to 
enter  on  a  detailed  list,  within  the  compnss  of  the  present 
epistle  (though  it  is  ready  elsewhere) ,  of  the  various  malprac- 
tices of  a  minor  nature,  affecting  the  individual  whom  I  have 
denominated  Mr.  W. ,  to  which  I  have  been  a  tacitly  consent- 
ing party.  My  object,  when  the  contest  within  myself  be- 
tween stipend  and  no  stipend,  baker  and  no  baker,  existence 
and  non-existence,  ceased,  was  to  take  advantage  of  my  op- 
portunities to  discover  and  expose  the  mnjor  malpractices 
committed,  to  that  gentleman's  grievous  wronr^  and  injury, 
by  —  Heep.  Stimulated  by  the  silent  monitor  within,  and  by 
a  no  less  touching  and  appealing  monitor  without  —  to  whom  I 
will  briefly  refer  as  Miss  \V.  —  I  entered  on  a  not  unlaborious 
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task  of  clandestine  investigatioB,  protracted  now,  to  the  bed 
of  my  knowledge,  information,  and  belief,  over  a  period  ex- 
ceeding twelve  calendar  months.' " 

He  read  this  passage,  as  if  it  were  from  an  Act  of  Pariia* 
ment;  and  appeared  majestically  refreshed  by  tho  sound  of 
the  words. 

^**My  charges  against-*- Hebp,*'*  ho  read  on,  glancing  «t 
him ,  and  drawing  the  raler  into  a  convenient  position  nnder 
his  lefl  arm,  in  case  of  need,  "'are  as  follows.*" 

We  all  held  our  breath,  I  think.    I  am  sure  Uriah  held  his. 

"*First,'"  said  Mr.  Micawber.  "'When  Mr.  W.'s  facul- 
ties  and  memory  for  business  became,  through  caases  into 
which  it  is  not  necessary  or  expedient  for  me  to  enter, 
weakened  and  confused,  —  Herp — designedly  perplexed  and 
complicated  the  whole  of  the  official  transactions.  When  Mr. 
W.  was  least  fit  to  enter  on  business,  —  Hkep  *-  was  always  at 
hand  to  force  him  to  enter  on  it.  He  obtained  Mr.  W.*s  sig- 
nature under  such  circumstances  to  documents  of  importance, 
representing  them  to  be  other  documents  of  no  importance. 
He  induced  Mr.  W.  to  empower  him  to  draw  ont,  thus,  one 
particular  sum  of  trust-money ,  amounting  to  twdve  tiz  four- 
teen, two,  and  nine,  and  employed  it  to  meet  pretended  bn- 
slness  charges  and  deficiencies  which  were  either  already  pro- 
vided for,  or  had  never  really  existed.  He  gave  this  proceed- 
ing, throughout,  tJbe  appearance  of  having  originalad  in  Mr. 
W.*8  own  dishonest  intention,  and  of  having  been  aeeom- 
plished  by  Mr.  W.*s  own  dishonest  act;  and  has  used  it,  ever 
since,  to  torture  and  constrain  him.' " 

"You  shall  prove  this,  you  Oopperfield I **  said  Uriali, 
with  a  threatening  shake  of  the  head.    **  All  ia  good  time ! " 

**  Ask— Hrup— Mr.  Traddles,  who  lived  in  his  house  after 
him,"  said  Mr.  Micawber,  breaking  off  firom  tiie  letter; 
"will  you?' 
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"The  fool  himself — and  lives  there  now,*'  said  Uriah, 
disdainfuU^r. 

"Ask-^HKKP  — if  he  ever  kept  a  pocket-book  in  that 
honse/*  saidMr. Micawber;  "will you?" 

I  saw  Uriah's  lank  hand  stop,  involuntarily,  in  the  scra- 
ping of  his  chin. 

"  Or  ask  him , "  said  Mr.  Micawber,  " if  he  ever  burnt  one 
there.  If  he  says  yes,  and  asks  you  where  the  ashes  are,  refer 
faim  to  Wilkins  Micawber,  and  he  will  hear  of  something  not  at 
all  to  his  advantage  I  *' 

The  triumphant  flourish  with  which  Mr.  Micawber  de- 
livered himself  of  these  words,  had  a  powerful  effect  in  alarm- 
,  ing  the  mother;  who  cried  out,  in  much  agitation: 

"Ury,  Uryl    Beumble,  and  make  terms,  my  dear!" 

"Mother!"  he  retorted,  "will  you  keep  quiet?  You're 
in  a  fright,  and  don*t  know  what  you  say  or  mean.  Umblel" 
he  repeated,  looking  at  me,  with  a  snarl;  "I*ve  umbled 
some  of  'em  for  a  pretty  long  time  back,  umble  as  I  was  I " 

Mr.  Micawber,  genteelly  adjusting  his  chin  in  his  cravat, 
presently  proceeded  with  his  composition. 

"'{Second.  Hesp  has,  on  several  occasions,  to  the  best 
of  my  knowledge,  information,  and  belief"  — 

"  But  that  won't  do,"  muttered  Uriah,  relieved.  "  Mother, 
you  keep  quiet.'* 

**We  will  endeavour  to  provide  something  that  will 
do,  and  do  for  you  finally.  Sir,  very  shortly,"  replied  Mr. 
'Micawber. 

"'Second.  Hkep  has,  on  several  occasions ,  to  the  best  of 
my  knowledge,  information,  and  belief,  systematically  forged, 
to  various  entries,  books,  and  documents,  the  signature  of* 
Mr.  W.;  and  has  distinctly  done  so  in  one  instance,  capable 
of  proof  by  me.  To  wit,  in  manner  following,  that  is  to 
aay:'" 
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Again,  Mr.  Micawbor  had  a  relish  in  this  formal  piling  up 
of  words,  which,  however  ludicrously  displayed  in  his  cose, 
was,  I  must  say,  not  at  all  peculiar  to  him.  I  have  observed 
it,  in  the  course  of  my  life,  in  numbers  of  men.  It  seems  to 
me  to  be  a  general  rule.  In  the  taking  of  legal  oaths,  for  in- 
stance, deponents  seem  to  enjoy  themselves  mightily  when 
they  come  to  several  good  words  in  succession,  for  Uie  expres- 
sion of  one  idea;  as,  that  they  utterly  detest,  abominate,  and 
abjure,  or  so  forth ;  and  the  old  anathemas  were  made  relisli- 
ing  on  the  same  principle.  \Vc  talk  about  the  tyranny  of 
words,  but  we  like  to  tyrannise  over  them  too ;  we  are  fond  of 
having  a  largo  superfluous  establishment  of  words  to  wart 
upon  us  on  great  occasions ;  we  think  it  looks  important,  and 
sounds  well.  As  we  are  not  paiticular  about  the  meaning 
of  our  liveries  on  state  occasions,  if  they  be  but  fine  and  nu- 
merous enough,  so,  the  meaning  or  necessity  of  our  words  is 
a  secondary  consideration,  if  there  be  but  a  grejit  parade  of 
them.  And  as  individuals  get  into  trouble  by  making  too 
great  a  show  of  liveries,  or  as  slaves  when  they  are  too  nu- 
merous rise  ngainst  their  masters,  so  I  think  I  could  mentions 
nation  that  has  got  into  many  great  diiBculties,  and  will  get 
into  many  greater,  from  maintaining  too  large  a  retinue  of 
words. 

Mr.  Micawber  read  on,  almost  smacking  his  lips : 
**'To  wit,  in  manner  following,  that  is  to  say.  Mr.  W. 
being  infirm,  and  it  being  within  the  bounds  of  probability 
that  his  decease  might  lead  to  some  discoveries,  and  to  the 
downfall  of — Heep'b  —  power  over  the  W.  family,  — as  I, 
Wilkins  Micawber,  the  undersigned,  assume  —  unless  ihe 
filial  afiection  of  his  daughter  could  be  secretly  influenced 
from  allowing  any  investigation  of  the  partnei'ship  affairs  to  be 
ever  made,  the  said  —  Ukep  —  deemed  it  expedient  to  have 
A  bond  ready  by  bim,  as  from  Mr.  W.,  for  thebeforeHoeor 
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tioned  sum  of  twelve  six  foarteen,  two  and  nine,  with  in- 
terest, stated  therein  to  have  been  advanced  by  —  Href  —  to 
Mr.  W.  to  save  Mr.  W.  from  dishonour;  though  really  the  sum 
was  never  advanced  by  him,  and  has  long  been  replaced. 
The  signatures  to  this  instrument,  purporting  to  be  executed 
by  Mr.  W.  and  attested  by  Wilkins  Micawber,  are  forgeries 
by — Heep.  I  have,  in  my  possession ,  in  his  hand  and  pocket- 
book,  several  similar  imitations  of  Mr.  W.*s  signature,  here 
and  there  defaced  by  fire,  but  legible  to  any  one.  I  never  at- 
tested any  such  document.     And  I  have  the  document  itself, 

in  my  possession.* " 

Uriah  Ilcep,  with  a  start,  took  out  of  his  pocket  a  bunch 

of  keys,  and  opened  a  certain  drawer;  then,  suddenly  be- 
thought himself  of  what  he  was  about,  and  turned  again  to- 
wards us,  without  looking  in  it. 

"•And  I  have  the  document,' "  Mr.  Micawber  read  again, 
looking  about  as  if  it  were  the  text  of  a  sermon,  •'  •  in  my  pos- 
session,' —  that  is  to  say,  I  had,  early  this  morning,  when  this 
was  written,  but  have  since  relinquished  it  to  Mr.  Traddles." 

•*It  is  quite  true,"  assented  Traddles. 

"Ury,  Ury!"  cried  tfie  mother,  "be  umble  and  mako 
terms.  I  know  my  son  will  be  umble,  gentlemen,  if  you  *11 
give  him  time  to  think.  Mr,  Copperficld ,  I  *m  sure  you  know 
that  he  was  always  very  umble,  Sir!" 

It  was  singular  to  see  how  the  mother  still  held  to  the  old 
trick,  when  the  son  had  abandoned  it  as  useless. 

"Mother,"  he  said ,  with  an  impatient  bite  at  the  handker- 
chief in  which  his  hand  was  wrapped,  "you  had  better  take 
and  fire  a  loaded  gun  at  me." 

"But  I  love  you,  Ury,"  cried  Mrs.  Heep.  And  I  have  no 
doubt  she  did;  or  that  he  loved  her,  however  strange  it  may 
appear;  though,  to  be  sure,  they  were  a  congenial  couple. 
"And  I  can't  bear  to  hear  yon  provoking  the  gentlemen ,  ar** 
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endaDgering  of  yourself  more.  I  told  the  gentleman  at  first, 
when  he  told  me  up*stairs  it  was  come  to  light »  that  I  wonld 
answer  for  your  being  amble,  and  making  amends.  Oh,  see 
how  amble/ am »  gentlemen,  and  don't  nund  him  I** 

''Why,  there's  Copperfield,  mother,*'  he  angrily  retorted, 
pointing  his  lean  finger  at  me,  against  whom-all  his  animosity 
was  leyelled,  as  the  prime  mover  in  the  discovery;  and  I  did 
not andeoeive him ;  "there's  Copperfield,  would  have  given 
you  a  hundred  pound  to  say  less  than  you  've  blurted  outl " 

'*I  can't  help  it,  Ury,"  cried  his  mother.  ''I  can't  see  yea 
Tunning  into  danger,  through  carrying  your  head  so  high. 
Better  be  umble ,  as  you  always  was." 

He  remained  for  a  little ,  biting  the  handkerchief,  and  then 
said  to  me  with  a  scowl : 

"  What  more  have  you  got  to  bring  forward?  If  anything, 
go  on  with  it.    What  do  you  look  at  me  for  ?  " 

Mr.  IWcawber  promptly  resumed  his  letter,  only  too  glad 
to  revert  to  a  performance  with  which  he  was  so  highly  sa- 
tisfied. 

'* '  Third.  And  last.  I  am  now  in  a  condition  to  show,  by 
—  Hbep's  —  false  books,  and  —  Hbep's  —  real  memoranda, 
beginning  with  the  partially  destroyed  pocket-book  (which  I 
was  unable  to  comprehend,  at  the  time  of  its  accidental  dk- 
covery  by  Mrs.  Micawber,  on  our  taldng  possession  of  our 
present  abode,  in  the  locker  or  binn  devoted  to  the  reception 
of  the  ashes  calcined  on  our  domestic  hearth),  that  the  weak- 
nesses, the  faults,  the  very  vfartues,  the  parental  affections, 
and  the  sense  of  honour,  of  the  unhappy  Mr.  W.  have  been 
for  years  acted  on  by,  and  warped  to  the  base  purposes  of  ^ 
Heep.  That  Mr.  W.  has  been  for  years  deluded  and  plun- 
dered, in  every  conceivable  manner,  to  the  pecuniatj  aggrsn- 
disemeat  ef  the  avaricious,  false,  and  grasping  —  Hkcf. 
That  the  engrossing  object  of — Hbkp  —  was,  next  to  gain. 
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to  subdue  Mr.  and  Miss  W.  (of  his  ulterior  Yiews  ia  reference 
to  the  latter  I  say  nothing)  entirely  to  himself.  That  his  last 
act,  completed  but  a  few  months  since,  was  to  induce  Mr.  W. 
to  execute  a  relinquishment  of  his  share  in  the  partnership, 
and  even  a  bill  of  sale  on  the  very  furniture  of  his  house,  in 
consideration  of  a  certain  annuity ,  to  be  well  and  truly  paid 
by  —  Hjbicp  —  on  the  four  common  quarter-days  in  each  and 
every  year.  That  these  meshes ;  beginning  with  alarming  and 
fidstfi^  accounts  of  the  estate  of  which  Mr.  W.  is  the* receiver, 
at  a  period  when  Mr.  W.  had  launched  into  imprudent  and  ill- 
judged  speoilations,  and  may  not  have  had  the  money,  for 
which  he  was  morally  and  legaUy  responsible ,  in  hand;  going 
on  with  pretended  borrowiegs  of  money  at  enormous  interest, 
really  coming  from  —  Hasp  -^  and  by  —  Hsep  —  fraudulent- 
ly obtained  or  withheld  from  Mr.  W.  himself,  on  pretence  ccf 
Buch  speculations  or  otherwise;  perpetuated  by  a  miscella^ 
neous  catalogue  of  unscrupulous  chicaneries  —  gradually 
thickened,  until  the  unhappy  Mr.  W.  could  see  no  world bd- 
yond.  Bankrupt,  as  he  believed,  alike  in  circumstances,  in 
all  other  hope,  and  in  honour,  his  sole  reliance  was  upon  the 
monster  in  the  garb  of  man,' "  —  Mr.  Micawber  nlade  a  good 
deal  of  this,  as  a  new  turn  of  expression,  —  *'*who,  by  making 
himself  necessary  to  him,  had  achieved  his  destruction.  AU 
this  I  undertake  to  show.    Probably  much  more ! '  '* 

I  whispered  a  few  words  to  Agnes,  who  was  weeping,  half 
joyfully,  half-sorrowfuUy,  at  my  side;  and  there  was  a  move- 
ment among  us ,  as  if  Mr.  Micawber  had  finished.  He  said, 
vrilh  exceeding  gravity,  '*  Pardon  me,"  and  proceeded,  with 
a  mixture  of  the  lowest  spirits  and  the  most  intense  enjoyment, 
to  the  peroration  of  his  letter. 

*' '  I  have  now  concluded.    It  merely  remains  for  me  to  sub- 
stantiate these  accusations;  and  then,  with  my  ill-starred  £&- 
mily,  to  disappear  from  the  landscape  on  which  we  appear  to 
Dtnid  Copperjield,  III  18  ~ 
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be  an  incnmbrance.  That  is  soon  done.  It  may  be  reason- 
ably inferred  that  oar  baby  will  first  expire  of  inanition ,  as 
being  the  frailest  member  of  onr  circle;  and  that  our  twins 
wiQ  follow  next  in  order.  So  be  it!  For  myself,  my  Canter- 
bury Pilgrimage  has  done  much;  imprisonment  on  civil  pro- 
cess, and  want,  will  soon  do  more.  I  trust  that  the  labour  and 
hazard  of  an  investigation  —  of  which  the  smallest  results  have 
been  slowly  pieced  together,  in  the  pressure  of  arduous  avo- 
cations, under  grinding  penurious  apprehensions,  at  rise  of 
mom,  at  dewy  eve,  in  the  shadows  of  night,  under  the  watch- 
ful eye  of  one  whom  it  were  superfluous  to  call  Demon  —  com- 
bined with  the  struggle  of  parental  Poverty  to  turn  it,  when 
completed,  to  the  right  account,  may  be  as  the  sprinkling  of  a 
few  drops  of  sweet  water  on  my  funeral  pyre.  I  ask  no  more. 
Let  it  be,  injustice,  merely  said  of  me,  as  of  a  gallant  and 
eminent  naval  Hero,  with  whom  I  have  no  pretensions  to  cope, 
that  what  I  have  done,   I  did,   in  despite  of  mercenary  and 

selfish  objects. 

For  England ,  home,  and  Beauty. 

"  ^Remaining  always ,  ftc.  Ac. ,  Wilkinb  Mioawbeb.*  ' 
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Much  afiected,  but  still  intensely  enjoying  himself,  Mr. 
Micawber  folded  up  his  letter,  and  handed  it  with  a  bow  to 
my  aunt,  as  something  she  might  like  to  keep. 

There  was ,  as  I  had  noticed  on  my  first  visit  long  ago ,  an 
iron  safe  in  the  room.  The  key  was  in  it.  A  hasty  suspicion 
seemed  to  strike  Uriah;  and,  with  a  glance  at  Mr.  Micawber,  he 
went  to  it,  and  threw  the  doors  clanking  open.    It  was  empty. 

''Where  are  the  books  1*'  he  cried,  with  a  frightfiil  face. 
'*Some  thief  has  stolen  the  books  1 " 

Mr.  Micawber  tapped  himself  with  the  ruler.  '*/did,  when 
I  got  the  key  from  you  as  usual  — *  but  a  little  earlier  —  and 
opened  it  tliis  morning." 


275 

^'Don't  be  aneasy/*  said  Traddles.  "They  have  come 
into  my  possession.  I  will  take  care  of  them,  under  the  author- 
ity I  mentioned.*' 

"Yon  receive  stolen  goods,  do  you?"  cried  Uriah. 

"Under  such  circumstances,"  answered  Traddles,  "yes." 

What  was  my  astonishment  when  I  beheld  my  aunt,  who 
had  been  profoundly  quiet  and  attentive,  make  a  dart  at  Uriah 
Heep,  and  seize  him  by  the  collar  with  both  hands  I 

"You  know  what  / want? "  said  my  aunt. 

"A  strait- waistcoat,"  said  he. 

"No,  My  property!"  returned  my  aunt.  "Agnes,  my 
dear,  as  long  as  I  believed  it  had  been  really  made  away  with 
by  your  father,  I  wouldn't  —  and,  my  dear,  I  didn't,  even  to 
Trot,  as  he  knows  —  breathe  a  syllable  of  its  having  been 
placed  here  for  investment.  But,  now  I  know  this  fellow 's 
answerable  for  it,  and  I  '11  have  itl  Trot,  come  and  take  it 
away  from  him  1" 

Whether  my  aunt  supposed,  for  the  moment,  that  he  kept 
her  property  in  his  neck-kerchief,  I  am  sure  I  don't  know; 
but  she  certainly  pulled  at  it  as  if  she  thought  so.  I  hastened 
to  put  myself  between  them ,  and  to  assure  her  that  we  would 
all  take  care  that  he  should  make  the  utmost  restitution  of 
everything  he  had  wrongly  got.  This ,  and  a  few  moments' 
reflection,  pacified  her;  but  she  was  not  at  all  disconcerted  by 
what  she  had  done  (though  I  cannot  say  as  much  for  her  bon- 
net) and  resumed  her  seat  composedly. 

During  the  last  few  minutes,  Mrs.  Heep  had  been  clamor- 
ing to  her  son  to  be  "umble;"  and  had  been  going.down  on 
her  knees  to  all  of  us  in  succession,  and  making  the  wildest 
promises.  Her  son  sat  her  down  in  his  chair ;  and,  standing 
sulkily  by  her,  holding  her  arm  with  his  hand ,  but  not  rudely, 
0aid  to  me,  with  a  ferocious  look : 

"  What  do  yon  want  done  ?  "  ^— 
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'^I  will  tell  yoa  wbat  mast  be  done,     sud  Traddles. 

*'Ha8  that  Copperfield  no  tongae?**  mattered  Uriah.  ''I 
would  do  a  good  deal  for  you  if  you  could  tell  me,  without  ly- 
ing, that  somebody  had  cut  it  out.** 

"My Uriah  means  to  be  nmble!*'  cried  his  mother.  '*Don*t 
mmd  what  he  says ,  good  gentlemen  I  ^ 

*'What  must  be  done,**  saidTraddles,  **i8  this.  First, 
the  deed  of  relinquishment,  that  we  have  heard  of,  most  be 
given  over  to  me  now  —  here.** 

**  Suppose  I  haven't  got  it,**  he  interrupted. 

**Bat  you  have,**  said  Traddles;  ''therefore,  jou  know, 
we  won*t  suppose  so.**  And  I  cannot  help  avowing  that  this 
was  the  first  occasion  on  which  I  really  did  justioe  to  the  clear 
head,  and  the  plain,  patient,  practical  good  sense,  of  my  old 
schoolfellow.  *'Then,*'  saidTraddles,  ''jon  must  prepare  to 
disgorge  all  that  your  rapacity  has  become  possessed  of,  and 
to  make  restoration  to  the  last  farthing.  All  the  partnership 
books  and  papers  must  remain  in  our  possession;  all  joor 
books  and  papers ;  all  money  accounts  and  securities ,  •  of  both 
kinds.    In  short,  everything  here.** 

''Most  it?  I  don't  know  that,**  said  Uriah.  "  I  must  have 
time  to  think  About  that.** 

** Certainly,"  replied  Traddles;  ''but,  in  the  meanwhile^ 
and  until  everything  is  done  to  our  satisfaction,  we  shall  main* 
tain  possession  of  these  things;  and  beg  yon — in  short,  cos- 
pel  you— to  keep  your  own  room,  and  hold  no  eoamuiucatioii 
with  any  one.** 

^'I  won't  do  it  1"  said  Uriah,  witikanoafb. 

'* Maidstone  Jail  is  a  safer  place  of  detention,**  ofoserred 
Traddles ;  **snd  though  the  law  may  he  longer  in  righting  as, 
and  may  not  be  able  to  right  us  so  compleieiyns  yoa  can,  there 
is  no  doubt  of  its  punishing  you.    Dear  me,  y^oa  know  that 
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qntte  as  wtll  ai  II  Copperfieldy  will  you  go  round  to  the 
GniidhaU ,  and  bring  a  couple  of  oflcers  ?  " 

Here,  Mrs.  Heep  broke  oot  again,  crying  on  ber  knees  to 
Agnes  to  interfere  in  their  behalf,  exclaiming  that  he  was  very 
humble,  and  it  was  all  true ,  and  if  he  didn't  do  what  we  want- 
ed, she  would,  and  much  more  to  the  same  purpose;  being 
half  frantic  with  fJMn  for  her  darling.  To  inquire  what  he 
might  have  done,  if  he  had  had  any  boldness,  would  be  like 
inquiring  what  a  mongrel  cur  might  do ,  if  it  had  the  spirit  of  a 
tiger.  He  was  a  coward,  from  head  to  foot;  and  showed  his 
dastardly  nature  through  his  suUenness  and  mortification,  as 
much  as  at  any  time  of  his  mean  life. 

*'Stop!"  he  growled  to  me;  and  wiped  his  hot.  face  with 
his  hand.  '^Mother',  hold  your  noise.  Weill  Let'em  have 
that  deed.    Gro  and  fetch  it  1' ' 

*'Do  you  help  her,  Mr.  Dick,"  said  Traddles,  ''if  you 
please.*' 

Proud  of  his  commission ,  and  understanding  it,  Mr.  Dick 
acoompaaied  her  aa  a  shepherd's  dog  might  accompany  a 
riieep.  But,  Mra.  Heep  gave  him  little  trouble;  for  she  not 
only  retumed  with  the  deed,  but  with  the  box  in  which  it  was, 
where  we  found  a  banker's  book  and  some  other  papers  that 
wore  afUrwards  serviceable. 

*'  Good  I  '*  said  Traddles,  whan  this  waa  brought.  '« Now, 
Mr.  fieep^  yon  can  retire  to  think :  particularly  observing,  if 
you  please,  that  I  declare  to  you,  on  the  part  of  all  present, 
that  there  is  only  one  thing  to  be  done ;  that  it  is  what  I  have 
explained;  and  that  it  must  be  done  without  delay.*' 

Uriah,  without  lifting  his  eyes  firam  the  ground,  shnflfied 
iMsrocs  the  room  with  fab  hand  to  hii  chin ,  and  pausiag  at  the 
door»  said: 

"Copperfield,  I  have  always  hated  you.  Tou  Ve  always 
boon  an  upstart »  and  yon  've  always  been  against  m'  "  "~ 
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"  As  I  think  I  told  yoa  once  before/*  said  I,  "it  is  yon  who 
have  been,  in  your  greed  and  cunning,  against  all  the  world. 
It  may  be  profitable  to  you  to  reflect,  in  future,  tbattbere 
never  were  greed  and  cunning  in  the  world  yet,  that  did  not 
do  too  much ,  and  over-reach  themselves.  It  is  as  certain  as 
death." 

"  Or  as  certain  as  they  used  to  teach  at  school  (the  same 
school  where  I  picked  up  so  much  umbleness),  from  nine 
o^clocbto  eleven,  that  labour  was  a  curse;  and  from  eleven 
o* clock  to  one,  that  it  was  a  blessing  and  a  cheerfulness,  and 
a  dignity,  and  I  don't  know  what  all,  eh?**  said  he  with  a 
sneer.  "You  preach,  about  as  consistent  as  they  did.  Won*t 
umbleness  go  down?  I  shouldn*t  have  got  round  my  gentle- 
man fellow-partner  without  it,  I  think.  —  Micawber,  yon  old 
bully,  I '11  pay yoti/" 

Mr.  Micawber,  supremely  defiant  of  him  and  his  extended 
finger,  and  making  a  great  deal  of  his  chest  until  he  had  slunk 
out  at  the  door,  then  addressed  himself  to  me ,  and  proffered 
me  the  satisfaction  of  "witnessing  the  re-establishment  of  mu- 
tual confidence  between  himself  and  Mrs.  Micawber.*^  AAer 
which ,  he  invited  the  company  generally  to  the  contemplation 
of  that  affecting  spectacle. 

"The  veil  that  has  long  beei^  interposed  between  Mrs. 
Micawber  and  myself,  is  now  withdrawn,"  said  Mr.  Micawber; 
"and  my  children  and  the  Author  of  their  Being  can  once  more 
come  in  contact  on  equal  terms.** 

As  we  were  all  very  grateful  to  him,  and  all  desirous  to 
show  that  we  were,  as  well  as  the  hurry  and  disorder  of  our 
spirits  would  permit,  I  dare  say  we  should  all  have  gone,  but 
that  it  was  necessary  for  Agnes  to  return  to  her  father,  as  yet 
unable  to  bear  more  than  the  dawn  of  hope ;  and  for  some  one 
else  to  hold  Uriah  in  safe  keeping.  So,  Traddles  remained 
for  the  latter  purpose,  to  be  presently  relieved  by  Mr.  Dick; 
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«nd  Mr.  Dick,  my  aunt,  and  I,  went  home  with  Mr.  Micawber. 
Ab  I  parted  hurriedly  from  the  dear  girl  to  whom  I  owed  so 
much,  and  thought  from  what  she  had  been  saved,  perhaps, 
that  morning  —  her  better  resolution  notwithstanding  —  I  felt 
devoutly  thankful  for  the  miseries  of  my  younger  days  which 
had  brought  me  to  the  knowledge  of  Mr.  Micawber. 

His  house  was  not  far  off;  and  as  the  street-door  opened 
into  the  sitting  room,  and  he  bolted  in  with  a  precipitation  quite 
his  own,  we  found  ourselves  at  once  in  the  bosom  of  the  fa- 
mily. Mr.  Micawber  exclaiming,  *^  Emmal  my  life!  '*  rushed 
into  Mrs.  Micawber*s  arms.  Mrs.  Micawber  shrieked,  and 
folded  Mr.  Micawber  in  her  embrace.  Miss  Micawber,  nur- 
sing the  unconscious  stranger  of  Mrs.  Micawber*s  last  letter 
to  me,  was  sensibly  affected.  The  stranger  leaped.  The 
twins  testified  their  joy  by  several  inconvenient  but  innocent 
demonstrations.  Master  Micawber,  whose  disposition  appear- 
ed to  have  been  soured  by  early  disappointment ,  and  whose 
aspect  had  become  morose,  yielded  to  his  better  feelings,  and 
blubbered. 

«  Emma  I  '*  said  Mr.  Micawber.  '*  The  cloud  b  past  from 
my  mind.  Mutual  confidence,  so  long  preserved  between  us 
once,  is  restored,  to  know  no  farther  interruption.  Now, .  wel- 
come poverty  I "  cried  Mr.  Micawber,  shedding  tears.  "Wel- 
come misery,  welcome  houselessness,  welcome  hunger,  rags, 
tempest,  and  beggary!  Mutual  confidence  will  sustain  us  to 
the  end!'* 

With  these  expressions,  Mr.  Micawber  placed  Mrs.  Micaw- 
ber in  a  chair,  and  embraced  the  family  all  round ;  welcoming 
a  variety  of  bleak  prospects ,  which  appeared ,  to  the  best  of 
my  judgment,  to  be  anything  but  welcome  to  them;  and  call- 
ing upon  them  to  come  out  into  Canterbury  and  sing  a  chorus, 
as  nothing  else  vras  left  for  their  support. 

But  Mrs.  Micawber  having,  in  the  strength  of  her  emotions, 
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fainted  away,  the  first  thing  to  be  done,  even  before  the  chonu 
could  be  considered  complete,  tras  to  recover  her.  This,  mj 
annt  and  Mr.  Micawber  did;  and  then  mj  aimt  was  ibIto- 
duced,  and  Mrs.  Micawber  recognised  me. 

^Excuse  me',  dear  Mr.  Copperfield,'*  said  the  poor  lady, 
giving  me  her  hand,  *^biit  I  am  not  strong ;  and  the  removal  of 
the  late  misimderstanding  between  Mr.  Micawber  aad  myself 
was  cfc  first  too  much  for  me. ' ' 

**  Is  thn  all  your  family ,  Ma'am  ?  **  said  my  aunt. 

^  There  are  no  more  at  present,**  returned  Mrs.  Micawber. 

''Good  gracious,  I  didn't  mean  that,  Ma'am^*'  said  my  aunt 
''I  mean  are  all  Uiese  yours  ?  ** 

''Madain,**  replied  Mr.  Micawber,  ''it  is  a  true  bill.'* 

"And  that  eldest  young  gendenum,  now,*'  said  my  aunt, 
musing.    "What  has  As  been  brought  up  to ?  ** 

"It  was  my  hope  when  I  came  here,**  said  Mr.  Aficawber, 
"to  have  got  Wykins  into  the  Church :  or  perhi4)S  I  afaali  ex- 
press my  meaning  mote  strictly,  if  I  say  the  Choir.  But  there 
was  no  vacancy  for  a  tenor  in  the  venerable  File  for  which 
this  city  is  so  justly  eminent;  and  he  has  —  in  short,  he  has 
contracted  a  habit  of  singing  in  publio-housea,  rather  than  in 
satsred  edifices.*' 

"  But  he  aoeans  weU  ,*'  said  Mrs,  Micawber ,  tenderly. 

"I  dare  say,  my  love,"  rejoined  Mr.  BCeawber,  "that  he 
means  particulariy  wed ;  but  I  hav^  not  yet  foliml  that  he  car- 
ries out  his  meaning,  in  any  given  direction  whatsoev^." 

Master  MicaWber's  moroseness  of  aspect  returned  upon 
ham  again,  ind  he  demanded,  with  some  temper,  what  he  was 
to  do?  Whether  he  had  been  bom  a  carpenter,  or  a  coach  pain- 
tiBr,  any  more  than  he  had  been  bom  a  bird?  Whe^er  he  cooM 
go  into  the  next  street,  and  open  a  chemist's  ikop?  Whether 
he  could  rush  to  Uie  next  ateizes,  and  prddinm  himself  a  law- 
yer? Whether  he  could  come  out  by  force  at  the  opera,  and 
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gneceed  by  violence?  WBetherhe  could  doanyUuDg,  withont 
being  broaght  up  to  something? 

My  aunt  mosed  a  little  wbile,  and  tben  said : 

**Mr.  Mioawber,  I  wonder  yoti  have  iievet  turned  your 
tii<mg]it8  to  emigration." 

^Madam,*'  returned  Mr«  Ifieawber^  "it  was  the  dream  of 
my  youth,  and  the  failacicmB  aspiration  of  my  riper  years." 
I  am  tborougUy  persuaded,  by  the  bye^  that  he  had  never 
thought  of  it  in  his  life. 

"  Aye  ? "  said  my  aunt,  with  a  ^ance  at  me*  "  Why ,  what 
a  thing  it  would  be  for  yourselves  and  your  family,  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Micawber,  if  yoa  were  to  emigrate  now." 

"Capital,  Madam,  ca]^tal,"  urged  Mr.  Micawber,  gloomily 

^'Tfaat  is  the  prindpal,  I  may  say  the  only  diiHoulty,  my 
dear  Mr.  Copperfield ,"  aasented  his  wife. 

"Capital?"  cried  my  aunt.  "But  you  are  doing  us  a  great 
service  —  have  done  us  a  great  service,  I  may  say,  for  surely 
much  will  come  out  of  the  fire  —  and  what  could  we  do  for 
you,  that  woidd  be  half  so  good  as  to  find  the  capital?  " 

"I  could  not  receive  it  as  a  gift,"  said  Mr.  Micawber,  full 
of  fire  and  animation^  "but  if  a  sufficient  sum  could  be  ad- 
vanced, say  at  five  per  cent,  interest,  per  annum,  upon  my  per- 
Mttal  liability  —  say  my  notes  of  hand,  at  twelve,  eighteen, 
and  twenty-four  months,  respectively,  to  allow  time  forsome- 
tinng  to  turn  up — " 

^^Could  be?  Can  be,  and  shall  be,  on  your  own  terms,"  re- 
tnrhed  my  aunt,  "if  you  say  the  word.  Think  of  tiiis  now, 
both  of  you.  Here  are  some  people  David  knows,  going  out 
to  Australia  shortly.  If  you  decide  to  go,  why  dK>uidn't  you 
go  in  the  same  ship?  You  may  help  each  other.  Think  of 
this  now,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Micawben  Take  your  time,  and 
vreigh  it  well." 

''There  is  but  one  question,  my  dear  Ma'am,  I  could 
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to  ask,**  said  Mrs,  Micawber.    '*The  dimate,  I  beliere,  is 
healthy.*' 

"Fhaest  in  the  world  I  *'  said  my  aunt. 

"  Jast  so/'  returned  Mrs.  Micawber.  "Then  my  qoestion 
arises.  Now,  are  the  circumstances  of  the  country  such,  that 
a  man  of  Mr.  Micawber's  abilities  would  have  a  fair  chance  of 
rising  in  the  social  scale?  I  will  not  say,  at  present,  might  he 
aspire  to  be  Governor,  or  anything  of  that  sort;  but  would 
there  be  a  resonable  opening  for  his  talents  to  develop  them- 
selves  —  that,  would  be  amply  sufEcient  —  and  find  their  own 
expansion?" 

"  No  better  opening  anywhere,"  said  my  aunt,  '*  for  a  maa 
who  conducts  himself  well,  and  is  industrious." 

*'  For  a  man  who  conducts  himself  well ,"  repeated  Mrs. 
Micawber,  with  her  clearest  business  manner,  '*and  is  io- 
dustrious.  Precisely.  It  is  evident  to  me  that  Australia  is 
the  legitimate  sphere  of  action  for  Mr.  Micawber !  '* 

"I  entertain  the  conviction ,  my  dear  Madam,*'  said  Mr. 
Micawber,  "  that  it  is,  under  existing  circumstances ,  the  land, 
the  only  land,  for  myself  and  family;  and  that  something  of 
an  extraordinary  nature  will  turn  up  on  that  shore*  It  is  no 
distance  —  comparatively  speaking;  and  though  coDndera- 
tion  is  due  to  the  kindness  of  your  proposal,  I  assure  yon  that 
is  a  mere  matter  of  form." 

Shall  I  ever  forget  how,  in  a  moment,  he  was  the  most  san- 
guine of  men,  looking  on  to  fortune;  or  how  Mrs.  Micawber 
presently  discoursed  about  the  habits  of  the  kangaroo !  Shall 
I  ever  recall  that  street  of  Canterbury  on  a  market  day,  with- 
out recalling  him,  as  he  walked  back  with  us;  expressing,  ia 
the  hardy  roving  manner  he  assumed,  the  unsettled  habits  of  a 
temporary  sojourner  in  the  land ;  and  looking  at  the  bollocks, 
as  they  came  by,  with  the  eye  of  an  Australian  farmer  1 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

Another  relrospecu 

I  MUST  pause  yet  once  again.  O,  mj  child-wife,  tbere  is  a 
figore  in  the  moving  crowd  before  my  memory,  quiet  and  still, 
saying  in  its  innocent  love  and  childish  beauty,  Stop  to  think 
of  me  —  tarn  to  look  upon  the  little  blossom,  as  it  flutters  to 
the  ground! 

I  do.  All  else  grows  dim,  and  fades  away.  I  am  again 
"with  Dora,  in  our  cottage.  I  do  not  know  how  long  she  has 
been  ill.  I  am  so  used  to  it  in  feeling,  that  I  cannot  count  the 
time.  It  is  not  really  long^  in  weeks  or  months;  but,  in  my 
usage  and  experience,  it  is  a  weary,  weary  while. 

They  haye  left  off  telling  me  to  "wait  a  few  days  more.*' 
I  have  begun  to  fear,  remotely,  that  the  day  may  never  shine, 
-when  I  shall  see  my  child- wife  running  in  the  sunlight  with  her 
old  friend  Jip. 

He  is,  as  it  were  suddenly,  grown  very  old.  It  may  be, 
that  he  misses  in  his  mistress,  something  that  enlivened  him 
and  made  him  younger;  but  he  mopS,  and  his  sfght  is  weak, 
and  his  limbs  are  feeble,  and  my  aunt  is  sorry  that  he  objects 
to  her  no  more,  but  creeps  near  her  as  he  lies  on  Dora*s  bed  — 
she  sitting  at  the  bedside  —  and  mildly  licks  her  hand. 

Dora  lies  smiling  on  us,  and  is  beautiful,  and  utters  no 
liasty  or  complaining  word.  She  says  that  we  are  very  good 
to  her;  that  her  dear  old  careful  boy  is  tiring  himself  out,  she 
knows ;  that  my  aunt  has  no  sleep,  yet  is  always  wakeful,  ac- 
tive, and  kind;  Sometimes,  the  little  bird-like  ladies  come 
to  see  her;  and  then  we  talk  about  our  wedding-day,  and  all 
that  happy  time. 

What  a  strange  rest  and  pause  in  my  life  there  seems  to  ^ 
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—  and  in  all  life,  within  doon  and  without  —  when  I  sit  in  the 
quiet,  shaded,  orderly,  room,  with  the  blue  eyes  of  my  difld- 
wife  turned  towards  me,  and  her  little  fingers  twining  round 
my  hand  1  Many  and  many  an  hour  I  sit  thus ;  but,  of  idl  thoss 
times,  three  times  come  the  freshest  on  my  mind. 

It  is  morning ;  and  Dora,  made  so  trim  by  my  aiiiit*0  huA, 
shows  me  how  her  pretty  hair  vnU  curl  upon  the  pillow  yet, 
and  how  long  and  bright  it  is,  and  how  she  likes  tohaTeitloess^ 
ly  gathered  in  that  net  she  wears. 

'*Not  that  I  am  vain  of  it,  now,  you  moekiiig  boy/'  ske 
•ays,  when  I  smile;  **bnt  because  yon  used  to  say  you  tlioi^ 
it  so  beautiful;  and  because,  when  I  first  began  to  think  aboiA 
you,  I  used  to  peep  in  the  glas^  and  wonder  whether  yea 
would  like  very  much  to  have  a  lock  of  it*  Oh  what  a  fodiak 
fellow  you  were,  Doady*  when  I  gave  you  oneT* 

*'  That  was  on  the  day  when  you  were  painting  the  flowen 
I  had  given  you,  Dora,  and  when  I  told  you  how  nwich  in  lovs 
I  was." 

"Ah!  butldidn^tliketotellyM,"  saysDotfa,  **tAem,  how 
I  had  cried  over  them,  because  I  believed  you  reaUy  liked  Bel 
When  I  can  run  abou#%gain  as  I  used  to  do,  Doady,  lea  at  go 
and  see  those  places  where  we  were  such  a  silly  covplev  thai 
we?  And  take  some  of  the  old  walks?  And  not  feiget  poor 
papa?" 

*'Tes,  we  will,  and  have  some  happy  daya.  So  yon  aiost 
make  haste  to  get  well,  mydefo'." 

'^  Oh,  I  shall  soon  do  that !  I  am  to  mach  bettor,  yon  dea't 
know!" 

It  is  evening;  and  I  sit  in  the  same  ehaii*,  by  the  aatne  bed, 
with  the  same  face  turned  towards  me.  We  have  been  atknt, 
and  there  is  a  smile  upon  her  face.    I  have  eeaaed  to  carry  my 
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ligYit  burden  up  and  down  stun  now.  She  lies  here  all 
the  da^. 

"ftoadyl" 

"My  dear  Dora!" 

"You  won*t  think  what  I  am  going  to  say,  unreasonable, 
after  what  you  told  me,  such  a  little  while  ago,  of  Mr.  Wick- 
field*8  not  being  well?  I  want  to  see  Agnes.  Very  much  I  wanjfc 
to  see  her.** 

"I  will  write  to  her,  my  dear.* 

"Wm  you?" 

"Directly." 

**What  a  good,  kind  boy  I  Doady,  take  me  oa  your  arm. 
Indeed,  my  dear,  it  *8  not  a  whim,  It 's  not  a  foolish  fancy. 
I  want,  rery  much  indeed,  to  see  her  I" 

"I  am  certain  of  it.  I  jiaye  only  to  tell  her  so,  and  she  is 
sore  to  come." 

"You  are  very  lonely  when  you  go  down  sturs,  now?" 
Dora  whispers,  with  her  arm  about  my  neck. 

"How  can  I  be  otherwise,  my  own  love,  when  I  tee  your 
empty  chair?" 

"My  empty  chair! "  She  clings  to  me  for  a  little  while,  in 
silence.  "And  you  really  miss  m^,  Doady?"  looking  up, 
And  brightly  smiling.    " Even  poor,  ^dy,  stupid  me?  " 

"My  heart,  who  is  there  upon  earth  thati  could  miss  so  much?" 

*'Oh,  husband  1 1  am  so  glad,  y^t  so  sorry ! "  creeping  closer 
to  -me,  and  folding  me  in  both  her  arms.  She  laughs,  and 
sobs,  and  then  is  quiet,  and  quite  happy. 

"  Quite  I "  she  says.  "  Only  give  Agnes  my  dear  love ,  and 
tell  her  that  I  want  very,  very,  mueh  to  see  her;  and  I  have 
nothing  left  to  wish  for." 

"  Except  to  get  well  again ,  Dora." 

"  Ah ,  Doady  1  Sometimes  I  think  —  you  knew  I  always  was 
m  aiHy  little  thingl  --  that  that  will  never  bel" 
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*'Don*t8ay80,  Dora!    Dearest  love,  donHthinksol** 

"I  won't,  if  I  can  help  it,  Doady.  Bat  I  am  very  happ]r; 
though  my  dear  boy  is  so  lonely  by  himself,  before  his  child- 
wife's  empty  chair ! " 

It  is  night;  and  I  am  with  her  still.  Agnes  has  arrived; 
has  been  among  us,  for  a  whole  day  and  an  evening.  She, 
my  aunt,  and  I,  have  sat  with  Dora  since  the  morning,  all  to- 
gether. We  have  not  talked  much,  but  Dora  has  been  per- 
fectly contented  and  cheerful.    We  are  now  alone. 

Do  I  know,  now,  that  my  child-wife  will  soon  leave  me? 
They  have'  told  me  so ;  they  have  told  me  nothing  new  to  my 
thoughts;  but  I  am  far  from  sure  that  I  have  taken  that  truth 
to  heart.  I  cannot  master  it.  I  have  withdrawn  by  myad( 
many  times  to-day,  to  weep.  I  h^e  remembered  VHio  wept 
for  a  parting  between  the  living  and  the  dead.  I  have  be- 
thought me  of  all  that  gracious  and  compassionate  hiatoiy. 
I  have  tried  to  resign  myself,  and  to  console  myself;  and  thst, 
I  hope,  I  may  have  done  imperfectly;  but  what  I  cannot  finnly 
settle  in  my  mind  is ,  that  the  end  will  absolutely  come.  I  liold 
her  hand  in  mine,  I  hold  her  heart  in  mine,  I  see  her  love  for 
me ,  alive  in  all  its  strenn^h.  I  cannot  shut  out  a  pale  lingering 
shadow  of  belief  that  she  will  be  spared. 

"I  am  going  to  speak  to  you,  Doady.  I  am  going  to  say 
something  I  have  oflen  thought  of  saying,  lately.  Yon  wonH 
mind  ?  *'  with  a  gentle  look. 

"Mind,  my  darling?" 

"Because  I  don't  know  what  yon  wfll  think,  or  what  yov 
may  have  thought  sometimes.  Perhaps  you  have  often  thooght 
the  same.    Doady,  dear,  I  am  afraid  I  was  too  young.'* 

I  lay  my  face  upon  the  pillow  by  her,  and  she  looks  into  my 
eyes,  and  speaks  very  softly.    Gradually,   as  she  goes  oo. 
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I  feel,  ivith  a  stricken  heart,  that  she  is  speaking  of  herself 
as  past. 

''I  am  afraid ,  dear,  I  was  too  young.  I  don't  mean  in  years 
only,  but  in  experience,  and  thoughts,  and  everything.  I  was 
such  a  silly  little  creature  I  I  am  afraid  it  would  have  been 
better,  if  we  had  only  loved  each  other  as  a  boy  and  girl,  and 
forgotten  it.    I  have  begun  to  think  I  was  not  fit  to  be  a  wife.'* 

I  try  to  stay  my  tears,  and  to  reply,  ''Oh,  Dora,  love,  as 
fit  as  I  to  be  a  husband  1  *' 

"I  don't  know,"  with  the  old  shake  of  her  curls.  "Per- 
haps I  But,  ifl  had  been  more  fit  to  be  married,  I  might  have 
made  you  more  so,  too.  Besides,  you  are  very  clever,  and  I 
never  was." 

"We  have  been  very  happy,  my  sweet  Dora." 

"I  was  very  happy,  very.  But,  as  years  went  on,  my  dear 
boy  would  have  wearied  of  his  child-wife.  She  would  have 
been  less  and  less  a  companion  for  him.  He  would  have  been 
more  and  more  sensible  of  what  was  wanting  in  his  home.  She 
-wouldn't  have  improved.    It  is  better  as  it  is." 

"Oh,  Dora,  dearest,  dearest,  do  not  speak  to  me  so. 
Every  word  seems  a  reproach  I " 

"No,  not  a  syllable  1"  she  answers,  kissing  me.  "Oh, 
my  dear,  you  never  deserved  it,  and  I  loved  you  far  too  well, 
to  say  a  reproachful  word  to  you ,  in  earnest  —  it  was  all  the 
merit  I  had ,  except  being  pretty  —  or  you  thought  me  so.  Is 
it  lonely  down-stairs,  Doady?" 

"Very I  Very!" 

"Don't  cry  I   Is  my  chair  there?  " 

"In  its  old  place." 

"Oh,  how  my  poor  boy  cries  I  Hush,  hush  I  Now,  make 
me  one  promise.  I  want  to  speak  to  Agnes.  When  you  go 
down-stairs,  tell  Agnes  so,  and  send  her  up  to  me;  and  while 
I  speak  to  her,  let  no  one  come  —  not  even  aunt.    I  want  to 
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speak  to  Agnes  by  herself.  I  want  to  speak  to  Agnes,  quits 
alone.*' 

I  promise  that  she  shall,  immediately;  bat  I  cannot kare 
her,  for  my  grief. 

'*I  said  that  it  was  better  as  it  is!**  she  whi^era,  as  she 
holds  me  in  her  arms.  "Oh,  Doady,  alter  more  years,  yoo 
never  could  have  loved  yonr  child-wife  better  than  you  do; 
and,  after  more  years,  she  would  so  have  tried  and  i» 
appointed  you ,  that  you  might  not  have  been  able  to  love  km 
half  so  well  1  I  know  I  was  too  young  and  foolish.  It  is  moek 
better  as  it  is  I " 

Agnes  is  down-stairs,  when  I  go  into  the  parlour;  and  I 
give  her  the  message.  She  diaeppears,  leafving  me  alooe 
with  Jip. 

His  Chinese  house  is  by  the  fire;  and  he  lies  within  it,  oa 
his  bed  of  flannel,  querulously  trying  to  sleep,  l^e  bright 
moon  is  high  and  clear.  As  I  look  out  on  the  night,  my  tean 
fall  fast,  and  my  undisdptined  heart  is  chastened  heavfly— 
heavily. 

I  sit  down  by  the  fire,  thinking  wiUi a  blind  remorse  of d 
those  secret  feelings  I  have  nourished  sinoe  my  maifisgOi 
I  think  of  every  little  trifle  between  me  and  Dora,  and  feel  tte 
truthy^thaljrifles  make  the  sum  of  lifB.  )  Bvter  rising  (worn  tbi 
sea  of  my  remembrfuice  ^li  the  Im'iiga  of  the  dear  ehfld  m  I 
knew  her  first,  graced  by  my  young  love,  and  by  -her  e<«B, 
with  every  fascination  wherein  such  love  is  rich.  Wodd  it| 
indeed,  have  been  better  if  we  had  loved  each  other  as  a  boj 
and  girl,  and  forgotten  it?    Undisciplined  heart,  repiy^f 

How  the  time  wears,  I  know  not;  until  I  am  recited  bj 
my  child-wifb's  old  companion.  More  restless  than  he  wsi^ 
he  crawls  out  of  his  house,  and  looks  attte,  and  wanders  to 
the  door,  and  whines  to  go  up-stairs. 
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"  Not  to-night ,  Jip  I   Not  to-night ! '  * 

He  comes  very  slowly  back  to  me,  licks  my  hand,  and  lifts 
his  dim  eyes  to  my  face. 

**  O ,  Jip  1   It  may  be ,  never  again ! ' ' 

He  lies  down  at  my  feet,  stretches  himself  out  as  if  to  sleep, 
and  with  a  plaintive  cry,  is  dead.    . 

'*  O  Agnes  I  Look ,  look ,  here  I  '* 

—  That  face ,  so  fall  of  pity  and  of  grief ,  that  rain  of  tears, 
that  awful  mute  appeal  to  me,  that  solemn  hand  upraised 
towards  Heaven  1 

"Agnes?" 
-  It  is  over.    Darkness  comes  before  my  eyes;  and,  for  ft 
time,  all  things  are  blotted  out  of  my  remembrance. 


Dand  Copperfi^.  lU.  19 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

\  Mr.  Mieawber*«  (ri^iVi^cUpns, 

This  is  ifot  the  time  at  which  I  am  to  eater  o&  ^eistoitt  of 
my  vund  iMNnoftib  it*8  load  of  sorroir.  I  came  to  think  that  the 
Faiure  wae  walled  uft  belbre  me>  Ihat  the  eaaegy  and  actum 
of  my  life  were  at  an  end,  that  I  never  could  find  amy  iieloge 
bat  in  the  grave.  I  came  to  think  so ,  I  say,  bat  notin  t|ie  first 
•hook  of  vo^  ^rieli  It  tloifiy  fffeiw  to  thai.  l£  tha  ewenfes  I  go 
on  to  relate,  ha4  aoi  thiokeaed  aroond  moi,  in  the  ke^nBiiig 
to  confuse,  and  in  the  end  to  augment,  my  affliction,  it  is 
possible,  (though  I  think  not  probable),  that  I  might  have 
fidlen  at  once  into  this  condition.  As  it  was,  an  interval  oe- 
enrred  before  I  fully  knew  my  own  distress;  an  interval ,  in 
which  I  even  supposed  that  its  sharpest  pangs  were  past;  and 
when  my  mind  could  soothe  itself  by  resting  on  all  that  was 
most  innocent  and  beautiful,  in  the  tender  story  that  was 
dosed  for  ever. 

When  it  was  first  proposed  that  I  should  go  abroad ,  or 
how  it  came  to  be  agreed  among  us  that^I  was  to  seek  the 
restoration  of  my  peace  in  change  and  travel,  I  do  not,  even 
now,  distinctly  know.  The  spirit  of  Agnes  so  pervaded  all  we 
thought,  and  said,  and  did,  in  that  time  of  sorrow,  that  I 
assume  I  may  refer  the  project  to  her  influence.  Bat  her  in- 
fluence was  so  quiet  that  I  know  no  more. 

And  now,  indeed,  I  began  to  think  that  in  my  old  as- 
sociation of  her  with  the  stained-glass  window  in  the  church, 
a  prophetic  foreshadowing  of  what  she  would  be  to  me,  in  the 
calamity  that  was  to  happen  in  the  fuUness  of  time,  had  found 
a  way  into  my  mind.    In  all  that  sorrow,  from  the  moment^ 
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nerer  to  be  forgotten,  when  she  stood  before  me  with  her 
upraised  hand,  she  was  like  a  saored  presence  in  my  lonely 
bouaek.  Whea  the  Angel  of  Death  alighted  there,  my  child- 
vife  &11  asleep — they  told  me  so  when  I  could  bear  to  hear 
ii-*on:  her  bosom,  witli  a  smile.  From  my  swoon,  I  fbet 
atnoke  to  m.  consciousness  of  her  compaa^onaite  tenrs,  Ber 
warda  of  hope  and  peace,  her  gentle  Ikce  bending' dtrvrn  as 
Drom  a.  pnrer  regioa  nearer  Heaven ,  over  my  undisciplined 
heart,  and-soflening its  pain. 

Let  me-gpi  on^ . 

I  was  tflr  go'  abroaxL  That  seemed  tO:  hare  been  determined 
among- n»fi«m  the  fivsti  The  gronnd-  now  eonrermg  all  that 
eonld  perish  of  my  departed  wifey  I  wnitwd  onty  for' what 
Mb.. Mkawber  called  the  "^nol'pwlreiisatioa'  of  Mteep,**  and 
fbc  thft  departure  of  tfae'emigrmts. 

At  tiie  request  of  Trad  dies,  most  affectionate  and  devoted 
ef  frtanda  in  my  trouble,  we  returned  to  Cistnterbury:  I  mean 
my  annt,  Agnes,  and  I.  We  proceeded  by  appointment 
straight  to. Mr.  Micawber^s  house;  where,  and  at  Mr.  Wiok« 
fieldJs ,  my  friend  had  been  labouring:  erer  since  our  explosive 
meeting.  When  poor  Mrs.  Micawber  saw  me  come  in ,  in  ray 
blade,  clothes,  ^e  was  sensibly  affected.  There  was  a  great 
dcal.of  good  in  Mrs.  Mieawber*s  heart,  which  hoid  not  been 
dbnned  out  of  it  in  all  those  many  jearK 

"Well,  Mr.  and-Mrs.  Micawber,**  wasi  my  aunt's  ^rst  salu- 
tation a&er  we  were  seated.  *'*'Pfay,  have  you  thought  about 
^wt  emigratioa  proposal  of  miner?  * ' 

•'^Ify  dear  Madanf)*'  returned  Mr.  Micawber,  "perbapirl' 
oaiuiot  better  express  the  eonelusioni  at  which  Mrs.  Mieawbieri 
yonr  {kimUeserranlr,  andil  nay  ad<d  onr-cbildi^an',  hsfve  jointly* 
and  severally  arrived,  than' by  borrowing' the  Uuigoogeof^ail' 
iUustriona'poetr,  to  reply  tbilvaat' Boat  i»en'tb«'sMore^  and 
oar  Bark  ieon  the'jem*' 
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"  That  *8  right  /*  said  my  aunt.     "  I  augur  all  sorts  of  good 
from  your  sensible  decision.** 

** Madam,  you  do  us  a  great  deal  of  honour,**  he  rejoined. 
He  then  referred  to  a  memorandum.  *'  With  respect  to  the 
pecuniary  assistance  enabling  us  to  launch  our  frail  canoe  on 
the  ocean  of  enterprise,  I  have  reconsidered  that  important 
business-point ;  and  would  beg  to  propose  my  notes  of  hand — 
drawn,  it  is  needless  to  stipulate,  on  stamps  of  the  amounts 
respectively  required  by  the  various  Acts  of  Parliament  ap- 
plying to  such  securities  —  at  eighteen,  twenty-four,  and 
thirty  months.  The  proposition  I  originally  submitted,  was 
twelve,  eighteen,  and  twenty-four;  bnt  I  am  apprehensive  that 
such  an  arrangement  might  not  allow  sufficient  time  for  the 
requisite  amount  of — Something  —  to  turn  up.  We  might 
not,"  said  Mr.  Micawber,  looking  round  the  room  as  if  it 
represented  several  hundred  acres  of  highly-cultivated  land, 
''  on  the  first  responsibility  becoming  due ,  have  been  snccess- 
ful  in  our  harvest,  or  we  might  not  have  got  our  harvest  in. 
Labour,  I  believe,  is  sometimes  difficult  to  obtain  in  that 
portion  of  our  colonial  possessions  where  it  will  be  our  lot  to 
combat  with  the  teeming  soil.*' 

"Arrange  it  in  any  way  you  please,  Sir,*'  said  my  aunt. 

<* Madam,*'  he  replied,  "Mrs.  Micawber  and  myself  are 
deeply  sensible  of  the  very  considerate  kindness  of  our  friends 
and  patrons.  What  I  wish  is,  to  be  perfectly  business-like, 
and  perfectly  punctual.  Turning  over,  as  we  are  about  to 
turn  over,  an  entirely  new  leaf;  and  falling  back,  as  we  are 
now  in  the  act  of  falling  back ,  for  a  Spring  of  no  common 
magnitude ;  it  is  important  to  my  sense  of  self-respect,  besides 
being  an  example  to  my  son,  that  these  arrangements  should 
be  concluded  as  between  man  and  man." 

I  don't  know  that  Mr.  Micawber  attached  any  meaning  to 
this  last  phrase ;  I  don't  know  that  anybody  ever  does ,  or  did; 
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but  he  appeared  to  relish  it  uncommonly,  and  repeated,  with 
an  impressive  cough,  ''as  betweeutman  and  man.'* 

*'I  propose,*'  said  Mr.  Micawber ,  "Bills  —  a  convenience 
to  the  mercantile  world,  for  which,  I  believe,  we  are  originally 
indebted  to  the  Jews,  who  appear  to  me  to  have  had  a  devilish 
deal  too  much  to  do  with  them  ever  since  •*-  because  they  are 
negotiable.  But  if  a  Bond,  or  any  other  description  of  security, 
would  be  preferred,  I  should  be  happy  to  execute  any  such 
instrument.    As  between  man  and  man." 

My  aunt  observed,  that  in  a  case  where  both  parties  were 
willing  to  agree  to  anything,  she  took  it  for  granted  there 
would  be  no  difficulty  in  settling  this  point.  Mr.  Micawber 
was  of  her  opinion. 

"In  reference  to  our  domestic  preparations,  Madam," 
said  Mr.  Micawber,  with  some  pride,  "for  meeting  the 
destiny  to  which  we  are  now  understood  to  be  s<llf-devoted, 
I  beg  to  report  them.  My  eldest  daughter  attends  at  five 
every  morning  in  a  neighbouring  establishment,  to  acquire 
the  process  —  if  process  it  may  be  called  —  of  milking  cows. 
My  younger  children  are  instructed  to  observe,  as  closely  as 
circumstances  will  permit,  the  habits  of  the  pigs  and  poultry 
maintained  in  the  poorer  parts  of  this  city :  a  pursuit  from 
which  they  have,  on  two  occasions,  been  brought  home, 
within  an  inch  of  being  run  over.  I  have  myself  directed 
some  attention,  during  the  past  week,  to  the  art  of  baking; 
and  my  son  Wilkins  has  issued  forth  with  a  walking-stick  and 
driven  cattle,  when  permitted,  by  the  rugged  hirelings  who 
had  them  in  charge,  to  render  any  voluntary  service  in  that 
direction  —  which  I  regret  to  say,  for  the  credit  of  our  nature, 
was  not  oflen;  he  being  generally  warned,  with  imprecations, 
to  desist." 

"All  very  right  indeed,'*  said  my  aunt,  encouragingly. 
''Mrs.  Micawber  has  been  busy,  too,  I  have  no  doubt." 
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''Mj  dear  Madam/*  returned  Mra.  Micawber,  with  h&r 
basineBS-like  «r,  *^I  am  fir^e  lo  confess,  that  I  hwo  not  boon 
aolivel]r  engaged  in  parsaits  immediately  connected  witli  cnl- 
tivaiion  «r  with  stock,  though  well  aware  that  both  will  elaim 
ny  attention  on  a  foreign  shore.  Sach  opportunities  as  I  havt 
been  enabled  to  alienate  from  my  domestic  duties,  I  fascps 
devoted  lo  corresponding  at  some  length  ipith  my  faaafly.  For 
I  own  it  seems  to  me,  my  dear  Mr.  Copperfield,**  aaid  Ifra. 
Micawber,  who  always  fell  back  on  me,  i  snppose  from  old 
hahii,  to  whomsoever  eke  she  might  address  her  diaoonive  at 
atartii^,  '*ihat  the  time  is  come  when  the  past  should  be 
buried  in  oblirion ;  when  my  family  should  take  Mr.  Micawfaer 
by  the  hand,  and  Mr.  Micawber  should  take  my  fiunily  l>y  the 
hand;  when  the  lion  should  lie  down  with  the  lamb,  sad  my 
lamily  be  on  terms  with  Mr.  Micawber." 

I  said  Ithought  so  too. 

''This,  at  least,  is  the  light,  my  dear  Mr.  Copperfieid,** 
pursued  Mrs.  Micawber,  '^luwhich/Tiew  the  subject.  WImoi 
I  lived  at  hone  with  my  papa  and  mamma,  my  papa  was  ac- 
customed to  ask,  when  any  point  was  under  discoseion  ia  onr 
limited  circle,  *In  what  light  does  my  fimBia  view  the  sub- 
ject?* That  my  papa  was  too  partial,  I  know;  atifl,  one  aoch 
a  point  as  the  £rigid  coldness  which  has  ever  subsisted  between 
Mr.  Micawber  and  my  family,  I  Becesaarily  hava  jfarmed  an 
opinion.,  delusive  though  it  may  be.** 

"Ne  doubt.    Of  course  yon  have,  Ma*8m,"  saidmyan»L 

"Precisely  so,*'  assented  Mrs.  Micawber.  "Now,  i  msy 
be  wrong  in  my  conclusions;  it  is  veiy  likely  that  I  wtm;  bat 
my  individual  anpression  ia,  tiiat  the  gulf  between  my  family 
and  Mr.  Micawber  may  be  traced  to  an  apprdiexnion,  on  the 
part  of  my  family,  that  Mr.  Micawber  would  require  pfonniary 
accommodation.  I  cannot  help  thinking,*'  said  Mrs.  Micaewbtr, 
with  an  air  of  deep  sagacity,  "that  tiMreasw  ascnbeie  of  my 
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family  who  have  been  apprehensive  that  Mr.  Mlcawber  would 
solicit  them  for  their  names.  —  I  do  not  mean  to  be  conferred 
in  Baptite  upon  our  children ,  but  to  be  iiikcrib^d  on  Bills  of 
Exchange ,  and  negotikted  in  the  VHoney  Market." 

The  look  of  penetration  with  which  Mrs.  Micawbto  an- 
nounced this  discovery  y  as  if  no  one  had  ever  thoaght  of  it 
befolre,  seemed  rather  to  astonish  my  dant;  who  abMptly 
repfied,  **Wdl,Ma*am,  hpon  tiie "whole,  T^onldh^itirondlfr 
if  yon  were  right!" 

'*Hir.  Mica^be)^  being  iid#  dn  th6  6ve  of  casUhg  off  the 
pecuniary  shackles  thkt  We  so  long  enthrkiled  him,**  Mid 
Mrs.  Micawber,  '<and  of  comin^nbing  k  new  career  in  a 
country  where  there  Ts  siiflicient  range  for  his  abilities,  — 
which,  in  my  opinion,  is  exceedingly  important;  Mr.Mica%- 
ber*s  abilities  peculiarly  reqtdHng  space ,  —  it  i^eems  tb  me 
that  my  family  should  BignaKse  the  odcasibn  by  coming:  for- 
ward. What  I  could  %ish  to  see ,  would  be  a  meeting  between 
Mr.  Mlcawber  and  my  family  at  a  fbstive  entertainment, 
to  be  given  at  my  family's  expense;  where  Mr.  Micawber*s 
health  and  prosperity  being  proposed,  by  jsome  leading 
member  of  my  fkmily,  Mr.  Micawber  might  have  an  oppor- 
tunity of  developing  his  views." 

"Mydekr,"  said  Mr.  Micawber,  with  feome  heat,  "it  may 
bebettet  for  me  to  state  distinctly,  at  once,  that  if  I  were  to 
develop  my  views  to  that  assembled  group ,  they  would  pos- 
sibly be  found  of  an  offensive  nature:  my  impression  being 
that  ydur  family  are,  in  the  aggregate,  impertinent  Snobs; 
and,  in  detail,  unmitigated  Ruffians.*' 

"Micawber,*'  said  Mrs.  Micawber,  shidcing  her  head, 
"no  I  Ydu  have  never  understood  them ,  and  they  have  never 
understood  you.*' 

Mr.  Micawber  coughed. 

"They  have  neter  understood  you,  Mi<Miwber,^*  said 
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wife.  **  They  may  be  incapable  of  it.  If  so »  that  is  tbeir 
misfortune,    I  can  pit)'  their  misfortune.*' 

''I  am  extremely  sorry,  my  dear  Emma,*'  said  Mr.  Micaw- 
ber,  relenting,  "to  have  been  betrayed  into  any  expressions 
that  might,  even  remotely,  have  the  appearance  of  being 
strong  expressions.  All  I  would  say,  is,  that  I  can  go  abroad 
without  your  family  coming  forward  to  favour  me,  —  in  short, 
with  a  parting  Shove  of  their  cold  shoulders ;  and  that>  upon 
the  whole,  I  would  rather  leave  England  with  such  impetus 
as  I  possess,  than  derive  any  acceleration  of  it  from  that 
quarter.  At  the  same  time,  my  dear,  if  they  should  con- 
descend to  reply  to  your  communications  —  which  our  joint 
experience  renders  most  improbable  —  far  be  it  from  me  to 
be  a  barrier  to  your  wishes." 

*  The  matter  being  thus  amicably  settled,  Mr.  Micawber 
gave  Mrs.  Micawber  his  arm,  and,  glancing  at  the  heap  of 
books  and  papers  lying  before  Traddles  on  the  table,  said 
they  would  leave  us  to  ourselves;  which  they  ceremo- 
niously did. 

'*My  dear.  Copperfield,"  said  Traddles,  leaning  back  in 
his  chair  when  they  were  gone,  and  looking  at  me  with  «b 
afiection  that  made  his  eyes  red,  and  his  hair  all  kinds  of 
shapes',  "I  don't  make  any  excuse  for  troubling  you  with 
business,  because  I  know  you  are  deeply  interested  in  it,  and 
it  may  divert  your  thoughts.  My  dear  boy,  I  hope  you  are 
not  worn  out?" 

''I  am  quite  myself,"  said  I,  after  a  pause.  ^*We  have 
more  cause  to  think  of  my  aunt  than  of  any  one.  Ton  know 
how  much  she  has  done." 

"Surely,  surely,"  answered  Traddles.  "Who  can 
forget  it  I" 

"But  even  that  is  not  all ,"  said  I.  "  During  the  last  fort- 
night, some  new  trouble  has  vexed  her;  and  she  has  been  in 
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and  out  of  London  every  day.  Several  limes  she  bas  gone 
out  early,  and  been  absent  until  evening.  Last  night, 
Traddles,  with  this  journey  before  her,  it  was  almost  mid- 
night before  she  came  home.  You  know  what  her  con- 
sideration for  others  is.  She  will  not  tell  me  what  has  hap- 
pened to  distress  her.*' 

My  aunt,  very  pale,  and  with  deep  lines  in  her  face,  sat 
immovable  until  I  had  finished;  when  some  stray  tears  found 
their  way  to  her  cheeks,  and  she  put  her  hand  on  mine. 

'*It  's  nothing,  Trot;  it  *s  nothing.  There  will  be  no 
more  of  it.  You  shall  know  by  and  by.  Now  Agnes,  my 
dear,  let  us  attend  to  these  affairs.** 

'*I  must  do  Mr.  Micawber  the  justice  to  say,"  Traddles 
began,  '*that  although  he  would  appear  not  to  have  worked 
to  any  good  account  for  himself,  he  is  a  most  untiring  man 
when  he  works  for  other  people.  I  never  saw  such  a  fellow. 
If  he  always  goes  on  in  the  same  way,  he  must  be,  virtually, 
about  two  hundred  years  old,  at  present.  The  heat  into 
which  he  has  been  continually  putting  himself;  and  the 
distracted  and  impetuous  mannec^in  which  he  has  been  diving, 
day  and  night,  among  papers  and  books;  to  say  nothing  of 
the  immense  number  of  letters  he  has  written  me  between  this 
house  and  Mr.  Wickfield's,  and  often  across  the  table  when 
he  has  been  sitting  opposite,  and  might  much  more  easily  have 
spoken ;  is  quite  extraordinary." 

''Letters!**  cried  my  aunt.  "I  believe  he  dreams  in 
letters  I  ** 

"There  's  Mr.  ftck,  too,"  said  Traddles,  "has  been 
doing  wonders !  As  soon  as  he  was  released  from  overlooking 
Uriah  Heep,  whom  he  kept  in  such  charge  as  /  never  saw 
exceeded,  he  began  to  devote  himself  to  Mr.  Wickfield.  And 
really  his  anxiety  to  be  of  use  in  the  investigations  we  have 
been  making,   and  his  real  usefulness  in  extractinf^    *-"^ 
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oopying,  andi^bing,  ttidcattying,  liliT«be«ii  quite  siimti- 
latiag  to  119.*' 

**Dtck  is  a  Vety  yietnaHtable  thlm,"  exclaimed  liajr  aldii; 
<*and  I  always  said  he  was.    Trot,  yon  know  ttl " 

'<I  akn  happy  to  say,  Miss  Wicl:field/'  piDnitied  Traddles, 
at  once  with  great  delicacy  and  with  great  eafnestaess,  "thai 
in  yottr  absence  Itfr.  WiekfieM  has  considerably  impttrred. 
Eelkhr«d  of  fhe  itiettbns  that  had  fastened  npon  hhh  for  so 
long  a  little,  and  of  the  dreadfhl  apprehensions  okider  whi^ 
be  had  Kved,  he  is  haMly  Che  same  pei^on.  AtCimes,  eren 
his  impahM  power  of  t^neenerating  his  memoiy  and  atiedtioa 
on  particular  points  of  business,  has  k^covered  its^f  ^rery 
mndh ;  and  he  has  beeti  able  to  assist  tis  in  making  aome  things 
clear,  that  we  vhotild  have  fotmd  vet^  4?fficnlt  indeed,  if  not 
hopeless y  withotlt  him.  bat,  whiit  I  have  to  do  u  to  come 
to  resalte;  whicTi  at^  rirort  enonjfh;  not  to  gossip  on  all  the 
hope^l4cirConi#tahcesI  have  obsek^ved,  oti  shall  never  have 
done.** 

His  naftxral  maimeir  and  agl'eeable  Siiiiplictty  nutde  it 
transparent  that  he  said  this  to  p«ft  tts  in  good  heart,  and  to 
enable  Agnes  to  hear  her  Aitihef  mentioned  With  greats  con- 
fidence ;  bnt  it  was  net  the  less  pleasant  for  that. 

''Now,  let  me  see,**  said  Traddles^  looking  among  fte 
papers  on  the  table.  "Having  cotinted  iftnr  fmrda,  and 
reduced  to  order  a  great  mass  of  nniiiteirtiottal  confnstoH  in 
the  first  place,  and  of  Wilful  cotifusion  and  fiil8ifieation,m  the 
second,  we  take  it  to  be  clear  thatMr.^ickfield  might  iiow 
wind  up  his  busineMB,  and  his  agency- trust,  and  exhibit  no 
deficiency  or  defalcation  whatever.^ 

**0h,  thank  Heaven !  **  cried  Agnes,  fervently. 

<'Bttt,**  said  Traddles,  '^the  surplus  iliat  would  be  left  «l 
his  means  of  support  -^  and  I  suppose  the  house  to  be  sold, 
even  in  saying  this  —  would  be  so  small,  not  ezeeeding  ht  all 
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probabilitj  some  handreds  of  pounds,  that  perhaps^  Miss 
Wickficld,  it  would  be  best  to  consider  whether  he  might  not 
retain  bis  a^gency  of  the  Estate  to  whioh  he  has  so  long  Iseen 
receiver.  His  IHends  might  advise  him,  you  know;  now  he 
is  free.    You  yourself,  Miss  Wiokfield  -*  Coippef field  —  I  — " 

'^IhaTe  oonsidered  it,  Trotwood,'*  said  Agnes,  looking 
to  me,  "and  I  feel  that  it  ought  not  to  be,  and  must  not  be; 
even  on  the  recommendation  of  a  lUend  to  whom  I  am  so 
grateftil,  and  owe  so  much.*' 

*'I  will  not  say  that  I  recommend  it,'*  dbset^^  Traddles. 
^*  I  thifl^  it  right  to  suggest  it.    No  m^re.'* 

"I  am  happy  to  hei^  you  say  so,"  anirwered  Agnes, 
steadily,  "for  it  gives  me  bope,  almost  assurance,  that  we 
think  alike.  Dear  Mr.  Traddles  and  dear  Trotwood,  papa 
once  free  with  honour,  what  could  I  wi^  fori  I  have  always 
jispired,  if  I  oonld  have  released  him  from  the  toils  in 
whicli  he  was  held,  to  reader  bacA:  some  H«tle  portion  of  the 
loveuid  care  I  owe  him,  a«d  to  devote  my  life  to  him.  It 
has  been  for  years,  the  utmost  iieight  of  my  hopes.  To  take 
our  fntuie  on  myself,  will  be  the  next  great  happiness  —  the 
next  to  his  release  from  all  tmst  and  responsibility  —  that  I 
can  know.'* 

"Have  you  thought  hew,  Agnes?" 

"Often I  I  am  not  afraid,  dear  Trotwood.  I  am  certain 
of  success.  So  many  people  know  me  here,  and  think  kindly 
of  me ,  that  I  am  certain.  Don't  mistrust  me.  Our  wants  are 
not  many.  If  I  reiit  the  dear  old  house ,  and  keep  a  school, 
I  skaU  be  nseful  koA  happy." 

The  calm  fem>ur  of  her  cheerful  voice  brought  back  so 
vividly  y  iirst  the  dear  old  boose  itself,  and  then  my  solitary 
home,  that  my  heart  was  too  fall  for  speech.  Traddles 
pretended  for  «  little  while  to  be  busily  looking  among  the 
papers* 
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•'Next,  Miss  Trotwood,*'  said  Traddles,  "that  property 
of  yours." 

"Well,  Sir,*'  sighed  my  aunt.  "All  I  have  got  to  say 
about  it,  is,  that  if  it  's  gone,  I  can  bear  it;  and  if  it's  not 
gone ,  I  shall  be  gfad  to  get  it  back." 

"It was  originally,  I  think,  eight  thousand  pounds.  Con- 
sols?" said  Traddles. 

'  Right  1"  replied  my  aunt. 

'I  can't  account  for  more  than  five,"  said  Traddles,  with 
an  air  of  perplexity. 

" —  Uiousand,  do  you  mean?"  inquired  my  annt,  widi 
uncommon  composure ,  "  or  pounds." 

"Five  thousand  pounds,"  said  Traddles. 

"It  was  all  there  was,"  returned  my  aunt.  "I  sold  three, 
myself.  One,  I  paid  for  your  articles,  Trot,  my  dear;  and 
the  other  two  I  have  by  me.  When  I  lost  the  rest,  I  thought 
it  wise  to  say  nothing  about  that  sum,  but  to  keep  it  secretly 
for  a  rainy  day.  I  wanted  to  see  how  you  would  come  out  of 
the  trial,  Trot;  and  you  came  out  nobly  -* persevering,  self* 
reliant,  self-denying!  So  did  Dick.  Don't  speak  to  me, 
for  I  find  my  nerves  a  little  shaken ! " 

Nobody  would  have  thought  so,  to  see  her  sitting  uprighti 
with  her  arms  folded;    but  she  had  wonderful  self-command. 

"Then  I  am  delighted  to  say,"  cried  Traddles,  beaming 
with  joy,  "  that  we  have  recovered  the  whole  money  1 " 

"Don't  congratulate  me,  anybody!"  exclaimed  my  aunt* 
"How so,  Sir?"  ^ 

"You  believed  it  had  been  misapproprj^d  by  Mr.  Wi<*k- 
field?"  said  Traddles.  ^ 

"  Of  course  I  did,"  said  my  aunt,  "and  was  therefore  eanlj 
silenced.    Agnes,  not  a  word!" 

"And  indeed,"  said  Traddles,  "it  was  sold,  by  virtue  of 
the  power  of  management  he  held  from  yous  but  I  needn't  ttj 
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bj  whom  sold,  or  on  whose  actual  signature.  It  was  afler- 
wards  pretended  to  Mr.  Wickfield,  by  that  rascal,  -^  and 
proved,  too,  by  figures, — ^that  he  had  possessed  himself  of  the 
money  (on  general  instructions,  he  said)  to  keep  other  defi- 
ciencies and  difficulties  from  the  light.  Mr.  Wickfield,  being 
so  weak  and  helpless  in  his  hands  as  to  pay  yon ,  afterwards, 
several  sums  of  interest  on  a  pretended  principal  which  he 
knew  did  not  exist,  made  himself,  unhappily,  a  party  to  the 
fraud." 

"And  at  last  took  the  blame  upon  himself,"  added  my 
annt;  ''and  wrote  me  a  mad  letter,  charging  himself  with  rob* 
bery ,  and  wrong  unheard  of.  Upon  which  I  paid  him  a  visit 
early  one  morning,  called  for  a  candle,  burnt  the  letter,  and 
told  him  if  he  ever  could  right  me  and  himself,  to  do  it;  and 
if  he  conldn*t,  to  keep  his  own  counsel  for  his  daughter's 
sake.  —  If  anybody  speaks  to  me,  I  *11  leave  this  house  I " 

We  all  remained  quiet ;  Agnes  covering  her  face. 

''Well,  my  dear  friend,"  said  my  aunt,  after  a  pause, 
*'and  you  have  really  extorted  the  money  back  from  him?" 

"Why,  the  fact  is,"  returned  Traddles,  "Mr.  Micawber 
had  so  completely  hemmed  him  in,  and  was  always  ready  with 
so  many  new  points  if  an  old  one  failed,  that  he  could  not 
escape  from  us.  A  most  remarkable  circumstance  is,  that  I 
xeally  don't  think  he  grasped  this  sum  even  so  much  for  the 
gratification  of  his  avarice,  which  was  inordinate,  as  in  the 
hatred  he  felt  for  Copperfield.  He  said  so  to  me,  plainly.  He 
said  he  would  even  have  spent  as  much,  to  baulk  or  injure  ^y 
Copperfield."  !'^ 

"Hal"  said^y  annt,  knitting  her  brows  thoughtfully, 
and  glandng  at  Agnes.    "  And  what  *s  become  of  him  ?  " 

"I  don't  know.  He  left  here,"  said  Traddles,  "with  his 
mother,  who  had  been  clamouring,  and  beseeching,  and  dis- 
closing, the  whole  time.     They  went  away  by  one  of  the 
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London  night  comImi,  and  I  know  no  movt  abont  ]m»;  cx- 
eept  that  hi»  malevolence  to  me  at  partiAg  wm  an4a(twma>  Ha 
seeoaed  to  oonsider  himself  hardly  leu  iadtebtjed  to  am,  Iban  to 
Mr.  Mioawber ;  which  I  consider  (as  I  told  him)  quUa  aeom- 
pUment.** 

«( Do  yoa  suppose  he  has  anj  money,  Traddlas?  **  I  asked. 
**0h  dear,  yea,  I  shoald  thinkso,**  be  replied,  shysking 
bii  bead,  aeiioosly.  '^l  shonld  say  he  muethavepqciketada 
good  deal,  in  one  way  or  other.  Bat,  I  think  you  would  find^ 
Copperfield,  if  yon  had  an  opportvmity  of  observing  bia  course, 
tbi^moBey  w<mld  never  keep  that  man  eot  of  miacbie£  He  is 
such  aainctrnate  bypoerite,  that  wbntever  objeothaponneat  be 
mast  pnrstto  crookedly.  lt.*a  his  only  eom^asation ior  ibe ooU 
ward  restraints  be  puts  upon  himself.  Alwaya  craepiair  along 
tbe  ground  to  somie  small  end  or  other,  be  will  alwaytimag^iry 
every  object  in.  the-  way;  and  eonsequently  will  bate  and 
suspect  every  body  (hat  comes^  in  the  most  innocent n^muier, 
between  him  and  it.  So,  the  cjXM»ked  ooursea  wili  hacome 
crookedevy  at  any  momenA,  for  the: least  reaaoDv  odr  for  none. 
Iti*a  only  neoessaiy  to  oemsider hiabifeitovybera,**  sai^.Trad- 
dlea,  '«toknow»tbau** 

'^He *s a monaier of meMAeeal *'  said rnyannt* 
''Really  I  don't  know.  abuMrt  that,**  observed  Traddles 
tfaougbtibUy*.   ^Many  people: oan  be  vovj  memi,.  when  thef 
gttoeitheir  minds. to  ill*** 

**And.ttQWft,  tpitchiQgMrvliica«4}ev»**  saidm^ttanti 
*'WeU».]Kttdly»"  eeUTraddleei  ebeerfiOla^,  "imnst^ once 
more,  give  Mr.  Micawber  high  praise.  But  fotbiHf  having 
been  so  pati/ent.  and  pevsa^ring:  fov  # o  loi^i  time ,  i/m  never 
could  have  b9f>ed<tode  sHK)rtbaig/wortb''sf«akin^.^  Audi 
think  we  ooghtt  toi  eoMider  tkat.Ms<  Mif^wbec  di^  ng)iti  for 
ri|^t*ftsake,  wba»:we)]iaflefii^.v^)atitenna<besnigbtibavecmade 
with  UriakHeepbimse24^,  fo^birsilenM*** 
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'*I7ow»  what  would  you  ^ve  him?"  inqiiired  n^  iMHitn 

*'Oh!  Before  you  come  to  thi^^,**  said  Traddlaf ,  « little 
4i9COQC^rte4i^  "I  iim  afraid  I  Uipii^t  it.  disoreiet  to  omit  (not 
being  ^bl^  to  carry  everything  befone  mci)  tWP' points,  in 
noting  tjtiie  lawlesii  adjustment.  —  for  it/s  per^e^Uy  lawless 
f^m  bj^ginning  to  epd^-^of  a  difficult  affair.  Those  ^  O.  U.'s, 
4n4^  forth*  which.l4r«  Mii^Lwl^er  ga^i^  hin»  fop  t^  i^dvances 
hehi^l-TT;' 

'^  Weill    They  must  h^paida*'  saidmyajont^ 

**  Yefl,  b^tsl  dgm't  know  when  they  may  be  prQ<;ee4e4  on,  or 
wUeretj^^y  are/'  r^'oined  Twaddles,  opening  his. ejiea;,  "and  I 
aatieipate,  that,  between  this  time  and' his  departure,  Mr. 
Micawber  will  be  constantly  arrested,  or  taJ^en  in  eze* 
Outioi|..*' 

^'Tl^en  he  must  be;  coqftimtly  set  free  <^^ini  «Ad  taken 
out  qf  e^eQutipn/*  said  my  i^unt.  '^  Wh^t  >  ^^  amQi;wt.alto^ 
gether?" 

**Whyy  Mr.  Mioawber  hfiS  entered, the  tira^aaptioQs.—  he 
calls  them  transactions  —  with  great  form,,  in  a^beok,'*  re-* 
j  oined  Traddles ,  smiling ;  "  ta^^)  he  makes  the  amount  a  hun- 
dred and  three  pounds,  five.** 

"Now,  what  shall  we  give  himt^thatisum  ii^^uded?'*  aaid  my 
aunt.  "Agnes,  my  dear,  you  and  I  can  talk  abou^  diyisjon  of 
it  afterwards.    What  should  it  be?    Five  hundred  ponndp^?  " 

'Qpon  thia»  Toddles  and  I  both  strujok.  ixv  a^once.  We 
boih  recommended  a  smaU  sum  i|iimo9ey«  c>^  ^^  p^rment, 
without  stipulation  to  Mr-  Mi(cawbery»,  qf  tlN^UrM)  claims  as 
tlae^  came  in.  IWe  proposed  thajt  the fa9i9](ffhpntA]ieiy^,  their 
passage  and  thieNr.Attt^*  a^^a^buiv^edp^mida;;  %94)tliatMr. 
^Si^airber's  Msapgeinent  far  the  fepi^ijivifvi^.of,  th^!%Aya»ces 
ri^^ld  be  grpively  entered.  into«,  a^,  it  mJgMdHKwMMOP^  for 
kmM  imppofe  himself  under  that  r)^^»sMitgEf    Tf»<tfair 
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I  added  the  suggestion,  that  I  should  give  some  explanation  of 
his  character  and  history  to  Mr.  Peggotty,  who  I  knew  could 
be  relied  on ;  and  that  to  Mr.  Peggotty  should  be  quietly  en- 
trusted the  discretion  of  advancing  anotfier  hundred.  I  farther 
proposed  to  interest  Mr.  Micawber  in  Mr.  Feggotty,  by  con- 
fiding so  much  of  Mr.  Peggotty's  story  to  him  as  I  might  feel 
justified  in  relating,  or  might  think  expedient ;  and  to  endeavour 
to  bring  each  of  them  to  bear  upon  the  other,  for  the  common 
advantage.  We  all  entered  warmly  into  these  views ;  and  I 
may  mention  at  once,  that  the  principals  themselves  did  so, 
shortly  afterwards,  with  perfect  good  will  and  harmony. 

Seeing  that  Traddles  now  glanced  anxiously  at  my  aunt 
again,  I  reminded  him  of  the  second  and  last  point  to  which 
he  had  adverted. 

"You  and  your  aunt  will  excuse  me,  Copperfield,  if  I  touch 
npon  a  painful  theme,  as  I  greatly  fear  I  shall,*'  said  Traddles, 
hesitating;  **bat  I  think  it  necessary  to  bring  it  to  your  recol- 
lection. On  the  day  of  Mr.  Micawber*s  memorable  denuncia- 
tion, a  threatening  allusion  was  made  by  Uriah  Heep  to  your 
aunt*s  -^  husband.  *' 

My  aunt,  retaining  her  stiff  position,  and  apparent  compo- 
snre,  assented  with  a  nod. 

"Perhaps,**  observed  Traddles,  '4t  was  mere  pnrposeles 
impertinence?** 

*'No,**  returned  my  aunt. 

'*  There  was  —  pardon  me  —  really  such  a  person ,  and  at 
all  in  his  power?**  hinted  Traddles. 

"Yes,  my  good  friend,*'  siudmyannt. 

Traddles,  with  a  perceptible  lengthening  of  his  face,  ex- 
plained that  he  had  not  been  able  to  approach  this  subject; 
that  it  had  shared  the  fate  of  Mr.  Micawber*s  liabilities,  in  not 
being  comprehended  in  the  terms  he  had  made;  that  we  were 
no  longer  of  any  authority  with  Uriah  Heep;  and  ttiat  if  he 
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eoulddous,  or  any  of  us,  anyinjaiyorftimoyance,  no  doabt 
he  would. 

My  aunt  remained  quiet;  until  again  some  stray  tears  found 
their  way  to  her  cheeks. 

'*  You  are  quite  right,**  she  said.  "It  was  very  thoughtful 
to  mention  it.*' 

**  Can  I — or  Copperfield — do  anything?*'  asked  Traddles, 
gently. 

'^Nothing,*'  said  my  aunt.  **I  thank  you  many  times. 
Trot,  my  dear,  a  vain  threat  I  Let  us  have  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Mi- 
cawber  back.  And  don't  any  of  you  speak  to  mo!**  With 
that,  she  smoothed  her  dress,  and  sat,  with  her  upright  car- 
riage, looking  at  the  door. 

*^  Well,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Micawber  I  *'  said  my  aunt,  when  they 
entered.  "We  have  been  discussing  your  emigration,  with 
many  apologies  to  you  for  keeping  you  out  of  the  room  so  long; 
and  I  *11  tell  you  what  arrangements  we  propose.** 

These  she  explained,  to  the  unbounded  satisfaction  of  the 
family,  —  children  and  all  being  then  present,  —  and  so  much 
to  the  awakening  of  Mr.  Micawber's  punctual  habits  in  the 
opening  stage  of  all  bill  transactions,  that  he  could  not  be 
dissuaded  from  immediately  rushing  out,  in  the  highest  spirits, 
to  buy  the  stamps  for  his  notes  of  hand.  But,  his  joy  received 
a  sudden  check ;  for  within  five  minutes ,  he  returned  in  the 
custody  of  a  sherifi"s  officer,  informing  us,  in  a  flood  of  tears, 
that  all  was  lost.  We,  being  quite  prepared  for  this  event, 
irhich  was  of  course  a  proceeding  of  Uriah  Heep's,  soon  paid 
the  money;  and  in  five  minutes  more  Mr.  Micawber  was  seated 
at  the  table,  filling  up  the  stamps  with  an  expression  of  perfect 
joy,  which  only  that  congenial  employment,  or  the  making  of 
punch,  could  impart  in  full  completeness  to  his  shining  face. 
To  see  him  at  work  on  the  stamps,  with  the  relish  of  an  artist, 
touching  them  like  pictures,  looking  at  them  sideways,  taking 
David  Coppetiidd.  III.  20 


weighty  notes  of  daAes  and  amounts  in  hh  pocktet-boolt ,  «nd 
contemplating  them  when  finished,  with  a  high  sense  of  their 
preeious  value,  was  a  si^ght  indeed. 

"Now,  the  best  thing  yon  can  do.  Sir,  if  yon  *11  allow  me 
to  advise  yon,*'  ssftdmyaunt,  after  silently  observing  liiili*  *^is 
to  abjure  that  occupation  for  evermore." 

** Madam,**  replied  Mr.  Micawber,  "it  is  my  intention  to 
register  such  a  vow  on  the  virgin  page  of  the  future.  Mrs.  Mi- 
cawtier,  will  attest  it.  I  trust,'*  s&id  Mr.  Mieawber,  solemnly, 
^  that  my  soft  Wilkins  will  Brer  bear  in  mind,  that  he  had  infi- 
nilely  better  put  his  fist  in  ^  fire ,  than  use  it  to  handle  the 
serpents  that  have  poisoned  the  lift^lood  of  his  unhappy  pa- 
rent!"  Deeply  affected,  and  changed  in  a  moment  to  the  image 
of  despair,  Mr.  Micawber  regarded  the  serpents  with  a  look 
ef  glooMy  i^hoi^nee  (in  whieh  his  late  admiration  of  them  was 
not<^ile  MiMued),  fblded  them  op,  and  put  them  in  his  pock^ 

This  closed  the  proceedings  of  iiie  etenmg.  We  were 
weary  with  sorrow  and  fatigue,  and  my  aunt  and  I  were  to  re- 
turn to  London  on  the  morrow.  It  was  arranged  that  the  Mi- 
oawbers  should  follow  us ,  after  effecting  a  sale  of  dieir  goods 
to  a  broker;  that  Mr.  Wickfie}d*s  affairs  should  be  brought  to 
it  settlement,  with  all  convenient  speed,  under  the  Erection  of 
Traddles;  and  thai  Agnes  should  also  tome  to  London, 
pending  those  anwsgements.  We  psiBSedthe  night  at  the  old 
house,  which,  freed  from  the  presence  of  tlieHeeps,  seemed 
put^d  of  a  disease;  and  I  lay  in  my  eld  room,  like  a  slnp- 
Wrecked  wandeter  come  honie. 

We  went  back  next  day  to  my  aunt^s  hon^e  -^  not  to  mine ; 
and  when  she  and  I  salt  alone ,  as  of  old ,  before  going  to  bed, 
sAiesaid: 

*^Trot,  do  you  really  wish  to  know  wbal  I  hare  had  upon 
my  mind  lately?** 

"Indeed  I  do ,  aunt    If  there  evef  was  a  time  when  I  felt 
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nnTvtlUiif;  that  yoa  should  have  a  sorroir  or  anxiety  which  I 
could  not  share,  it  is  now.*' 

**  You  have  had  sorrow  enough,  child,"  said  my  aunt,  afiec- 
tionately,  "without  the  addition  of  my  litde  missies. 
I  could  have  no  other  motive,  Trot,  in  keeping  an}'thing  from 

**l  know  that  well,"  said  I.    ''But  tell  me  nOw.'* 

''Would  you  ride  with  me  a  little  way  to-morrow  morning?** 
asked  my  aunt. 

♦*  Of  course." 

"At  nine,"  said  she.    "I  *11  tell  you  then,  my  dear." 

At  ntne^  accordingly^  we  went  out  in  a  little  chariot,  and 
drove  to  London.  We  drove  a  long  i^ay  through  the  streets, 
natil  we  came  to  one  of  the  large  hospitals.  Standing  hard  by 
the  huilding  was  a  plain  hearse.  The  driver  recognised  my 
aunt,  and,  in  obedience  to  a  motion  of  her  hand  4t  the  window, 
drove  slowly  off;  we  following. 

"You  understand  it  now,  Trot,**  said  my  aunt.  "He  is 
gonel** 

"  Did  he  die  in  the  hospital?  ** 

"Yes.** 

She  sat  immovable  beside  me;  but,  again  I  saw  the  stray 
tears  on  her  face. 

"  He  was  there  once  before,*'  said  my  aont  presently.  "  He 
was  ailing  a  long  time  —  a  shattered,  broken  man,  these  many 
yean.  When  he  knew  his  state  in  this  last  illness,  he  asked 
them  to  send  for  mie.    He  was  sorry  then.    Very  sorry.*' 

"You  went,  I  know,  aunt.*' 

"  I  went.    I  was  with  him  a  good  deal  afterwards^" 

"He  died  the  night  before  we  went  to  Canterbury?**  said  I. 

My  aunt  nodded.  "No  one  can  ha^^l  him  now,"  she  said. 
*'It  was  a  vain  threat." 

Wo  drove  away,  out  of  town,  to  the  churchyard  atHomscy. 
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*  Better  here  than  in  the  streets/*  said  tnj  annt.    ^'He  was 
bom  here.** 

We  alighted;  and  followed  the  plain  cofl&n  to  a  comer  I 
remember  well,  where  the  service  was  read  consigning  it  to 
the  dust. 

**  Six -and -thirty  years  ago,  this  day,  my  dear/'  said  mj 
aunt,  as  we  walked  back  to  the  chariot,  ''I  was  married.  God 
forgive  us  all!" 

We  took  our  seats  in  silence ;  and  so  she  sat  beside  me  for 
a  long  Ume,  holding  my  hand.  At  length  she  suddenly  burst 
into  tears,  and  said: 

**He  was  a  fine-looking  man  when  I  married  him.  Trot  — 
and  he  was  sadly  changed! " 

It  did  not  last  long.  After  the  relief  of  tears,  she  soon  be- 
came composed,  and  even  cheerful.  Her  nerves  were  a  little 
shaken,  she  said,  or  she  would  not  have  given  way  to  it.  God 
forgive  us  all ! 

So  we  rode  back  to  her  little  cottage  atHighgate,  where  we 
found  the  following  short  note,  which  had  arrived  by  that 
morning's  post  from  Mr.  Micawber: 

"  Canterbury, 

"Friday. 
"My  dear  Madam,  and  Copperfield, 

"The  fair  land  of  promise  lately  looming  on  the  horizon 
is  again  enveloped  in  impenetrable  mists,  and  for  ever  with- 
drawn from  the  eyes  of  a  drifting  wretch  whose  Doom  is  sealed! 

"Another  writ  has  been  issued  (in  his  Majesty's  High  Court 

of  King's  Bench  at  Westminister),  in  another  cause  of  Heep 

V.  Micawber,  and  the  defendant  in  that  cause  is  the  prey  of 

the  sheriff  having  legal  jurisdiction  in  this  bailiwick. 

*Now  's  ih«  day,  and  now  's  the  hour. 
See  the  front  of  battle  lower  «• 
See  approach  proud  Edward's  power  — 
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"  Consigned  to  which,  and  to  a  speedy  end  (for  mental  tor- 
ture is  not  supportable  beyond  a  certain  point,  and  that  point 
I  feel  I  have  attained),  my  course  is  run.  Bless  you,  bless  you  I 
Some  future  traveller,  visiting,  from  motives  of  curiosity,  not 
unmingled,  let  us  hope,  with  sympathy,  the  place  of  confine- 
ment allotted  to  debtors  in  this  city,  may«  and  I  trust  will, 
ponder ,  as  he  traces  on  its  wall ,  inscribed  with  a  rusty  nail , 

**  The  obscure  intials 

"W.  M. 

"P.  S.  I  re-open  this  to  say  that  our  common  friend ,  Mr. 
Thomas  Traddles  (who  has  not  yet  left  us,  and  is  looking  ex- 
tremely well),  has  paid  the  debt  and  costs,  in  tlie  noble  name 
of  Miss  Trotwood;  and  that  myself  and  family  are  at  the 
height  of  earthly  bliss."  J  ^ 
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CHAPTER  XVin. 

T^oip«si. 

I IVOV  Approack  an  event  in  my  life,  so  indelible,  soaipfol, 
80  boand  hj  an  infinite  Tariety  of  ties  to  all  that  has  preceded 
it,  in  these  pages,  that,  from  the  beginning  of  my  narratiTe, 
I  have  seen  it  growing  larger  and  larger  as  I  advanced ,  like  a 
gveat  tower  in  a  plain,  and  throwing  its  fore-cast  ahadow  even 
on  the  incident*  oi  my  ohik&h  days. 

For  years  after  it  occurred,  I  dreamed  of  it  often.  I  have 
started  np  40  vividly  impressed  by  it,  that  its  fury  baa  yel 
seemed  raging  in  my  quiet  room,  in  the  still  night.  I  dream  of 
it  sometimes,  though  at  lengthened  and  uncertun  intervals,  to 
this  hour.  I  have  an  association  between  it  and  a  stormy  wind, 
or  the  lightest  mention  of  a  sea-shore,  as  strong  as  any  of  which 
my  mind  is  conscious.  As  plainly  as  I*behold  what  happened, 
I  will  try  to  write  it  down.  I  do  not  recall  it ,  but  see  it  done; 
for  it  happens  again  before  me. 

The  time  drawing  on  rapidly  for  the  sailing  of  the  emigrant- 
ship,  my  good  old  nurse  (almost  broken-hearted  for  me  when 
we  first  met)  came  up  to  London.  I  was  constantly  -mth  her, 
and  her  brother,  and  the  Micawbers  (they  being  very  much 
together) ;  but  Emily  I  never  saw. 

One  evening  when  the  time  was  close  at  hand,  I  was  alone 
with  Peggotty  and  her  brother.  Our  conversation  turned  on 
Ham.  She  described  to  us  how  tenderly  he  had  taken  leave  of 
her,  and  how  manfully  and  quietly  he  had  borne  himself.  Most 
of  all,  of  late,  when  she  believed  he  was  most  tried.  It  was  a 
subject  of  which  the  afiTectionate  creature  never  tired;  and  onr 
interest  in  hearing  the  many  examples  which  she ,  who  was  so 
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much  ivith  him,  had  to  relate,  ivaa  equal  to  hers  in  relating 
them. 

My  aunt  and  I  were  at  that  time  vacating  the  two  cottages 
at  Highgate;  I  intending  to  go  abroad,  and  she  to  return  to 
her  hbuse  at  Dover.  We  had  a  temporary  lodging  in  Covent 
Garden.  As  I  walked  home  to  it,  afler  this  evening's  conver- 
sation, reflecting  on  what  had  passed  between  Ham  and  myself 
when  I  ivas  last  at  Yarmouth,  I  wavered  in  the  original  purpose 
I  had  formed,  of  leaving  a  lettev  for  Emily  when  I  should  take 
leave  of  her  uncle  on  board  the  ship,  and  thought  it  would  be 
better  to  write  to  her  now.  She  might  desire,  I  thought,  after 
receiving  my  communication,  to  send  some  parting  word  by 
me  to  her  unhappy  lover.  I  ought  to  give  her  the  op- 
portunity. 

I  therefore  sat  down  in  my  room,  before  going  to  bed,  and 
wrote  to  her.  I  told  her  that  I  had  seen  him,  and  that  he  had 
requested  me  to  tell  her  what  I  have  already  written  in  its 
place  in  these  sheets.  I  faithfully  repeated  it.  I  had  no  need 
to  enlarge  upon  it,  if  I  had  had  the  right.  Its  deep  fidelity 
and  goodness  were  not  to  be  adorned  by  me  or  any  man.  I 
lefl  it  out,  to  be  sent  round  in  the  morning ;  with  a  line  to  Mr. 
Feggotty,  requesting  him  to  give  it  to  her;  and  went  to  bed 
at  daybreak. 

I  was  weaker  than  I  knew  then;  and,  not  falling  asleep 
until  the  sun  was-up ,  lay  late,  andunrefreshed,  next  day.  I 
was  roused  by  the  silent  presence  of  my  aunt  at  my  bedside. 
I  felt  it  in  my  sleep ,  as  I  suppose  we  all  do  feel  such  things. 

"Trot,  my  dear,"  she  said,  when!  opened  my  eyes,  "I 
couldn't  make  up  my  mind  to  disturb  you.  Mr.  Feggotty 
is  here ;  shall  he  come  up  ?  '* 

I  replied  yes,  and  he  soon  appeared. 

*' Mas *r Davy,"  he  said,  when  we  had  shaken  hands,  "1 
giv  £m*ly  your  letter.  Sir,  and  she  writ  this  heer ;  and  begged 
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of  me  for  to  ask  yon  to  read  it,  and  if  yon  see  no  hurt  in  *t,  to 
be  80  kind  as  take  charge  on  *t.** 

"Have  you  read  it?*'  said  I. 

He  nodded  Borrowfnlly.    I  opened  it,  and  read  as  foUows: 

*'I  have  got  yoar  message.  Oh,  what  can  I  write,  to  thank  jon 
for  your  good  and  blessed  kindness  to  me ! 

**  I  have  put  the  words  close  to  my  heart.  I  shall  keep  them  tiD  I 
die.  They  are  sharp  thorns,  bat  they  are  soeh  comfort.  1  haw 
prayed  oter  them  >  oh ,  I  have  prayed  so  much.  When  I  find  «hst 
you  are ,  and  what  uncle  is  ,*  i  think  what  God  must  be ,  and  can  cry 
to  him. 

*^6ood  bye  for  ever.  Now,  my  dear,  my  friend,  good  bye  for 
ever  in  this  world.  In  another  world ,  if  I  am  forgiven ,  I  may  vaice 
a  child  and  come  to  you.  All  thanks  and  blessings.  Farevell, 
evermore  I " 

This,  blotted  with  tears,  was  the  letter. 

"May  I  tell  her  as  you  doen*t  see  no  hurt  in  *t,  and  at 
you  *11  be  so  kind  as  take  charge  on  *t  MasV  Davy?*'  said  Mr. 
Peggotty,  when  I  had  read  it. 

"  Unquestionably ,"  sud  I  —  •*  but  I  am  thinking — " 

"Yes,  MasVDavy?" 

"lam  thinking,*'  saidi,  "that  I '11  go  down  again  to  Tai^ 
mouth.  There 's  time,  and  to  spare,  for  me  to  go  and  come 
back  before  the  ship  sails.  My  mind  is  constantly  running  on 
him,  in  his  solitude;  to  put  this  letter  of  her  writing  in  bit 
hand  at  this  time,  and  to  enable  you  to  tell  her,  in  the  mo- 
ment of  parting,  that  he  has  got  it,  will  be  a  kindness  to  both 
of  them.  I  solemnly  accepted  his  commission,  dear  good 
fellow,  and  cannot  discharge  it  too  completely.  The  joornef 
is  nothing  to  me.  I  am  restless,  and  shall  be  better  in  motioii. 
I  '11  go  down  to-night." 

Though  he  anxiously  endeavoured  to  dissuade  me,  Ittv 
that  he  was  of  my  mind ;  and  this,  if  I  had  required  to  be  con- 
firmed in  my  intention ,  would  have  had  the  effect.  He  went 
round  to  the  coach-ofHce,  at  my  request,  and  took  the  box- 
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seat  for  mo  on  the  mail.  In  the  evening  I  started,  by  that  con- 
"veyance,  down  the  road  I  had  traversed  under  bo  many  vicis* 
situdes. 

**Don't  you  think  that,*'  I  asked  the  coachman,  in  the  first 
stage  out  of  London,  "a  very  remarkable  sky?  I  don*t  re- 
member to  have  seen  one  like  iU*' 

'*Nor  I  —  not  equal  to  it,"  he  replied.  **  That  *s  wind,  Sir. 
There  '11  be  mischief  done  at  sea,  I  expect, ^efore  long." 

It  was  a  murky  confusion  —  here  and  there  blotted  with  a      I. 

colour  like  the  colour  of  the  smoke  from  damp  fuel  —  of  flying 
clouds,  tossed  up  into  most  remarkable  heaps,  suggesting 
greater  heights  in  the  clouds  than  there  were  depths  below 
them  to  the  bottom  of  the  deepest  hollows  in  the  earth, 
through  which  the  wild  moon  seemed  to  plunge  headlong,  as 
if,  in  a  dread  disturbance  of  the  laws  of  nature,  she  had  lost 
her  way  and  were  frightened.  There  had  been  a  wind  all  day ; 
and  it  was  rising  then,  with  an  extraordinary  great  sound.  In 
another  hour  it  had  much  increased,  and  the  sky  was  more 
overcast,  and  it  blew  hard. 

But,  as  the  night  advanced,  the  clouds  closing  in  and 
densely  overspreading  the  whole  sky,  then  very  dark,  it  came 
on  to  blow,  harder  and  harder.  It  still  increased,  until  our 
horses  could  scarcely  face  the  wind.  Many  times,  in  the  dark 
part  of  the  night  (it  was  then  late  in  September,  when  the 
nights  were  not  short) ,  the  leaders  turned  about,  or  came  to  a 
dead  stop ;  and  we  were  often  in  serious  apprehension  that  the 
coach  would  be  blown  over.  Sweeping  gusts  of  rain  came  up 
before  this  storm,  like  showers  of  steel ;  and,  at  those  times, 
when  there  was  any  shelter  of  trees  or  lee  walls  to  be  got,  we 
were  fain  to  stop,  in  a  sheer  impossibility  of  continuing  the 
struggle. 

When  the  day  broke,  it  blew  harder  and  harder.  I  had 
been  in  Yarmouth  when  the  seamen  said  it  blew  great 
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bat  I  had  neyer  known  the  like  of  this ,  or  anything  approach- 
ing to  it.  We  cane  to  Ipswich  —  very  late,  having  had  to 
fight  every  inch  of  ground  since  we  were  ten  miles  out  of  Loii- 
don ;  and  found  a  cluster  of  people  in  the  market-place,  who 
had  risen  from  their  beds  in  the  night,  fearful  of  falling  chim- 
neys. Some  of  these ,  congregating  abooi  the  inn-yard  while 
we  changed  horses,  told  us  of  great  sheets  of  lead  haTing  be«i 
ripped  off  a  higl^church-tower,  and  flung  into  a  bye  atveek, 
which  they  then  blocked  up.  Others  had  to  tell  of  coantry 
people,  coming  in  from  neighbooring  villages,  who  had 
great  trees  lying  torn  out  of  the  earth,  and  whole  ricka 
tered  about  the  roads  and  fields.  StiH,  there  waa  no  abate- 
ment in  the  storm ,  but  it  blew  harder. 

As  we  straggled  on,  nearer  and  nearer  to  d^e  sea,  from 
which  this  mighty  wind  was  blowing  dead  on  shore,  its  force 
became  more  and  more  terrific.  Long  before  we  saw  tiie  sea, 
its  spray  waa  on  otir  lips,  and  showered  salt  rain  upon  as. 
The  water  was  out,  over  miles  and  miles  of  the  flat  country  ad- 
jacent to  Yarmouth;  and  every  sheet  and  puddle  laafaed  its 
banks ,  and  had  its  stress  of  little  breakers  setting  heavily  to- 
wards ue.  When  we  came  within  sight  of  the  sea,  the  waves 
on  the  horizon,  caught  at  intervals  above  the  rolling  abyss, 
were  like  glimpses  of  another  shore  with  towers  and  buildings. 
When  at  last  we  got  into  the  town,  the  people  came  out  to 
their  doors,  aU  aslant,  and  with  streaming  hair,  making  a 
wonder  of  the  mail  that  had  come  through  such  a  night. 

I  put  up  at  the  old  inn,  and  went  down  to  look  at  the  sea; 
staggering  along  the  street,  which  wa«  strewn  with  sand  and 
sea*  weed,  and  with  flying  blotches  of  sea-foam;  afraid  of  fall- 
ing slates  and  tiles;  and  holding  by  people  I  met,  at  angry 
corners.  Coming  near  the  beach,  I  saw,  not  only  the  boatmen, 
but  half  the  people  of  the  town,  lurking  behind  buildings; 
some,  now  and  then  braving  the  fiiry  of  the  storm  to  look  away 
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to  sen,  and  blown  sbeer  out  of  their  course  in  trying  to  get 
sigzftg  back. 

Joining  these  groups,  I  found  bewailing  women  whose 

linsbands  were  away  in  herring  or  oyster  boats,  wbich  there 

-was  too  much  reason  to  think  might  have  foundered  before 

tbey  eoizld  mn  in  anywhere  for  safety.    Grizzled  old  sailors 

^were  among  the  people,  shaking  their  heads,  as  they  looked 

from  water  to  sky,  and  muttering  to  one  another ;  ship-owners, 

excited  and  uneasy ;  children>  huddling  together,  and  peering 

into  older  faces ;  even  stout  mariners,  distarbed  and  anxious, 

levellitag  their  glasses  at  the  sea  from  behind  places  of  shelter^ 

as  if  they  were  surveying  an  enemy. 

The  tremendous  sea  itself,  when  I  could  find  sufScient 
panse  to  look  at  it,  in  the  agitation  of  the  blinding  wind,  the 
flying  stonee  and  sand,  and  the  awful  noise,  confounded  me. 
As  the  high  watery  walls  came  rolling  in,  and,  at  their  highest, 
tumbled  into  surf,  they  looked  as  if  the  least  would  engulf  the 
town.    As  the  receding  wave  swept  back  with  a  hoarse  roar, 
it  seemed  to  scoop  -out  deep  caves  in  the  beach,  as  if  its  pur- 
pose were  to  undermine  the  eart%.    When  some  white-headed 
billows  thundered  on,  and  dashed  themselves  to  pieces  before 
they  reached  the  land,  every  fragment  of  the  late  whole  seem- 
ed possessed  by  the  full  might  of  its  wrath,  rushing  to  be 
gathered  to  the  composition  of  another  monster.    Undnla^g 
hills  were  changed  to  valleys,  undulating  valleys  (with  a  A^ 
tary  storm -bird  sometimes  skimming  through  them)'^weil0^ 
lifted  up  to  hills;  masses  of  water  shivered  and  shook  the* 
beach  with  a  booming  sound ;  every  shape  tumultuously  rolled 
on,  as  soon  as  made,  to  change  its  shape  and  plac^  and  beat 
another  shape  and  place  away ;  the  ideal  shore  on  the  horizon, 
with  its  towers  and  buildings,  rose  and  fell;  the  clouds  (lew 
fast  and  thick;  I  seemed  to  see  a  rending  and  upheaving 
of  all  nature. 
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Not  finding  Ham  among  the  people  whom  this  memorable 
wind  ^-  for  it  is  still  remembered  down  there,  as  the  greaieit 
ever  known  to  blow  upon  that  coast  —  had  brought  together, 
I  made  my  way  to  his  house.  It  was  shut;  and  as  no  one  an- 
swered to  my  knocking,  I  went,  by  back  ways  and  bye-laaei, 
to  the  yard  where  he  worked.  I  learned,  there,  that  he  htd 
gone  to  Lowestoft,  to  meet  some  sudden  exigency  of  ship- 
repairing  in  which  his  skill  was  required:  but  that  he  would 
be  back  to-morrow  morning,  in  good  time. 

I  went  back  to  the  inn ;  and  when  I  had  washed  and  dressed, 
and  tried  to  sleep,  but  in  vain,  it  was  five  o'clock  in  the  after- 
noon. I  had  not  sat  five  minutes  by  the  coffee-room  fire, 
when  the  waiter,  coming  to  stir  it,  as  an  excuse  for  talking, 
told  me  that  two  colliers  had  gone  down,  with  all  hands,  a  %ir 
miles  away ;  and  that  some  other  ships  had  been  seen  labourftg 
hard  in  the  Roads,  and  trying,  in  great  distress,  to  ke^  off- 
shore. Mercy  on  them,  and  on  all  poorlsailors,  said  he,  if 
we  had  another  night  like  the  last  I 

I  was  very  much  depressed  in  spirits;  very  solitaiy;  and 
felt  an  uneasiness  in  Ham*s  not  being  there,  disproportionate 
to  the  occasion.  I  was  seriously  affected,  without  knowing 
how  much ,  by  late  events ;  and  my  long  ej^osure  to  the  fierce 
wind  had  confused  me.  There  was  that  jumble  in  my  thoughts 
and  recollections,  that  I  had  lost  the  dear  arrangement  of 
time  and  distance.  Thus,  if  I  had  gone  out  into  the  town, 
I  should  not  have  been  surprised,  I  think,  to  encounter  some 
one  who  I  knew  must  be  then  in  London.  So  to  speak,  there 
was  in  these  respects  a  curious  inattention  in  my  mind.  Yet  it 
was  busy,  too,  with  all  the  remembrances  the  place  natorally 
awakened ;  and  they  were  particularly  distinct  and  vivid. 

In  this  state,  the  waiter's  dismal  intelligence  about  the 
ships  immediately  connected  itself,  without  any  effort  of  my 
volition,  with  my  uneasiness  about  Ham.    I  jras  persuaded 
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that  I  had  an  apprehension  of  his  returning  from  Lowestoft  by 
sea,  and  being  lost.  This  grew  so  strong  with  me,  that  I  re- 
solved to  go  back  to  the  yard  before  I  took  my  dinner,  and 
ask  the  boat-builder  if  he  thought  his  attempting  to  return  by 
sea  at  all  likely?  If  he  gave  me  the  least  reason  to  think  so,  I 
would  go  over  to  Lowestoft  and  prevent  it  by  bringing  him 
with  me. 

I  hastily  ordered  my  dinner,  and  went  back  to  the  yard. 
I  was  none  too  soon;  for  the  boat-builder,  with  a  lantern  in 
his  hand,  was  locking  the  yard-gate.  He  quite  laughed,  when 
J  asked  him  the  question,  and  said  there  was  no  fear;  no  man 
ijl^is  senses,  or  out  of  them,  would  put  off  in  such  a  gale  of 

id^' least  of  all  Ham  Peggotty,  who  had  been  bom  to  sea- 


lanng. 

^o  sensible  of  this ,  beforehand ,  that  I  had  realUy  felt     ;  j 
ashamed  of  doing  what  I  was  nevertheless  impelled  to  do,  I  went    '  / 


back  to  the  inn.  If  such  a  wind  could  rise,  I  think  it  was 
rising.  The  howl  and  roar,  the  rattling  of  the  doors  and  win- 
dows, the  rumbling  in  the  chimneys,  the  apparent  rocking  of 
the  veiy  house  that  sheltered  me,  and  the  prodigious  tumulf 
of  the  sea,  were  more  fearful  than  in  the  morning.  But  there 
was  now  a  great  darkness  besides ;  and  that  invested  the  storm 
witiinew  terrors,  real  and  fanciful. 

^I  could  not  eat,  I  could  not  sit  still,  I  could  not  continue 
sted&st  to  anything.  S^prifltTiit^g  within  jp^p.^  faintly .answeno^ 
to  the  storm  without,  tossed  up  the  depths  of  my  oieinory,  aQd 
made  a  tumult  m  them«  ITet,  m  all  the  hurry  of  my  thoughts, 
wild  running  with  the  thundering  sea,  —  the  storm,  and  my 
uneasiness  regarding  Ham,  were  always  in  the  fore-ground. 

My  dinner  went  away  almost  untasted,  and  I  tried  to  re- 
fresh myself  with  a  glass  or  two  of  wine.  In  vain.  I  fell  into 
a  dull  slumber  before  the  fire,  without  losing  my  conscious- 
ness, either  of  tho^proar  out  of  doors,  or  of  the  place  in  which 
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I  was«  Both  becftme  overalMdowed  by  a  new  and  indefinable 
horror;  and  when  I  awoke  *^  or  rather  when  I  ehook  off  the 
lethargy  that  bound  me  in  my  chair  <^  my  whole  frame  thriUed 
with  objectless  and  nniateUigible  fear. 

I  walked  to  and  fro,  tried  to  read  an  old  gazetteer,  listte«d 
to  the  awful  noises :  looked  at  faces,  scenes,  and  figanw  in  Ihe 
fire.  At  length,  the  steady  ticking  of  the  undistarbed  clod 
on  the  wall,  tormented  me  to  that  degree  that  I  resolved  to  go 
to  bed. 

It  was  re-assnring,  on  such  a  night,  to  be  told  that  soi&e  of 
the  inn-servants  had  agreed  together  to  sit  np  until  morning. 
I  went  to  bed,  exceedingly  weary  and  heavy;  but,  on  my  l^fM 
down,  all  such  sensations  vanished,  as  if  by  magic,  andlMif 
broad  awake,  with  every  sense  refined.  J 

For  hours  I  lay  there,  listening  to  the  wind  and  water; 
imagining,  now,  that  I  heard  shrieks  out  at  sea;  now,  that  I 
distinctly  heard  the  firing  of  signal  guns ;  and  now,  the  fall  of 
houses  in  the  town,  I  got  up,  several  times,  and  looked  out; 
but  could  see  nothing,  except  the  reflection  in  the  window- 
panes  of  the  faint  candle  I  had  left  burning,  and  of  my  own 
haggard  face  looking  in  at  me  from  the  black  yoUL 

At  length,  my  restlessness  attained  to  each  apitck,thrtl 
hurried  on  my  clothes,  and  went  down  istairs.  In  die  lai^ 
kitchen,  wlrere  I  dimly  saw  bacon  and  ropes  of  Onions  faan^ng 
from  Ui«  beams^  the  watchers  were  dostered  together,  in  va- 
rious attitudes,  aboat  a  table^  pnrpoeely  noTed  away  from  the 
great  chimney^  and  brought  near  tiie  door.  A  pretty  giH» 
who  had  her  ears  stopped  with  her  af>rbkiv  ^^^  ^^^  *7^  *P^ 
the  door,  screamed  when  I  a{>peired,  supp^Mtng  me  to  be  a 
spirit;  but  the  others  had  more  presence  c^tatndf  and  v«« 
glad  of  an  addition  to  theit  comf>any.  Oftt  ma%  referring  to 
the  topic  they  had  been  discassiiigv  asked  me  wheito  I 
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tfaougbt  die  souls  of  the  coUier^crewB  who  had  gone  down, 
-vrere  out  in  the etorm? 

I  remained  ihef  e,  1  dare  say,  two  hours.  Once,  I  opened 
the  yard*gate»  and  looked  into  the  empty  street.  The  sasd, 
the  sea-weed,  and  the  flakes  of  foam,  were  driving  by ;  and  I 
was  obliged  to  call  for  assistance  before  I  could  shttt  <ihe  gate 
again,  and  make  it  fast  against  the  wind. 

There  was  a  dark  gloom  in  my  solitary  chamber,  when  I  at 
length  rettimed  to  it;  but  i  was  tired  now,  and,  getting  into 
bed  again,  fell  —  off  a  tower  and  down  a  preciptce^^into  the 
depths  of  sleep^  I  have  an  impression  diat  for  a  long  time, 
though  I  dreamt  of  beikig  elsewbete  and  in  a  variety  of 
ipoeaes,  it  was  alwaya  blowing  in  my  dream^  At  length^  I  lost 
that  feeble  hold  upon  reality,  and  was  engaged  with  two  dear 
friends,  but  Who  they  were  I  don't  know^  at  the  siege  t>f  some 
town  in  a  roar  of  Cannonading^ 

The  thunder  of  the  cMinon  was  so  loud  and  incessant,  that 
i  could  not  hear  something  I  nuch  desired  to  faear>  until  I 
made  a  great  exertion  and  awoke»  It  was  broad  day  ^^  eight 
<yr  nine  o'clock;  tfaestolrmraging,  in  lieu  of  the  batteries;  and 
some  one  knocking  and  calling  at  my  door. 

''  What  IB  the  matter?  **  I  oried. 

'*Awreckl  Close  by4'* 

I  Sprung  out  of  bed^  and  asked  what  wreck? 

"▲e(^onto^  from  Spain  or  Portagal,  kdea  with  fruit  and 
winoo  Make  haste,  Sif>  if  yon  ^ant  to  see  her!  It  *s  thought, 
down  on  the  beach,  she  *11  go  to  pieces  every  moment." 

The  excited  voice  went  clamouring  along  theetaircase; 
and  I. wrapped  nqpaelf  in  my  clothes  as  qukkly  «fl  I  could,  and 
ran  into  the  street. 

Numbers  of  people  were  there  b^ore  me,  all  running  in 
one  direction,  to  the  bea«h.  I  ran  the  same  way,  outstripping 
a  good  many)  and  soon  came  facing  the  wild  sea. 
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The  wind  might  by  this  time  have  lulled  a  little,  though  not 
nA>re  sensibly  than  if  the  cannonading  I  had  dreamed  of,  had 
been  diminished  by  the  silencing  of  half-a-dozen  guns  oat  of 
hundreds.  But,  the  sea,  having  upon  it  the  additional  a^ 
tation  of  the  whole  night,  was  infinitely  more  terrific  than 
when  I  had  seen  it  last.  Every  appearance  it  had  then  pre- 
sented, bore  the  expression  of  being  swelled;  and  the  height 
to  which  the  breakers  rose,  and,  looking  over  one  another, 
bore  one  another  down,  and  rolled  in,  in  interminable  hosts, 
was  most  appalling. 

In  the  difficulty  of  hearing  anything  but  wind  and  waves, 
and  in  the  crowd,  and  the  unspeakable  confusion,  and  my  first 
breathless  efiforts  to  stand  against  the  weather,  I  was  so  con- 
fused that  I  looked  out  to  sea  for  the  wreck,  and  saw  nothing 
but  the  foaming  heads  of  the  great  waves.  A  half-dressed 
boatman,  standing  next  me,  pointed  with  his  bare  arm  (t 
tattoo'd  arrow  on  it,  pointing  in  the  same  direction)  to  the  left. 
Then ,  O  great  Heaven,  I  saw  it,  close  in  upon  us! 

One  mast  was  broken  short  off,  six  or  eight  feet  from  tbe 
deck,  and  lay  over  the  nde,  entangled  in  a  maze  of  sail  and 
rigging ;  and  all  that  ruin,  as  the  ship  rolled  and  beat — whidi 
she  did  without  a  moment's  pause,  and  with  a  violence  qnite 
inconceivable  -r  beat  the  side  as  if  it  would  stave  it  in.  Some 
efforts  were  even  then  being  made,  to  cut  this  portion  of  tbe 
wreck  away;  for,  as  the  ship,  which  was  broadside  on,  toned 
towards  us  m  her  rolling.  I  plainly  descried  her  people  tt 
work  with  axes,  especially  one  active  figure  with  long  curling 
hair,  conspicnooa  among  the  rest.  But,  a  great  cry,  which 
was  audible  even  above  the  wind  and  water,  rose  from  the 
shore  at  this  moment;  the  sea,  sweeping  over  the  roHing  wred: 
made  a  dean  breach,  and  carried  men,  spars,  casks,  planks, 
bulwarks,  heaps  of  such  toys,  into  the  boiling  surge. 

The  second  mast  was  yet  standing,  with  the  rags  of  a  rent 
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saily  snd  a  wild  confusion  of  broken  cordage  flapping  to  and 
fn>.  The  ship  had  struck  once,  the  same  boatman  hoarsely 
aaid  in  my  ear,  and  then  fifted  in  and  stmek  again.  I  nndev- 
stood  him  to  add  that  she  was  parting  amidships,  and  I  conld 
readily  sappose  so,  for  the  rolling  and  beating  were  too  tre- 
mendons  for  any  human  work  to  suffer  long.  As  he  spoke^ 
there  was  another  great  cry  of  pity  from  the  beach ;  four  men 
arose  with  the  wreck  out  of  the  deep,  clinging  to  the  rigging 
of  the  remaining  mast;  uppermost,  the  actrre  figure  wi^  the 
curHng'  hur* 

There  wag  a  bell  on  board;  and  as  the  ship  rolled  aad 
dashed,  like  a  desperate  creature  driven  mad,  now  showing  ua 
the  whole  sweep  of  her  deck,  as  she  turned  on  her  beam-eads  to- 
wards the  shove,  now  nothing  but  her  keel,  as  she  sprang  wildly 
over  and  turned  towardg  the  sea,  the  bell  rang;  and  its  sonod, 
the  knell  of  thoee  unhappy  men,  was  borne  towards  us  on  the 
wind.  Again  we  lost  her,  and  again  she  rose.  Two  men 
w«re  gone.  The  agony  on  shore  increased.  Men  groaned, 
and  clasped  their  hands;  women  shrieked,  and  turned  away 
their  ftces.  Some  ran  wildly  up  and  down  along  the  beach, 
crying  for  heip  where  no  help  could  be.  I  found  myself  one 
of  theses  frantically  imploring  a  knot  of  sailors  whom  I  knew, 
not  to  let  those  two  lost  creatures  perish  before  our  eyes. 

They  were  making  out  to  me,  in  an  agitated  way  —  I  donH 
know  how,  for  the  little  I  could  hear  I  wae  scarcely  composed 
enough  to  understand  —  that  the  life-boat  had  been  bravely 
manned  an  hour  ago,  and  could  do  nothing;  Und  that  as  no 
man  would  be  so  desperate  as  to  attempt  to  wade  off  with  a 
rope,  and  establish  a  communication  with  the  shore,  there 
was  nothing  left  to  try;  when  I  noticed  that  some  neir  sensa- 
tion  moved  the  people  on  the  beach,  and  saw  them  part,  and 
Ham  come  breaking  through  them  to  the  front. 

I  ran  to  him  —  as  well  as  I  know,  to  repeat  my  appeal'for 
Dwid  Copptrfleld.  Ill  ^1 
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help.  Bat,  distracted  though  I  was,  bj  a  sight  so  new  to  me 
and  terrible,  the  detenmnation  in  his  face,  and  his  look,  oat 
to  sea— -  exactly  the  same  look  as  I  remembered  in  connexion 
with  the  morning  after  Emily's  flight  —  awoke  me  to  a  know- 
ledge of  his  danger.  I  held  him  back  with  both  arms;  and  im- 
plored the  men  with  whom  I  had  been  speaking,  not  to  listen 
to  him,  not  to  do  murder,  not  to  let  him  stir  from  off  that 
sandl 

Another  cry  arose  on  shore ;  and  looking  to  the  wreck ,  we 
saw  the  cruel  sail ,  with  blow  on  blow,  beat  off  the  lower  of  the 
two  men,  and  fly  up  in  triamph  round  the  active  figure  left 
alone  upon  the  mast. 

Against  such  a  sight,  and  against  such  determination  as 
that  of  the  calmly  desperate  man  who  was  already  accustomed 
to  lead  half  the  people  present,  I  might  as  hopefnlij  have 
entreated  the  wind.  "  Mas*r  Dayy,**  he  said ,  cheerily  grmsping 
me  by  both  hands ,  '*  if  my  time  b  come ,  't  is  come.  If  \  an't, 
1*11  bide  it.  Lord  above  bless  you,  and  bless  all!  BiaAes, 
make  me  ready  I    I  *m  a  going  off! " 

I  was  swept  away,  but  not  unkindly,  to  some  distance, 
where  the  people  around  me  made  me  stay;  urging,  as  I  con- 
fusedly perceived,  that  he  was  bent  on  going,  with  help  or 
without,  and  that  I  should  endanger  the  precautions  for  his 
safety  by  troubling  those  with  whom  they  rested.  I  don*t 
know  what  I  answered,  or  what  they  rejoined;  but,  I  saw 
hurry  on  the  beach,  and  men  running  with  ropes  from  a 
capstan  that  Wits  there ,  and  penetrating  into  a  circle  of  figures 
that  hid  him  from  me.  Then,  I  saw  him  standing  alone,  in  a 
seaman's  firock  and  trowsers:  a  rope  in  his  hand,  or  slung  to 
his  wrist:  another  round  his  body:  and  several  of  the  best 
men  holding,  at  a  little  distance,  to  the  latter,  which  he  laid 
out  himself,  slack  upon  the  shore,  at  his  feet. 

The  wreck,  even  to  my  unpractised  eye,  was  breaking  op. 
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I  saw  that  she  was  parting  in  the  middle,  and  that  the  life  of 
the  solitary  man  upon  the  mast  hung  by  a  thread.  Still,  he 
clang  to  it.  He  had  a  singular  red  cap  on ,  —  not  like  a  sailor's 
cap,  but  of  a  finer  colour;  and  as  the  few  yielding  planks 
between  him  and  destruction  rolled  and  bulged,  and  his  anti- 
cipative  death-knell  rung,  he  was  seen  by  all  of  us  to  wave  it. 
I  saw  him  do  it  now,  and  thought  I  was  going  distracted,  when 
his  action  brought  an  old  remembrance  to  my  mind  of  a  once 
dear  friend. 

Ham  watched  the  sea,  standing  alone,  with  the  silence  of 
suspended  breath  behind  him,  and  the  storm  before,  until 
there  was  a  great  retiring  wave,  when ,  with  a  backward  glance 
at  those  who  held  the  rope  which  was  made  fast  round  his 
body,  he  dashed  in  after  it,  and  in  a  moment  was  buffetting 
with  the  water ;  rising  with  the  hills,  falling  with  the  valleys, 
lost  beneath  the  foam ;  then  drawn  again  to  land.  They  hauled 
in  hastily. 

He  was  hurt.  I  saw  blood  on  his  face ,  from  where  I  stood ; 
but  he  took  no  thought  of  that.  He  seemed  hurriedly  to  give 
them  some  directions  for  leaving  him  more  free  — -  or  so  I 
judged  from  the  motion  of  his  arm  -^  and  was  gone  as  before. 

And  now  he  made  for  the  wreck,  rising  with  the  hills, 
falling  with  the  valleys,  lost  beneath  the  rugged  foam,  borne 
in  towards  the  shore,  borne  on  towards  the  ship,  striving  hard 
and  valiantly.  The  distance  was  nothing,  but  the  power  of  the 
sea  and  wind  made  the  strife  deadly.  At  length  he  neared  the 
wreck.  He  was  so  near,  that  wiUi  one  more  of  his  vigorous 
strokes  he  would  be  clinging  to  it,  —  when,  a  high,  green, 
▼ast  hill-side  of  water,  moving  on  shoreward,  from  beyond 
the  ship,  he  seemed  to  leap  up  into  it  with  a  mighty  bound, 
and  the  ship  was  gone  I 

Some  eddying  fragments  I  saw  in  the  sea,  as  if  a  mere  cask 
had  been  broken,  in  running  to  the  spot  where  they  were 
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hanlinif  in.  Coniteniation  mis  in  everj  face.  Thej  ^ktew  him 
to  nrf  ▼erj'  feet —  inMiittblie  —  dead.  He  was  carried  to  the 
nearett  liowe;  and,  no  one  prerentiiig  me  now,  I  remained 
near  him,  hosy,  ifhile  eTerj  meant  of  restoration  were  tried; 
hot  ha  had  heen  heaten  to  death  by  the  great  wave,  and  hii 
goneroae  heart  was  stilled  for  ever. 

As  I  sat  beside  the  bed,  when  hope  was  abandoned  and  aQ 
was  done,  a  fisherman,  who  had  known  me  when  Emily  and  I 
were  children,  and  ever  since,  whispered  my  naave  at  the 
door.^ 

"Sir,*'  said  he,  with  tears  starting  to  his  weather-beaten 
face,  which,  with  his  trembling  Hps,  was  ashy  pale,  ^w31  yoa 
come  over  yonder  ?  *' 

The  old  remembrance  that  had  been  readied  to  me,  was  in 
his  k>ok.  I  asked  him,  terroir'^trioken,  leacningon  the  arm  be 
held  out  to  support  me : 

"Has  a  body  come  ashore?*' 

He  said,  "Yes/* 

"Dolkaowit?**  laskedthen. 

He  answered  nothing. 

But,  he  led  me  to  the  shore.  And  on  that  part  of  it  whers 
she  and  I  had  looked  for  shells,  two  children  —  on  thait  part 
of  it  wh^e  some  lighter  fragments  of  the  old  boat,  blown 
down  last  night,  had  been  scattered  by  thewmd  —  among  the 
ruins  of  the  home  he  had  wronged  —  I  saw  him  lying  with  }m 
head  upon  his  aim,  an  I  had  often  aaen  him  tie  ait  school. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

Tbe  B«v  w«und,-aod  the  oH. 

No  need,  OSteerforth,  to  have  said,  when  we  last  spoke 
together,  in  that  hour  which  I  so  little  deemed  to  be  our 
pardng-faour  —  no  need  to  have  siud,  "Think  of  me  at  my 
best  I  *'  I  had  done  that  ever ;  and  conld  I  change  now,  looking 
on  this  sight  1 

They  brought  a  hand-bier,  and  laid  him  on  it,  and  covered 
him  wi&  a  flag,  and  took  him  up  and  bore  him  on  towards  the 
houses.  All  the  men  who  carried  him  had  known  him,  and 
gone  sailing  with  him,  and  seen  him  merry  and  bold*  They 
carried  him  through  the  wild  roar,  a  hush  in  the  midst  of  all 
iSkte  tumult;  and  took  him  to  the  cotti^e  where  Death  was 
already. 

But,  when  they  set  the  bier  down  on  the  threshold,  they 
looked  at  one  another,  and  at  me,  and  whispered.  I  knew 
why.  They  felt  as  if  it  were  not  right  to  lay  him  down  in  the 
same  quiet  room. 

We  went  into  the  town,  and  took  our  burden  to  the  inn. 
So  soon  as  I  could  at  all  collect  my  thoughts ,  I  sent  for  Joram, 
and  begged  him  to  provide  me  a  conveyance  in  which  It  could 
be  got  to  London  in  the  night.  I  knew  that  the  care  of  it ,  and 
the  hard  duty  of  preparing  his  mother  to  receive  it,  could  only 
rest  with  me ;  and  I  was  anxious  to  discharge  that  duty  as  faith- 
fully as  I  could. 

I  chose  the  night  for  the  journey,  that  there  might  be  less 
ourionty  when  I  left  the  town.  But,  although  it  was  nearly 
midnight  when  I  came  out  of  the  yard  in  a  chaise ,  followed  by 
what  I  had  in  charge,  there  were  many  people  waitin'    ^'^"^ 
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intervals,  along  the  town,  and  even  a  little  way  out  upon  the 
road,  I  saw  more;  but  atlength  only  the  bleak  night  and  the 
open  country  were  around  me,  and  the  ashes  of  my  youthful 
friendship. 

Upon  a  mellow  autumn  day,  about  noon,  when  the  ground 
was  perfumed  by  fallen  leaves,  and  many  more,  in  beautiful 
tints  of  yellow,  red,  and  brown,  yet  hung  upon  the  trees, 
through  which  the  sun  was  shining,  I  arrived  at  Highgate. 
I  walked  the  last  mile ,  thinking  as  I  went  along  of  what  I  had 
to  do ;  and  lefl  the  carriage  that  had  followed  me  all  through 
the  night,  awaiting  orders  to  advance. 

The  house,  when  I  came  up  to  it,  looked  just  tiie  same. 
Not  a  blind  was  raised;  no  sign  of  life  was  in  the  dull  paved 
court,  with  its  covered  way  leading  to  the  disused  door.  The 
wind  had  quite  gone  down,  and  nothing  moved. 

I  had  not,  at  first,  the  courage  to  ring  at  the  gate;  and 
when  I  did  ring,  my  errand  seemed  to  me  to  be  expressed  in 
the  very  sound  of  the  bell.  The  little  parlour-maid  came  out, 
with  the  key  in  her  hand;  and  looking  earnestly  at  me  as  she 
unlocked  the  gate ,  said: 

**  I  beg  your  pardon.  Sir.    Are  you  ill?" 
"I  have  been  much  agitated,  and  am  fatigued.*' 
"Is  anything  the  matter,  Sir?  —  Mr.  Jamea?  — '* 
"Hush!'*  said  I.    "Yes,  something  has  happened,  that  I 
have  to  break  to  Mrs.  Steerforth.    She  is  at  home  ?  *' 

The  girl  anxiously  replied  that  her  mistress  was  very 
seldom  out  now,  even  in  a  carriage;  that  she  kept  her  room; 
that  she  saw  no  company,  but  would  see  me.  Her  mistress 
was  up,  she  said ,  and  Miss  Dartle  was  with  her.  What  message 
should  she  take  up-stairs? 

Giving  her  a  strict  charge  to  be  careful  of  her  manner,  and 
only  to  carry  in  my  card  and  say  I  waited,  I  sat  down  in  the 
drawing-room  (which  we  .had  now  reached)  until  she  should 
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come  back.  Its  former  pleasant  air  of  occupation  was  gone, 
and  the  shutters  were  half  closed.  The  harp  had  not  been 
used  for  many  and  many  a  day.  His  picture,  as  a  boy,  was 
there.  The  cabinet  in  which  his  mother  had  kept  his  letters 
was  there.  I  wondered  if  she  ever  read  them  now;  if  she 
would  ever  read  them  more ! 

The  house  was  so  still,  that  I  heard  the  girl's  light  step  up 
stairs.  On  her  return,  she  brought  a  message,  to  the  effect 
that  Mrs.  Steerforth  was  an  invalid  and  could  not  come  down; 
but,  that  if  I  would  excuse  her  being  in  her  chamber,  she 
would  be  glad  to  see  me.  In  a  few  moments  I  stood  be- 
fore her. 

She  was  in  his  room;  not  in  her  own.  I  felt,  of  course, 
that  she  had  taken  to  occupy  it,  in  remembrance  of  him;  and 
that  the  many  tokens  of  his  old  sports  and  accomplishments, 
by  which  she  was  surrounded,  remained  there ,  just  as  he  had 
left  them,  for  the  same  reason.  She  murmured,  however, 
even  in  her  reception  of  me,  that  she  was  out  of  her  own 
chamber  because  its  aspect  was  unsuited  to  her  infirmity ;  and 
with  her  stately  look  repelled  the  least  suspicion  of  the  truth. 

At  her  chair,  as  usual,  was  Rosa  Dartle.  From  the  first 
moment  of  her  dark  eyes  resting  on  me,  I  saw  she  knew  I  was 
the  bearer  of  evil  tidings.  The  scar  sprung  into  view  that 
instant.  She  withdrew  herself  a  step  behind  the  chair,  to  keep 
her  own  face  out  of  Mrs.  Steerforth's  observation;  and  scruti- 
nised me  with  a  piercing  gaze  that  never  faltered,  never 
shrunk. 

'*I  am  sorry  to  observe  you  are  in  mourning.  Sir,'*  said 
Mrs.  Steerforth. 

**  I  am  unhappily  a  widower,"  said  I. 

'*You  are  very  young  to  know  so  great  a  loss,"  she  re- 
turned. ''I  am  grieved  to  hear  it.  I  am  grieved  to  hear  it. 
I  hope  Time  will  be  good  to  you." 
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**I  hope  Time,"  aaid  I»  looking  iti  her*  ''will  be  ^od  to 
all  of  Q».  Dew  Urs.  Steerf«rib»  ve  nuut  «U  tnut  to  that,  in 
our  heaviest  nisfortiiaes.*' 

Tlie  earnestnets  of  mj  iiiaiiner»  and  die  lean  in  my  e^es, 
alarmed  ker.  The  whole  «earae  of  her  thooghti  appeared  to 
stop,  and  change. 

lined  to  oommasd  mj  'voicein  gently  eajing  Us  same,  Imt 
it  trembled.  She  xepeated  it  to  heraelf ,  two  xnr  three  timeB, 
in  a  low  tQpe.  Then ,  addressing  me,  she  said,  with  enfisroed 
eaimnees: 

''liysonisill." 

"Very  ill." 

"You  have  seen  him? " 

"I  have." 

•*  Are  you  reconciled  ?  " 

I  could  not  say  Tes,  I  could  not  say  No.  She  slightly 
turned  her  head  towards  the  spot  where  Rosa  Daitle  bad  been 
standing  at  her  elbow ^  and  in  that  moment  I  said,  by  the 
motion  of  my  lips ,  to  Rosa  "Dead ! " 

That  Mrs.  Steerforth  might  not  be  induced  to  look  behind 
her»  and  read,  plainly  written,  what  she  was  not  yet  prepared 
to  know,  I  met  her  look  quickly;  but  I  had  seen  Rosa  Dartie 
throw  her  hands  up  in  the  air  with  vehemence  of  despair  and 
horror,  and  then  clasp  them  on  her  face. 

The  handsome  lady — so  like,  O  so  like!  —  regarded  me 
with  a  fixed  look,  and  put  her  hand  to  her  forehead.  I  be- 
soi^ht  her  to  be  calm,  and  prepare  herself  to  bear  what  I  had 
to  tell;  but  I  should  rather  have  entreated  her  to  weep,  for 
she  sat  like  a  stone  figure. 

"Whenlwaslastliere,"  Ifaltered,  "Miss  DarUe  told  me 
he  was  sailing  here  and  there.  The  night  before  laalwasa 
dreadful  one  at  sea.    If  he  were  at  aea  that  night,  and  near  a 
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^ADferoas  coast,  as  it  Ib  said  he  was ;  and  if  tbe  Teead  that  waa 
seen  should  really  be  die  ship  f^kh  — ' ' 

'^Bosal"  said  Mrs.  Steerfortib,  ''come  to  me i'* 

She  came,  but  with  no  sTmpatby  or  genUeness.  Her  eyes 
gleamed  Uke  fire  as  she  confronted  his  mother,  and  broke  into 
AiHghtfullaugh. 

*'Now/'  she  saidj  ''is  your  pride  appeased,  you  mad- 
woman ?  Now  has  he  made  atonement  to  yon  —  with  bis  Ufel 
Do  yon  hear?  —  His  life  I " 

Mrs.  Steerforth,  fallen  back  stiffly  in  her  chair,  and  ma- 
king no  sound  but  a  moan ,  cast  her  eyes  upon  her  with  a  wide 
stare. 

"Aye!'*  cried  Rosa,  smiting  herself  passionately  on  the 
breast,  ^look  at  me  I  Moan,  and  groan,  and  look  at  me!  Look 
here  r'  striking  the  scar,  "at  your  dead  child's  handy  work ! " 

The  moan  tSie  mother  uttered,  from  time  to  time,  went  to 
my  heart.  Always  the  same.  Always  inarticulate  and  stifled. 
Always  accompanied  with  an  incapable  motion  of  the  head, 
bcTt  with  no  Change  of  face.  Always  proceeding  from  a  rigid 
mouth  and  closed  teeth ,  as  if  the  jaw  were  locked  and  the  face 
frozen  iip  in  pain. 

"Do  you  remember  when  he  did  this?'*  she  proceeded. 
"Do  you  remeaiber  when,  in  his  inheritance  of  your  nature, 
and  in  your  pampering  of  his  pride  and  passion,  he  did  this, 
and  disfigured  me  for  life?  Look  «t  »e,  marked  until  I  die 
iritk  his  bi^  dispieasare;  and  aowa  and  groan  for  what  you 
madebimi" 

*'Miss  D«rtle,"  I«ntreatedber.    " For  Hearen's  sake — " 

"If0tUap«akI"  she  said,  turning  onmewitfti  her  ligfatning 
ej«s.  "Be  silent,  youl  Look  at  me,  I  say,  proud  mother 
of  a  proud  false  son!  Moan  for  your  nurture  of  him,  moan 
for  yonr  coiruption  of  him ,  moan  for  your  loss  of  him ,  moan 
for  mine!'* 
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She  denched  her  hand,  and  trembled  through  her  spare, 
worn  fignre,  as  if  her  passion  were  killing  her  by  inches. 

^<Yo0,  resent  his  self-will!**  she  exclaimed.  "You,  in- 
jured bj  his  haughty  temper  I  You,  who  opposed  to  both, 
when  your  hair  was  grey,  the  qualities  which  made  both  when 
you  gave  him  birth  1  You,  who  from  his  cradle  reared  him  to 
be  what  he  was ,  and  stunted  what  he  should  have  been  1  Are 
you  rewarded,  now,  foryouryears  of  trouble?" 

'<OMissDartle,  shame!  O  cruel  I*' 

''I  tell  you,*'  she  returned,  '*I  will  speak  to  her.  No 
power  on  earth  should  stop  me,  while  I  was  standing  here  I 
Have  I  been  silent  all  these  years,  and  shall  I  not  speak  now? 
I  loved  him  better  than  you  ever  loved  him !  **  turning  on  her 
fiercely.  '*I  could  have  loved  him,  and  asked  no  return.  If 
I  had  been  his  wife ,  I  could  have  been  the  slave  of  his  caprices 
for  a  word  of  love  a-year.  I  should  have  been.  Who  knows 
it  better  than  I?  You  were  exacting,  proud,  punctilious,  self- 
ish. My  love  would  have  been  devoted  —  would  have  trod 
your  paltry  whimpering  under  foot!  ** 

With  flashing  eyes,  she  stamped  upon  the  ground  as  if  she 
actually  did  it. 

**  Look  here!**  she  said,  striking  the  scar  again,  with  a  re- 
lentless hand.  **  When  he  grew  into  the  better  understanding 
of  what  he  had  done,  he  saw  it,  and  repented  of  it!  I  could 
sing  to  him,  and  talk  to  him,  and  show  the  ardour  that  I  felt  in 
all  he  did,  and  attain  with  labour  to  such  knowledge  as  most 
interested  him;  and  I  attracted  him.  When  he  was  freshest 
and  truest,  he  loved  iiM.  Yes,  he  did!  Many  a  time,  when 
you  were  put  off  with  a  slight  word,  he  has  taken  Me  to  his 
heart!** 

She  said  it  with  a  taunting  pride  in  the  midst  of  her  frensy 
—  for  it  was  little  less  —  yet  with  an  eager  remembrtnoe  of  it, 
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in  which  the  smoaldering  embers  of  a  gentler  feeling  kindled 
for  the  moment. 

"I  descended  —  as  I  might  have  known  I  should ,  but  that 
he  fascinated  me  with  his  boyish  courtship  —  into  a  doll ,  a 
trifle  for  the  occupation  of  an  idle  hour,  to  be  dropped,  and 
taken  up,  and  trifled  with,  as  the  inconstant  humour  took  him. 
When  he  grew  wearj,  I  grew  weary.  As  his  fancy  died  out, 
I  would  no  more  have  tried  to  strengthen  any  power  I  had, 
than  I  would  have  married  him  on  his  being  forced  to  take  me 
for  his  wife.  We  fell  |away  from  one  another  without  a  word. 
Perhaps  you  saw  it,  and  were  not  sorry.  Since  then,  I  have 
been  a  mere  disfigured  piece  of  furniture  between  you  both; 
having  no  eyes,  no  ears,  no  feelings,  no  remembrances. 
Moan?  Moan  for  what  yon  made  him ;  not  for  your  love.  I 
tell  you  that  the  time  was,  when  I  loved  him  better  than  you 
ever  did  I'* 

She  stood  with  her  bright  angry  eyes  confronting  the  wide 
stare,  and  the  set  face;  and  softened  no  more,  when  the 
monaning  was  repeated,  than  if  the  face  had  been  a  picture. 

<*MissDartle,'*  said  I,  **if  you  can  be  so  obdurate  as  not 
to  feel  for  this  afflicted  mother — " 

''Who  feels  for  me?^*  she  sharply  retorted.  *'She  has 
sown  this.  Let  her  moan  for  the  harvest  that  she  reaps 
to-day  1 " 

"Andifhis  faults—"  I  began. 

'*  Faults  1  *'  she  cried,  bursting  into  passionate  tears.  "  Who 
dares  malign  him  ?  He  had  a  soul  worth  millions  of  the  friends 
to  whom  he  stooped  I  ** 

"No  one  can  have  loved  him  better,  no  one  can  hold  him  , 
in  dearer  remembrance,  than  I,**  I  replied.    "I  meant  to  say, 
if  you  have  no  compassion  for  his  mother ;  or  if  his  faults 
—  you  have  been  bitter  on  them  —  " 
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«at  *8  fSalse,"  the  cri«d,  tMring  Iter  hhxk  iiair;  <'I  loved 
him  I" 

'<—  cannot,"  I  went  on,  "b«  bankhed  £wm  joor  re- 
membrmnce,  inAadhaahoiir;  iookathatfigincey  even  na  ose 
you  hoTO  never  teen  bolore,  and  jrender  itaome  kelp ! " 

All  this  tHM,  the  ftgnn  was  mehanged,  and  looked  un- 
changeable. Motionless,  rigid ,  staring ;  moaning  in  the  same 
dumb  wmy  from  time  to  time,  widi  the  same  hedpleaa  motion 
of  the  head ;  bnt  giving  no  other  sign  of  Hfe.  Ifiss  Daxfle 
suddenly  kneeled  down  before  it,  and  began  to  loosen  the 
dress. 

^' A  corse  upon  yon  1'*  she  said,  looking  round  at  me,  with 
a  mingled  expression  of  rage  and  grief.  '*It  was  in  an  evil 
hour  that  you  ever  came  here  I    A  curse  upon  yon  1     Go  t  *' 

After  passing  out  of  the  room,  I  hurried  back  to  ring  the 
bell ,  the  sooner  to  alarm  the  servants.  She  had  then  taken 
the  impaserve  figure  in  her  arms,  and,  still  upon  ber  knees, 
was  weeping  over  it,  kissing  it,  calling  to  it,  rocking  it  to 
and  fro  upon  ber  bosom  like  a  chfld ,  and  trying  every  tender 
means  to  rouse  the  dormant  senses.  No  kmger  afrmd  of 
leaving  her,  I  noiselessly  turned  back  agttn ;  aend  alanned  the 
house  as  I  wenft  out. 

Later  in  the  day,  I  returned,  and  we  laid  him  in  his 
mother's  room.  She  was  just  the  same,  they  told  me;  Ifiss 
Dartle  never  left  her ;  doctors  were  in  attendance,  many  liungs 
had  been  tried;  but  she  lay  like  a  etatne,  ezeept  for  die  low 
sound  now  and  then. 

I  went  through  the  dreary  house,  and  dairicened  the  win- 
dows. Hie  windows  of  the  diand>Br  where  he  lay ,  I  darkened 
last  I  lifted  up  the  leaden  hand,  and  held  it  to  my  heart; 
and  all  the  world  seemed  death  and  ailenee,  broken  onl^  by 
his  mother's  moaning. 


CHAPTER  XX. 

Tbe  emigranU* 

Onb  thing  more,  I  had  to  do,  before  yielding  myself  to 
tbe  shock  of  these  emotions.  It  was,  to  conceal  what  had 
oecnrred,  from  those  who  were  going  away ;  and  to  dismiss 
them  on  their  voyage  in  happy  ignorance.  In  this ,  no  time 
was  to  be  lost. 

I  took  Mr.  Micawber  aside  that  same  night,  and  confided 
to  him  the  task  of  standing  between  Mr.  Peggotty  and  intel- 
ligence of  the  late  catastrophe.  He  aealously  ondertook  to  do 
so,  and  to  intercept  any  newspaper  through  which  it  might, 
'withontsooh  precautions ,  reach  him. 

"If  it  penetrates  to  him,  Sir,**  said  Mr.  Micawber,  stri- 
king himself  on  the  breast,  "it  shall  first  pass  through  this 
body^" 

Mr;IGcawber,  I  most  obserre,  in  his  adaptation  of  him- 
self to  a  new  state  of  society,  had  acquired  a  bold  buccaneer- 
ing air,  not  absolutely  lawless,  but  defensive  and  prompt. 
One  might  have  supposed  him  a  child  of  the  wilderness ,  long 
acenstomed  to  live  out  of  the  confines  of  civilisation,  and 
About  to  return  to  his  native  w^ds. 

He  had  provided  himself,  among  other  things,  with  a 
complete  suit  of  oil-skin,  and  a  straw-hat  with  a  very  low 
crown,  pitdied  or  eaulked  on  the  outside.  In  this  rough 
clothing,  with  a  common  marraer*s  telescope  under  his  arm, 
and  a  shrewd  trick  of  easting  up  his  eye  at  the  sky  as  looking 
out  for  dirty  weather,  he  was  far  more  nautical,  after  his 
manner,  than  Mr.  Peggotty.  His  whole  family,  if  I  may  so 
express  it,  were  cleared  for  action.    I  found  Mrs.  Micawber 


334 


in  the  closest  and  most  nncomprominng  of  bonnets ,  made 
fast  under  the  chin ;  and  in  a  shawl  which  tied  her  up  (aa  I 
had  been  tied  ap,  when  my  aunt  first  received  me)  like  a 
bundle,  and  was  secured  behind  at  the  waist,  in  a  strong 
knot*  Miss  Micawber  I  found  made  snug  for  stormy  weather, 
in  the  same  manner;  with  nothing  superfluous  about  her. 
Master  Micawber  was  hardly  visible  in  a  Guernsey  ahirt,  and 
the  shaggiest  suit  of  slops  I  ever  saw ;  and  the  children  were 
done  up,  like  preserved  meats,  in  impervious  cases.  Both 
Mr.  Micawber  and  his  eldest  son  wore  their  sleeves  loosely 
turned  back  at  the  wrists,  as  being  ready  to  lend  a  hand  in  any 
direction,  and  to  'Humble  up,*'  or  sing  out,  "Yeo  —  Heave 
—  Yeo  I  **  on  the  shortest  notice. 

Thus  Traddles  and  I  found  them  at  nightfall,  assembled 
on  the  wooden  steps,  at  that  time  known  as  Hungerford  Stairs, 
watching  the  departure  of  a  boat  with  some  of  their  property 
on  board.  I  had  told  Traddles  of  the  terrible  event,  and  it 
had  greatly  shocked  him;  but  there  could  be  no  doubt  of  the 
kindness  of  keeping  it  a  secret,  and  he  had  come  to  help  me 
in  this  last  service.  It  was  here  that  I  took  Mr.  Micawber 
aside,  and  received  his  promise. 

The  Micawber  family  were  lodged  in  a  littie,  dirty,  tumble- 
down pablic^house,  which  in  those  days  was  close  to  the  stairs, 
and  whose  protruding  wooden  rooms  overhung  the  river. 
The  family,  as  emigrants,  being  objects  of  some  interest  in 
and  about  Hungerford ,  attracted  so  many  beholders ,  that  we 
were  glad  to  take  refuge  in  their  room.  It  was  one  of  the 
wooden  chambers  np-stairs,  with  the  tide  flowing  underneath. 
My  aunt  and  Agnes  were  there,  busily  making  some  littie 
extra  comforts,  in  the  way  of  dress,  for  the  children.  Peg- 
go  tty  was  quietiy  assisting,  with  the  old  insensible  woik-box, 
yard  measure,  and  bit  of  wax-candle  before  her,  that  had 
now  outiived  so  much. 
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It  was  not  easy  to  answer  her  inqniries ;  still  less  to  whisper 
Mr.  Feggottj,  when  Mr.  Micawber  brought  him  in,  that  I 
had  given  the  letter,  and  all  was  well.  Bat  I  did  both,  and 
made  them  happy.  If  I  showed  any  trace  of  what  I  felt,  my 
own  sorrows  were  sufficient  to  account  for  it. 

"And  when  does  the  ship  sail,  Mr.  Mioawber?"  asked  my 
aunt. 

Mr.  Micawber  considered  it  necessary  to  prepare  either 
my  aunt  or  his  wife,  by  degrees,  and  said,  sooner  than  he 
had  expected  yesterday. 

^'The  boat  brought  you  word,  I  suppose?'*  said  my 
aunt. 

"It  did,  Ma*am,*'  he  returned. 

"  Well  ?  *'  said  my  aunt.    "  And  she  sails  — '* 

<•  Madam,'*  he  replied,  "I  am  informed  that  we  must 
positively  be  on  board  before  seven  to-morrow  morning." 

"Heyday  I "  said  my  aunt,  "that 's  soon.  Is  it  a  sea-going 
fact,  Mr.Peggotty?" 

"'T  is  so.  Ma'am.  She  '11  drop  down  the  river  with  that 
theer  tide.  If  Mas'r  Davy  and  my  sister  comes  aboard  at 
Gravesen*,  artemoon  o'  next  day^,  they  '11  see  the  last  on  us." 

"And  that  we  shall  do,"  said  I,  "besurel" 

"Until  then,  and  until  we  are  at  sea,"  observed  Mr.  Mi- 
cawber, with  a  glance  of  intelligence  at  me,  "Mr.  Peggotfy 
and  myself  will  constantly  keep  a  double  look-out  together, 
on  our  goods  and  chattels.  Emma,  my  love,"  said  Mr. 
Micawber,  clearing  his  throat  in  his  magnificent  way,  "my 
friend  Mr.  Thomas  Traddles  is  so  obliging  as  to  solicit,  in  my 
ear,  that  he  should  have  the  privilege  of  ordering  the  in* 
gredtents  necessary  to  the  composition  of  a  moderate  portion 
ofthat  Beverage  which  is  peculiarly  associated,  in  our  minds, 
with  the  Roast  Beef  of  old  England.  I  allude  to  —  in  shorty 
Punch.    Under  ordinary  circumstances,  I  should  scruple  to 
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entreal  the  indalgenee  of  Miss  Trotwood  and  Mm  Wkkfield. 
bat-" 

'*I  can  only  say  for  myself/*  said  my  aont,  "tbati  «ill 
drink  all  happiness  and  sncoess  to  you,  Mr.  Micawber,  with 
the  utmost  pleasure.*' 

''And  I  too  I**  said  Agnes,  withasmil«. 

Mr.  Micawber  immediately  descended  to  the  bar,  where  he 
appeared  to  be  quite  at  home ;  and  in  due  time  returned  with  a 
steaming  jug.  I  could  not  but  observe  that  he  had  been  peel- 
ing the  lemons  with  his  own  clasp-knife,  which,  as  became  the 
knife  of  a  practical  settler,  was  about  a  foot  long;  and  which 
he  wiped ,  not  wholly  without  ostentation ,  on  the  sleeve  of  his 
coat.  Mrs.  Micawber  and  the  two  elder  members  of  the  fhmilj 
I  now  found  to  be  provided  with  similar  formidable  instru- 
ments, while  every  child  had  its  own  wooden  spooA  attached 
to  its  body  by  a  strong  line.  In  a  similar  antieipatiott  of  fife 
afloat,  and  in  the  Bush,  Mr.  Micawber,  instead  of  helping  Mrs. 
Micawber  and  his  eldest  son  and  daughter  to  punch,  in  wine- 
glasses, which  he  might  easily  have  done,  for  there  was  & 
shelf-full  in  the  room,  served  it  out  to  them  in  a  series  of  vil- 
lainous little  tin  pots;  and  I  never  saw  him  enjoy  anything  so 
much  as  drinking  out  of  his  own  partioular  pint  pot,  smd  put- 
ting it  in  his  poeket  at  the  close  of  the  evening. 

'*The  Inzuriea  of  the  old  country,**  said  Mr.  Micawber, 
with  an  intense  satisfaction  in  their  renouncement,  **we  aban- 
don. The  denizens  ofthe  forest  cannot,  of  course^  expect  to 
participate  in  the  refinements  of  the  land  of  the  Free.*^' 

Here»  a  boy  came  in  to  say  that  Mr.  Micawber  was  wanted 
down-stairs. 

''I  hare  a  presentiment,**  said  Mrs.  Micawber,  setting 
down  her  tin  pot^  ^  that  it  is  a  member  of  my  fhmily  I  ** 

''If  so,  my  dear,**  observed  Mr.  Micawber,  whii  hie  nsnal 
suddenness  of  warmth  on  that  sabjeet,  "as  the  member  of 
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your  family  —  whoever  he»  she,  or  it,  may  be  —  has  kept  us 
waiting  for  a  considerable  period,  perliaps  the  Member  may 
now  wait  my  convenience." 

'*Mi<^awber,"  said  his  wiib,  in  a  low  tone,  "at  such  a  time 
asKbia  — " 

"*^It  is  not  meet,*'*  said  Mr.  Micawbdr,  losing,  "*that 
overy  nice  offence  shotdd  bear  its  comment  1 '  Emma ,  I  stand 
reproved." 

"The  loss,  Micawber,"  observed  his  wife,  "has  been  my 
family's  not  yours.  If  my  family  are  at  length  sensible  of  the 
deprivation  to  which  their  own  conduct  has,  in  the  past,  ex- 
posed them,  and  now  desire  to  extend  the  hand  of  fellowship, 
let  it  not  be  repulsed." 

"My  dear,"  he  returned,  "so  be  it!" 

"If  not  for  their  sakes;  for  mine,  Micawber,"  said  his 
wife. 

"Emma,"  he  returned,  "that  view  of  the  question  is,  at 
such  a  moment,  irresistible.  I  cannot,,  even  now,  distinctly 
pledge  myself  to  fail  upon  your  family's  neck^  but  the  mem- 
ber of  your  family,  who  is  now  in  attendance,  shall  have  no 
genial  warmth  frozen  by  me." 

Mr.  Micawber  withdrew,  and  was  absent  some  little  time; 
in  the  course  of  which  Mrs.  Micawber  was  not  wholly  free  from 
an  apprehension  that  words  might  have  arisen  between  jhim 
and  the  Member.  At  length  the  same  boy  re*appeared,  and 
presented  me  with  a  note  written  in  pencil,  and  headed,  in  a 
legal  manner,  "Heep  v.  Micawber."  From  this  document,  I 
learned  that  Mr.  Micawber,  being  again  arrested,  was  in  a 
final  paroxysm  of  despair ;  and  that  he  begged  me  to  send  him 
his  knife  and  pint  pot,  by  bearer,  as  they  might  prove  service- 
able during  the  brief  remainder  of  his  existence,  in  jail.  He 
also  requested,  as  a  last  act  of  friendship ,  that  I  would  see  his 
David  CopperfiOd.  IH.  %% 
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family  to  the  Parish  Workhouse ,  and  forget  that  soch  a  Boing 
ever  lived. 

Of  course  I  answered  this  note  by  going  down  with  the  boy 
to  pay  the  money,  where  I  found  Mr.  Micawber  sitting  in  a 
corner,  looking  darkly  at  the  Sheriff *8  OjfHcer  who  had  ef- 
fected the  capture.  On  his  release ,  he  embraced  me  with  the 
utmost  fervour;  and  made  an  entry  of  the  transaction  in  his 
pocket-book  —  being  very  particular,  I  recollect,  about 
a  halfpenny  I  inadvertently  omitted  from  my  statement  of 
the  total. 

This  momentous  pocket-book  was  a  timely  reminder  to 
him  of  another  transaction.  On  our  return  to  the  room  up- 
stairs (where  he  accounted  for  his  absence  by  saying  that  it 
had  been  occasioned  by  circumstances  over  which  he  had  no 
control),  he  took  out  of  it  a  large  sheet  of  paper,  folded  small, 
and  quite  covered  with  long  sums,  carefully  worked.  From 
the  glimpse  I  had  of  them ,  I  should  say  that  I  never  saw  such 
suras  out  of  a  school  cyphering-book.  These,  it  seemed,  were 
calculations  of  compound  interest  on  what  he  called  "the  prin- 
cipal amount  of  forty-one,  ten,  eleven  and  a  half,*'  for  various 
periods.  Aflcr  a  careful  consideration  of  these,  and  an  ela- 
borate estimate  of  his  resources ,  he  had  come  to  the  condu- 
sion  to  select  that  sum  which  represented  the  amount  with 
compound  interest  to  two  years,  fifleen  calendar  months,  and 
fourteen  days,  from  that  date.  For  thi&  he  had  drawn  a  notc- 
of-hand  with  great  neatness,  which  he  handed  over  to  Trad- 
dies  on  the  spot,  a  discharge  of  his  debt  in  full  (as  between  man 
and  man) ,  with  many  acknowledgments. 

"I  have  still  a  presentiment,"  said  Mrs.  Micawber,  pensive- 
ly shaking  her  head,  "that  my  family  will  appear  on  board, 
before  we  finally  depart.** 

Mr.  Micawber  evidently  had  his  presentiment  on  the  sub- 
ject too,  but  he  put  it  in  his  tin  pot  and  swallowed  it. 
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"If  joa  have  any  opportonity  of  sending  letters  home,  on 
your  passage,  Mrs.  Micawber/*  said  my  aunt,  **you  must  let 
tts  hear  from  you,  you  know." 

**My  dear  Miss  Trotwood,"  she  reph'ed,  **I  shall  only  be 
too  happy  to  think  that  anyone  expects  to  hear  from  us.  I 
shall  not  fail  to  correspond.  Mr.  Copperfield,  I  trust,  as  an 
old  and  familiar  friend ,  will  not  object  to  receive  occasional 
intelligence,  himself,  from  one  who  knew  him  when  the  twins 
were  yet  unconscious?  " 

I  said  that  I  should  hope  to  hear,  whenever  she  had  an  op- 
portunity of  writing. 

''Please  Heaven,  there  will  be  many  such  opportunities,*' 
said  Mr.  Micawber.  "  The  ocean ,  in  these  times,  is  a  perfect 
fleet  of  ships ;  and  we  can  hardly  fail  to  encounter  many,  in 
running  over.  It  is  merely  crossing,'*  said  Mr.  Micawber, 
trifling  with  his  eye-glass,  ''merely  crossing.  The  distance  is 
quite  imaginary." 

I  think,  now,  how  odd  it  was,  but  how  wonderfully  like  Mr. 
Micawber,  that,  when  he  went  from  London  to  Canterbur}', 
he  should  have  talked  as  if  he  were  going  to  the  farthest  limits 
of  the  earth;  and,  when  he  went  from  England  to  Australia, 
as  if  he  were  going  for  a  little  trip  across  the  channel. 

*'0n  the  voyage ,  I  shall  endeavour,"  said  Mr.  Micawber, 
*' occasionally  to  spin  them  a  yarn;  and  the  melody  of  my  son 
Wilkins  will,  I  trust,  be  acceptable  at  the  galley-fire.  When 
Mrs.  Micawber  has  her  sea-legs  on  ^  an  expression  in  which  I 
hope  there  is  no  conventional  impropriety— she  will  give  them, 
I  dare  say.  Little  TaflQin.  Porpoises  and  dolphins,  I  believe, 
will  be  frequently  observed  athwart  our  Bows ;  and ,  either  on 
the  Starboard  or  the  Larboard  Quarter,  obje/sts  of  interest  will 
be  continually  descried.  In  short,"  said  Mr.  Micawber,  with 
the  old  genteel  air,  "the  probability  is,  all  will  be  found  so 
exciting,  alow  and  aloft ,  that  when  the  look-out,  stationed  in 
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the  main-top,  cries  Lmd-ho!  iro  riiall  be  Tery  eontkleniblj 
aatonishedt** 

With  that  he  floarished  off  the  contente  of  hie  litde  tm-poti 
as  if  he  had  made  the  TOyage,  and  had  passed  a  fint-claiB  exa- 
mination before  the  highest  na;val  authorities. 

*'  What  /  chiefly  hope,  my  dear  Mr.  Copperfield,*'  saidHrs. 
Micawber,  ^is,  that  in  some  branches  of  our  ftmily  ire 
may  live  again  in  the  old  eoimtry.  Do  not  frown,  Ifi- 
cawberl  I  do  not  now  refer  to  my  own  flunily,  but  to 
onr  children's  children.  However  vigorous  tJhe  sapling," 
said  Mrs. Micawber,  shaking  her  head,  "I  cannot  forget  &e 
parent-tree ;  and  when  our  race  attains  to  eminence  and  for- 
tune ,  I  own  I  should  wish  that  fortune  to  flow  into  the  cofos 
of  Britannia.*' 

<* My  dear,"  said  Mr.  Micawber,  ''Britannia  must  take  her 
chance.  I  am  bound  to  say  that  she  has  never  done  much  for 
me ,  and  that  I  have  no  particular  wish  upon  the  subject.** 

"Micawber,**  returned  Mrs.  Micawber,  "there,  you  are 
wrong.  You  are  going  out,  Micawber,  to  this  distant  dime, 
to  strengthen ,  not  to  weaken,  the  connexion  between  youre^ 
and  Albion.** 

"  The  connexion  in  question ,  my  love  ,*'  rejoined  Mr,  Iffi- 
cawber,  ''has  not  laid  me,  I  repeat,  under  thaX  load  of  per- 
sonal obligation,  that  I  am  at  all  sensitive  as  to  die  formation 
of  another  connexion.*' 

"Micawber,"  returned  Mrs.  Ii£cawber.  "There,  Ii^ain 
say,  you  are  wrong.  You  do  not  know  your  power,  Micaw- 
ber. Tt  is  that  which  will  strengthen,  even  in  this  step  you 
are  about  to  take,  the  connexion  between  yoursdf  and 
Albion."  •♦ 

Mr.  Sficawber  sat  in  his  elbow-chair,  wiUi  his  eyebrows 
ndsed;  half  receiving  and  half  repudiating  Mrs.  Micawber*s 
views  as  they  were  stated,  but  very  sensible  of  their  ibrsesight. 
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''MydearMr.  Copperfield/'  said  Mrs.  Micawber,  'Twish 
Mr.  Micawber  to  feel  his  position.  It  appears  to  me  highly  im- 
portant that  Mr.  Micawber  shoald,  from  the  hoar  of  his  em- 
barkation, feel  his  position.  Tonr  old  knowledge  of  me ,  my 
dear  Mr.  Copper&eld,  will  have  told  you  that  I  have  not  the 
sanguine  disposition  of  Mr.  Micawber.  My  disposition  is,  if 
I  may  say  so,  eminently  practicaL  I  know  that  this  is  a  long 
voyage.  I  know  that  it  will  involTO  many  privations  and  in- 
conveniences. I  cannot  shut  my  eyes  to  those  facts.  But,  I 
also  know  what  Mr.  Micawber  is.  I  know  the  latent  power  of 
Mr.  Micawber.  And  therefore  I  consider  it  vitally  important 
that  Mr.  Micawber  should  feel  his  position." 

*' My  love,**  he  observed,  '* perhaps  you  will  allow  me  to 
remark  that  it  b  barely  possible  that  I  do  feel  my  position  at 
the  present  moment.** 

"I  think  not,  Micawber,**  she  rejoined.  ^^Notfuliy.  My 
dear  Mr.  Copperfield,  Mr.  Micawber*8  is  not  a  common  case. 
Mr.  Micawber  is  going  to  a  distant  country ,  expressly  in  order 
that  he  may  be  fully  understood  and  appreciated  for  tiie  first 
time.  I  wish  Mr.  Micawber  to  take  his  stand  upon  that  ves- 
8el*S'prow,  and  firmly  say  *This  country  I  am  come  to  con- 
quer 1  Have  yon  honours?  Have  you  riches?  Have  you 
posts  of  profitable  pecuniary  emolument?  Let  them  bo 
brought  forward.  They  are  mine !  * " 

Mr.  Micawber,  glancing  at  us  all,  seemed  to  think  there 
was  a  good  deal  in  this  idea. 

**I  wish  Mr.  Micawber,  ifl  make  my  self  understood,*'  said 
Mrs.  Micawber,  in  her  argumentative  tone,  ''to  be  the  Giesar 
of  his  own  fortunes.  That,  my  dear  Mr.  Copperfield,  appears 
to  me  to  be  his  true  position.  From  the  first  moment  of  this 
voyage,  I  wish  Mr.  Micawber  to  stand  upon  that  vessel's  prow 
and  say,  'Enough  of  delay:  enough  of  disappointment: 
enough   of  limited  means.   That   was  in  the  old  country. 
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This  IB  the  new.     Prodnce   your    reparation.     Bring  it 
forward  I'" 

Mr.  Micawber  folded  his  arms,  in  a  resolute  manner,  as  if 
he  were  then  stationed  on  the  figare-head. 

*'And  doing  that,**  said  Mrs.  Micawber,  " — feeling  his 
position  —  am  I  not  right  in  saying  that  Mr.  Micawber  will 
strengthen,  and  not  weaken,  his  connexion  with  Britain?  An 
important  public  character  arising  in  that  hemisphere,  shall  I 
be  told  that  its  influence  will  not  be  felt  at  home?  Can  I  be 
so  weak  as  to  imagine  that  Mr.  Micawber,  wielding  the  rod  of 
talent  and  of  power  in  Australia,  will  be  nothing  in  England? 
I  am  but  a  woman ;  but  I  should  be  unworthy  of  myself,  and 
of  my  papa,  if  I  were  guilty  of  such  absurd  weakness.'* 

Mrs.  Micawber's  conviction  that  her  arguments  were  on- 
answerable,  gave  a  moral  elevation  to  her  tone  which  I  think  I 
had  never  heard  in  it  before. 

**And  therefore  it  is,**  said  Mrs.  Micawber,  ''that  I  the 
more  wish ,  that,  at  a  future  period,  we  may  live  again  on  the 
parent  soil.  Mr.  Micawber  may  be  —  I  cannot  disguise  from 
myself  that  the  probability  is ,  Mr.  Micawber  will  be  —  a  page 
of  History;  and  he  ought  then  to  be  represented  in  the  coun- 
try which  gave  him  birth ,  and  did  not  give  him  employment!  '* 

"My  love,**  observed  Mr.  Micawber,  "it  is  impossible  for 
me  not  to  bo  touched  by  your  affection.  I  am  always  willing  to 
defer  to  your  good  sense.  What  will  be  —  will  be.  Heaven 
forbid  that  I  should  grudge  my  native  country  any  portion  of 
the  wealth  that  may  be  accumulated  by  our  descendants!  *' 

"That  *s  well  ,**  said  my  aunt,  nodding  towards  Mr.  Peg- 
gotty,  "  and  I  drink  my  love  to  yon  all,  and  every  blessing  and 
success  attend  you !  ** 

Mr.  Peggotty  put  down  the  two  children  he  had  been  nur- 
sing, one  on  each  knee,  to  join  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Micawber  in 
drinking  to  all  of  us  in  return;  and  when  he  and  the  Micaw- 
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bers  cordially  shook  hands  as  comrades ,  and  his  brown  face 
brightened  with  a  smile ,  I  felt  that  he  would  make  his  way, 
establish  a  good  name,  and  be  beloved,  go  where  he  would. 

Even  the  children  were  instruct^,  each  to  dip  a  wooden 
spoon  into  Mr.  Micawber*s  pot,  and  pledge  us  in  its  contents. 
When  this  was  done,  my  aunt  and  Agnes  rose,  and  parted 
from  the  emigrants.  It  was  a  sorrowful  farewell.  They  were 
aU  crying;  the  children  hung  about  Agnes  to  the  last;  and  we 
left  poor  Mrs.  Micawber  in  a  very  distressed  condition,  sob« 
bing  and  weeping  by  a  dim  candle,  that  must  have  made  the 
room  look,  from  the  river,  like  a  miserable  light-house. 

I  went  down  again  next  morning  to  see  that  they  were 
^way.  They  had  departed,  in  a  boat,  as  early  as  five  o*clock. 
It  was  a  wonderful  instance  to  me  of  the  gap  such  partings 
make,  that  although  my  association  of  them  with  the  tumble- 
down public-house  and  the  wooden  stairs  dated  only  from 
last  night,  both  seemed  dreary  and  deserted,  now  that  they 
were  gone. 

In  the  afternoon  of  the  next  day,  my  old  nurse  and  I  went 
down  to  Gravesend.  We  found  the  ship  in  the  river,  sur- 
rounded by  a  crowd  of  boats ;  a  favourable  wind  blowing;  the 
signal  for  sailing  at  her  mast  head.  I  hired  a  boat  directly, 
and  we  put  off  to  her;  and  getting  through  the  little  vortex 
of  confusion  of  which  she  was  the  centre,  went  on  board. 

Mr.  Peggotty  was  waiting  for  us  on  deck.  He  told  me 
that  Mr.  Micawber  had  just  now  been  arrested  agun  (and  for 
the  last  time)  at  the  suit  of  Hcep,  and  that,  in  compliance 
with  a  request  I* had  made  to  him,  he  had  paid  the  money: 
which  I  repaid  him.  He  then  took  us  down  between  decks ; 
and  there,  any  lingering  fears  I  had  of  his  having  heard  any 
rumours  of  what  had  happened,  were  dispelled  by  Mr.  Micaw- 
ber*s  coming  out  of  the  gloom,  taking  his  arm  with  an  air 
of  friendship  and  protection,  and  telling  me  that  they  had. 
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sowoefy  bean  asander  for  a  moment,  since  the  night  before 
lut. 

It  was  such  a  strange  scene  to  me,  and  so  confined  and 
dark,  tiiat,  at  first,  I  cqnld  make  oat  hardly  anything;  but, 
by  degrees,  it  cleared,  as  my  eyes  became  more  accoetomed 
to  the  gloom,  and  I  seemed  to  stand  in  a  pietnre  by  Ostadx. 
Among  the  great  beams,  bulks,  and  ring-boite  of  tiie  ship, 
and  the  enugrant4>erths,  and  chests,  and  bundles,  and  bar- 
rels ,  and  heaps  of  miscellaneous  baggage  —  lighted  up ,  here 
and  there,  by  dangKng  lanterns ;  and  elsewhere  by  the  yellow 
day-light  straying  down  a  windsail  <n?  a  hatchway  —  were 
crowded  groups  of  people,  making  new  friendships,  taking 
leare  of  one  another,  ta&ing,  laughing,  crying,  eating  and 
drinking;  some,  already  settled  down  mto  the  possession  of 
their  few  feet  of  space, «with  their  little  households  arranged, 
and  tiny  children  established  on  stools,  or  in  dwarf  elbow- 
chairs;  others,  despairing  of  a  resting-place,  and  wandering 
disconsolately.  From  babies  who  had  but  a  week  or  two  of 
life  behind  them,  to  crooked  old  men  and  women  who  seemed 
to  have  but  a  week  or  two  of  life  before  tftiem;  and  from 
plou^unen  bodily  carrying  out  soil  of  England  on  their  boots, 
to  smiChs  taking  away  samples  of  its  soot  and  smoke  upon  their 
■kins ;  every  age  and  occupation  appeared  to  be  crammed  into 
the  narrow  compass  of  the  'tween  dedcs. 

As  my  eye  glanced  round  this  place ,  I  thought  I  saw  sit- 
ting, by  an  open  port,  with  one  oi  the  Mtcawber  children 
near  her,  a  figure  like  Emily's ;  it  first  attracted  my  attention, 
by  another  figure  parting  from  it  with  a  kiss ;'  and  as  it  glided 
calmly  away  through  the  disorder,  reminding  me  of —  Agnes ! 
But  in  the  rapid  motion  and  confusion,  and  in  the  nnsettle- 
ment  of  my  own  thou|^ ,  I  lost  it  again ;  and  only  knew  tiiat 
the  time  was  come  when  all  visitors  were  being  warned  to 
leave  the  ship;  that  my  nuise  was  dying  on  a  chest  beside 


I?" 

«* 


345 

me;  and  that  Mrs.  Gammidge,  assisted  by  some  youpger 
stooping  woman  in  black,  was  busily  arranging  Mr.  Feggotty*8 
^ods. 

"Is  there  any  last  wared,  Mas*r  Davy  ?  *'  said  he.  "  Is  there 
any  one  forgotten  thing  afore  we  p«rts? 

<<One  thing]  *'  said  I.    ''MarthaJ 

He  ionohed  the  younger  woman  I  have  mentioned  on  the 
shoulder  y  and  Maitiui  stood  before  me. 

^'Heaven  bless  yon,  you  good  man!"  eriedl.  *' You  take 
her  with  you!" 

She  answered  for  him,  with  a  burst  of  tears.  I  could  speak 
no  more,  at  that  time,  but  I  ^vrung  his  hand;  and  if  ever  I 
have  loved  and  honoured  any  man,  I  loved  and  honoured  that 
man  in  my  soul. 

The  ship  was  clearing  fast  of  strangers.  The  greatest  trial 
that  I  had,  remained.  I  told  him  what  the  noble  spirit  that 
was  gone,  had  given  me  in  charge  to  say  at  parting.  It  moved 
him  deeply.  But  when  he  charged  me,  in  return ,  with  many 
messages  of  affection  and  regret  for  those  deaf  ears,  he  moved 
me  more. 

The  time  was  come.  I  embraced  him,  took  my  weeping 
nUrse  upon  my  arm,  and  hurried  away.  On  deck,  I  took 
leave  of  poor  Mrs.  Micawber.  She  was  looking  distractedly 
about  for  her  family,  even  then;  and  her  last  words  to  me 
were,  that  she  never  would  desert  Mr.  Micawber. 

We  went  over  the  side  into  our  boat,  and  lay  at  a  little 
distance  to  see  the  ship  wafted  on  her  course.  It  was  then 
calm,  radiant  sunset.  She  lay  between  us ,  and  the  red  light; 
and  every  taper  line  and  spar  was  visible  against  the  glow. 
A  sight  at  once  so  beautiful,  so  mournful,  and  so  hopeful,  as 
the  glorious  ship,  lying,  still,  on  the  flushed  water,  with 
all  the  life  on  board  her  crowded  at  the  bulwarks,   and^ 
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there  clustering,  for  a  moment,  bare-headed  and  silent,  I 
never  saw. 

Silent,  only  for  a  moment.  As  the  sails  rose  to  the  wind, 
and  the  ship  began  to  move,  there  broke  from  all  the  boats 
three  resounding  cheers,  which  those  on  board  took  up,  and 
echoed  back,  and  which  were  echoed  and  re-echoed.  My 
heart  burst  out  when  I  heard  the  sound,  and  beheld  the 
waving  of  the  hats  and  handkerchiefs  —  and  then  I  saw  her! 

Then,  I  saw  her,  at  her  uncle*s  side,  and  trembling  on 
his  shoulder.  He  pointed  to  us  with  an  eager  hand ;  and  she 
saw  us,  and  waved  her  last  good-bye  to  me.  Aye,  Emily, 
beautiful  and  drooping,  cling  to  him  with  the  utmost  trust  of 
thy  bruised  heart ;  for  he  has  clung  to  thee,  with  all  the  might 
of  his  great  love ! 

Surrounded  by  the  rosy  light,  and  standing  high  upon 
the  deck,  apart  together,  she  clinging  to  him,  and  he  holding 
her,  they  solemnly  passed  away.  The  night  had  fallen  on  the 
Kentish  hills  when  we  were  rowed  ashore  —  and  fallen  daridy 
upon  me. 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

Absence. 

It  was  a  long  and  gloomy  night  that  gathered  on  me, 
haanted  by  the  ghosts  of  many  hopes,  of  many  dear  remem- 
brances, many  errors,  many  unvailing  sorrows  and  regrets. 

I  went  away  from  England,  not  knowing,  even  then,  how 
great  the  shock  was,  that  I  had  to  bear.  I  left  all  who  were 
dear  to  me,  and  went  away,  and  believed  that  I  had  borne  it, 
and  it  was  past.  As  a  man  upon  a  field  of  battle  will  receive  a 
mortal  hurt,  and  scarcely  know  that  he  is  struck,  so  I,  when 
I  was  left  alone  with  my  undisciplined  heart,  had  no  concep- 
tion of  the  wound  with  which  if,  had  to  strive. 

The  knowledge  came  upon  me,  not  quickly,  but  little  by 
little,  and  grain  by  grain.  The  desolate  feeling  with  which 
I  went  abroad ,  deepened  and  widened  hourly.  At  first  it  was 
a  heavy  sense  of  loss  and  sorrow,  wherein  I  could  distinguish 
little  else.  By  imperceptible  degrees,  it  became  a  hopeless 
consciousness  of  all  that  I  had  lost  —  love,  friendship,  in- 
terest; of  all  that  had  been  shattered  —  my  first  trust,  my 
first  affection,  the  whole  airy  castle  of  my  life;  ofall  that  re- 
mained —  a  ruined  blank  and  waste,  lying  wide  around  me, 
unbroken,  to  the  dark  horizon. 

If  ray  grief  were  selfish,  I  did  not  know  it  to  be  so. 
I  mourned  for  my  child-wife,  taken  from  her  blooming  world, 
so  young.  I  mourned  for  him  who  might  have  won  the  love 
and  admiration  of  thousands  as  he  had  won  mine  long  ago. 
I  mourned  for  the  broken  heart  that  had  found  rest  in  the 
stormy  sea;  and  for  the  wandering  remnants  of  the  simple 
home,  where  I  had  heard  the  night- wind  blowing,  when  I 
was  a  child. 
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From  the  accumulated  sadness  into  which  I  fell,  I  had  at 
length  no  hope  of  ever  issuing  again.  I  roamed  from  place  to 
place,  carrying  my  hurden  with  me  everywhere.  I  felt  its 
whole  weight  now;  and  I  drooped  beneath  it,  and  I  said  in 
my  heart  that  it  could  never  be  lightened. 

When  this  despondency  was  at  its  worst,  I  believed  that  I 
should  die.  Sometimes,  I  thought  that  I  would  like  to  die  at 
home,  and  actually  turned  back  on  my  road,  that  I  might  get 
there  soon.  At  other  times,  I  passed  on  farther  away,  from 
city  to  city,  seeking  I  know  not  what,  and  trying  to  leave  I 
know  not  what  behind. 

It  is  not  in  my  power  to  retrace,  one  by  one,  all  the  weary 
phases  of  distress  of  mind  through  which  I  passed.  There 
are  some  dreams  that  can  only  be  imperfectly  and  vaguely  de- 
scribed ;  and  when  I  oblige  myself  to  look  back  on  this  time  of 
my  life,  I  seem  to  be  recalling  such  a  dream.  I  see  mjself 
passing  on  among  the  novelties  of  foreign  towns,  palaces, 
cathedrals ,  temples ,  pictures,  castles,  tombs,  fantasdc  streets 
—  the  old  abiding  plaees  of  History  and  Fancy  —  as  a  dreamer 
might,  bearing  my  painful  load  through  all,  and  hardly  con- 
scious of  the  objects  as  they  fade  before  me.  Listlessness  to 
everything  but  brooding  sorrow,  was  the  night  that  fell  on 
my  undisciplined  hearts  Let  me  look  up  from  it  —  as  at  laat 
I  did,  thank  Heaven!  —  and  from  its  long,  sad,  wretched 
dream,  to  dawn. 

For  many  months  I  travelled  with  this  ever-darkeiiing 
cloud  upon  my  mind.  Some  blind  reasons  that  I  had  for  not 
returning  home  —  reasons  then  struggling  within  me,  vainly, 
for  more  distinct  expression  —  kept  me  on  my  pilgrimage. 
Sometimes,  I  had  proceeded  restlessly  from  place  to  place, 
stopping  nowhere;  sometimes,  I  had  lingered  long  in  one 
spot.  I  had  had  no  purpose,  no  sustaining  soul  within  me. 
anywhere. 
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I  was  in  Switzerland.  I  had  come  out  of  Italy,  over  one 
of  the  great  passes  of  the  Alps ,  and  had  since  wandered  with  a 
guide  among  the  bye-ways  of  the  mountuns.  If  those  awful 
flolitndes  had  spoken  to  my  heart,  I  did  not  know  it.  I  had 
found  sublimity  and  wonder  in  the  dread  heights  and  precipi- 
ces, in  the  roaring  torrents ,  and  the  wastes  of  ice  and  snow, 
but  as  yet  they  had  taught  me  nothing  else. 

I  came,  one  evening  before  sunset,  down  into  a  valley, 
where  I  was  to  rest.  In  the  course  of  my  descent  to  it,  by  the 
winding  track  along  the  mountain-side,  from  which  I  saw  it 
shining  far  below,  I  liiink  some  long-unwonted  sense  of  beauty 
and  tranquillity,  some  softening  influence  awakened  by  its 
peace ,  moved  faintly  in  my  breast.  I  remember  pausing  once, 
with  a  kind  of  sorrow  that  was  not  all  oppressive ,  not  quite 
despairing.  I  remember  ajmost  hoping  that  some  better 
change  was  possible  within  me. 

I  came  into  the  valley,  as  the  evening  sun  was  shining  on 
the  remote  heights  of  snow,  that  closed  it  in,  like  eternal 
clouds.  The  bases  of  the  mountains  forming  the  gorge  in 
-which  the  little  village  lay,  were  richly  green;  and  high  above 
this  gentler  vegetation,  grew  forests  of  dark  fir,  cleaving  the 
wintry  snow-drift,  wedge-like,  and  stemming  the  avalanche. 
Above  these ,  were  range  upon  range  of  craggy  steeps ,  grey 
rock,  bright  ice,  and  smooth  verdure-speoks  of  pasture,  all 
gradually  blending  with  the  crowning  snow.  '  Dotted  here  and 
there  on  the  mountain*s-side,  each  tiny  dot  a  home,  were 
lonely  wooden  cottages,  so  dwarfed  by  the  towering  heights 
that  they  appeared  too  small  for  toys.  So  did  even  the 
clustered  village  in  the  valley,  with  its  wooden  bridge  across 
the  stream,  where  the  stream  tumbled  over  broken  rocks, 
and  roared  away  among  theti^es.  In  the  quiet  air,  there 
was  a  sound  of  distant  singing  -^  shepherd  voices—  but,  as 
one  bright  evening  cloud  floated  midway  along  the  moun- 
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tainVside,  I  conld  almost  haye  believed  it  camo  from  there, 
and  was  not  earthly  music.  All  at  once,  in  this  serenity,  great 
Nature  spoke  to  me,  and  soothed  me  to  lay  down  my  weary 
head  upon  the  grass,  and  weep  as  I  had  not  wept  yet,  since 
Dora  died ! 

I  had  found  a  packet  of  letters  awaiting  me  but  a  few  mi- 
nutes before,  and  had  strolled  out  of  the  village  to  read  them 
while  my  supper  was  making  ready.  Other  packets  had  missed 
me,  and  I  had  received  none  for  a  long  time.  Beyond  aline 
or  two,  to  say  that  I  was  well,  and  had  arrived  at  sucli  a 
place ,  I  had  not  had  fortitude  or  constancy  to  write  a  letter 
since  I  left  homo. 

The  packet  was  in  my  hand.  I  opened  it,  and  read  the 
writing  of  Agnes. 

She  was  happy  and  useful,^  was  prospering  as  ahe  had 
lioped.  That  was  all  she  told  me  of  herself.  The  rest  re- 
ferred to  me. 

She  gave  me  no  advice;  she  urged  no  duty  on  me;  she 
only  told  me,  in  her  own  fervent  manner,  what  her  trust  in  me 
was.  She  knew  (she  said)  how  such  a  nature  as  mine  would 
turn  affliction  to  good.  She  knew  how  trial  and  emotion 
would  exalt  and  strengthen  it.  She  was  sure  that  in  my  every 
purpose  I  should  gain  a  firmer  and  a  higher  tendency  tlirongfa 
the  grief  I  had  undergone.  She,  who  so  gloried  in  my  fame, 
and  so  looked  forward  to  its  augmentation  until  I  should  be 
blessed,  beloved,  and  honoured  for  my  labours,  well  knew 
that  I  would  labour  on.  She  knew  that  in  my  heart,  aa  in  all 
hearts  that  were  great  and  good,  sorrow  could  not  be  weak- 
ness, but  must  be  strength.  As  the  endurance  of  my  childish 
days  had  done  its  part  to  make  me  what  I  was,  so  greater 
calamities  would  nerve  me  on,  to  be  yet  better  than  I  was; 
and  so,  as  they  had  taught  me,  would  I  teach  others.  She 
commended  me  to  God,  who  had  taken  my  innocent  darling 
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to  His  rest;  and  in  her  sisterly  aflTection  cherished  me  always, 
and  was  always  at  my  side  go  where  I  would,  proud  of  what 
I  had  done,  but  infinitely  prouder  yet  of  what  I  was  reserved 
to  do. 

I  put  the  letter  in  my  breast,  and  thought  what  had  I  been 
an  hour  ago  I  When  I  heard  the  voices  die  away,  and  saw  the 
quiet  evening  cloud  grow  djm,  and  all  the  colours  in  the  valley 
fade,  and  the  golden  snow  upon  the  mountain  tops  become  a 
remote  part  of  the  pale  night  sky,  yet  felt  that  the  night  was 
passing  from  my  mind,  and  all  ita  shadows  clearing,  there  was 
no  name  for  the  love  I  bore  her,  dearer  to  me  henceforward 
than  ever  until  then. 

I  read  her  letter,  many  times.  I  wrote  to  her  before  I 
slept.  I  told  her  that  I  had  been  in  sore  need  of  her  help ; 
that  without  her  I  was  not,  and  I  never  had  been,  what  she 
thought  me;  ^ut,  that  she  inspired  me  to  be  that,  and  I 
would  try. 

I  did  try.  In  three  months  more,  a  year  would  have 
passed  since  the  beginning  of  my  sorrow.  I  determined  to 
make  no  resolutions  until  the  expiration  of  those  three 
months,  but  to  try.  I  lived  in  that  valley  and  its  neighbour- 
hood all  the  time. 

The  three  months  gone,  I  resolved  to  remain  away  from 
home  for  some  time  longer;  to  settle  myself  for  the  present  in 
Switzerland,  which  was  growing  dear  to  me  in  the  remem- 
brance of  that  evening ;  to  resume  my  pen ;  to  work. 

I  resorted  humbly  whither  Agnes  had  commended  me;  I 
sovght  out  Nature,  never  sought  in  vain;  and  I  admitted  to 
my  breast  the  human  interest  I  had  lately  shrunk  from.  It 
was  not  long,  before  I  had  almost  as  many  friends  in  the  valley 
as  in  Yarmouth;  and  when  I  left  it,  before  the  winter  set  in» 
for  Geneva,  and  came  back  in  the  spring,  their  cordial  greet- 


85? 


ings  had  a  homely  soand  to  me,  although  they  were  not  oon* 
Toyed  in  English  words. 

I  worked  early  and  late,  patiendy  and  hard.  I  wrote  a 
Story,  with  a  purpose  growing,  not  remotely,  out  of  my  ex- 
perience, and  sent  it  to  Traddles,  and  he  arranged  for  its 
publicatipn  very  advantageously  for  me;  and  the  tidings  of  my 
growing  reputation  began  to  reach  me  from  travellers  whom  I 
encountered  by  chance.  After  some  rest  and  change,  I  fell 
to  work,  in  my  old  ardent  way,  on  a  new  fancy,  which  took 
strong  possession  of  me.  As  I  advanced  in  the  execution  of 
this  task,  I-  felt  it  more  and  morOt  and  roused  my  utmost 
energies  to  do  it  well.  This  was  my  third  work  of  fiction.  It 
was  not  half  written,  when,  in  an  interval  of  rest,  I  thought  of 
returning  home. 

For  a  long  time,  though  studying  and  working  patiently, 
I  had  accustomed  myself  to  robust  exercise.  My  health,  se- 
verely impaired  when  I  left  England,  was  quite  restored.  I 
had  seen  much*  I  had  been  in  many  countries,  and  I  hope  I 
had  improved  my  store  of  knowledge. 

I  have  now  recalled  all  that  I  think  it  needful  to  recall 
here,  of  this  term  of  absence  —  with  one  reservation.  I 
have  made  it,  thus  far,  with  no  purpose  of  suppressing  any 
of  my  thoughts,  for,  as  I  have  elsewhere  said,  this  narra- 
tive is  my  written  memory.  I  have  desired  to  keep  the  most 
secret  current  of  my  mind  apart,  an4  to  the  last.  I  enter  on 
it  now. 

I  cannot  so  completely  penetrate  the  mystery  of  my  own 
heart,  as  to  know  when  I  began  to  think  than  I  might  have  set 
its  earliest  and  brightest  hopes  on  Agnes.  I  eaiindt  flay  at 
what  stage  of  my  grief  it  first  became  associated  with  the  rfr- 
flection  that,  in  my  wayward  boyhood,  I  had  thronvn  away 
the  treasure  of  her  love.  I  believe  I  may  have  heard  some 
whisper  of  that  distant  thought,  in  the  old  unhappy  loss  or 
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want  of  Bomething  neyer  to  be  realised,  of  which  I  had  beetk 
sensible.  But  the  thought  came  into  my  mind  as  a  new  re- 
proach and  new  regret,  when  I  was  left  so  sad  and  lonely  in 
the  world. 

If,  at  that  time,  I  had  been  much  with  her,  I  should,  in 
the  weakness  of  my  desolation,  have  betrayed  this.  It  was 
what  I  remotely  dreaded  when  I  was  first  impelled  to  stay 
away  from  England.  I  could  not  have  borne  to  lose  the 
smallest  portion  of  her  sisterly  afiection;  yet,  in  that  be- 
trayal, I  should  have  set  a  constraint  between' us  hitherto 
unknown. 

I  could  not  forget  that  the  feeling  with  which  she  now 
regarded  me  had  grown  up  in  my  own  free  choice  and  course. 
That  if  she  had  ever  loved  me  with  another  love  —  and  I 
sometimes  thought  the  time  was  when  she  might  have  Mono 
so  —  I  had  cast  it  away.  It  was  nothing,  now,  that  I  had 
accustomed  myself  to  think  of  her,  when  we  were  both  mere 
children,  as  one  who  was  far  removed  from  my  child  fancies. 
I  had  bestowed  my  passionate  tenderness  upon  another 
object;  and  what  I  might  have  done,  I  had  not  done;  and 
what  Agnes  was  to  me,  I  and  her  own  noble  heart  had  made 
her. 

In  the  b^inning  of  the  change  that  gradually  worked  in 
me  when  I  tried  to  get  a  better  understanding  of  myself  and 
be  a  better  man,  I  did  glance,  through  some  indefinite  proba- 
tion, to  a  period  when  I  might  possibly  hope  to  cancel  the 
mistaken  past,  and  to  be  so  blessed  as  to  marry  her.  But, 
as  time  wore  on,  this  shadowy  prospect  faded,  and  departed 
from  me.  If  she  had  ever  loved  me,  then,  I  should  hold  her 
the  more  sacred,  remembering  the  confidences  I  hajl  reposed 
in  her,  her  knowledge  of  my  errant  heart,  the  sacrifice  she 
must  have  made  to  be  my  friend  and  sister,  and  the  victory 
David  Copperfield.  Ill  23 


354 


■ba  had  won.  If  she  had  nerer  loved  me,  could  I  believe tittt 
•he iroald  love  me  now? 

I  had  always  felt  my  weakness ,  m  comparison  with  her 
constancy  and  fortitude,  and  now  I  felt  it  more  and  moie. 
Whatever  I  might  have  been  to  her,  or  she  to  me,  if  I  had 
been  more  worthy  of  her  long  ago,  I  was  not  now,  and  she 
was  not.  The  time  was  past.  I  had  let  it  go  by,  and  had  de- 
servedly lost  her. 

That  I  suffered  much  in  these  contentions ,  that  they  filled 
me  with  unhappiness  and  remorse,  and  yet  that  I  had  a 
snstaining  sense  that  it  was  required  of  me,  in  right  and  honour, 
to  keep  away  from  myself  with  shame  the  thought  of  turning 
to  the  dear  girl,  in  the  withering  of  my  hopes,  from  whom  I 
iMid  fHvoloQsly  turned  when  they  were  bright  and  fi'esh  — 
which  consideration  was  at  the  root  of  every  thought  I  had 
concerning  her  *--  is  all  equally  true.  I  made  no  effort  to  eon- 
oealfrom  myself,  now,  that  I  loved  her,  that  I  was  devoted 
to  her;  but  I  brought  the  assurance  home  to  myself,  that  it 
was  now  too  late,  and  that  our  long^subsistittg  relation  must 
be  undisturbed. 

I  had  thought,  much  and  often,  of  my  BoraViAiadowtng 
out  to  me  what  might  have  happened  in  those  years  Hmt  were 
destined  not  to  try  us;  I  had  considered  how  the  things  Aat 
never  h^pen,  are  often  as  much  realitinB  to  as,  in  their  etfects, 
as  those  that  are  aecompUshed.  li^e  very  yean  ibe  epoke  e( 
were  realities  now,  for  my  correction ;  and  wmild  liave  been, 
one  day  t  a  IttUe  later  perhaps,  though  we  had  parted  in  <mt 
earliest  folly.  I  endeavoured  to  convert  what  aiight  have 
been  between  myself  and  Agnes  into  a  awsans  of  making  me 
more  self-denying,  more  resolved,  more^anscious  4if  myself 
and  my  .defects  and  enors.  Thus»  tbrough  the  mfletUoa 
tlMtt  it  might  teve  been,  I  arrived  at  the  eonviefeitfn  that  it 
eeold  never  be. 
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These,  with  their  perplexities  apd  inconsistencies,  were 
the  shifting  qujcksands  of  my  mind,  from  the  time  of  my  de- 
parture to  the  time  of  my  return  home,  three  years  afterwards. 
Three  years  had  elapsed  since  the  sailing  of  the  emigrant 
ship,  when,  at  that  same  hour  of  sunset,  and  in  the  same 
place,  I  stood  on  the  deck  of  the  packet  vessel  that  brought 
me  home,  looking  on  the  rosy  water  where  I  had  seen  the 
image  of  that  ship  reflected. 

Three  years.  Long  in  the  aggregate,  though  short  as  they 
went  by.  And  home  was  very  dear  to  me,  and  Agnes  too  — 
but  she  was  not  mine  —  she  was  never  to  be  mine  —  she  might 
have  been,  but  that  was  past  I 
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CIL^TER  XXII. 

Return. 

I  LAin>ED  in  London  on  a  wintry  aatumn  evening.  It  via 
dark  and  raining,  and  I  saw  more  fog  and  mad  in  a  minate 
than  I  had  seen  in  a  year.  I  walked  from  the  Custom  House 
to  the  Monument  before  I  found  a  coach;  and  although  the 
very  house-fronts,  looking  on  the  swollen  gutters,  were  like 
old  friends  to  me ,  I  could  not  but  admit  that  they  were  veiy 
dingy  friends. 

I  have  often  remarked  —  I  suppose  everybody  has  —  that 
one's  going  away  from  a  familiar  place,  would  seem  to  be  the 
signal  for  change  in  it.  As  I  looked  out  of  the  coach> window, 
and  observed  that  an  old  house  on  Fish-street  Hill,  which  h&d 
stood  untouched  by  painter,  carpenter,  or  bricklayer,  fors 
century,  had  been  pulled  down  in  my  absence,  and  that  i 
neighbouring  street,  of  time-honoured  insalubrity  and  incon- 
venience, was  being  drained  and  widened ,  I  half  expected  to 
find  St.  Paufs  Cathedral  looking  older. 

For  some  changes  in  the  fortunes  of  my  friends,  I  was  pre- 
pared. My  aunt  had  long  been  re-established  at  Dover,  and 
Traddles  had  begun  to  get  into  some  little  practice  at  the  Bar, 
in  the  very  first  term  afler  my  departure.  He  had  chamben 
in  Gray's  Inn,  now,  and  had  told  me ,  in  his  last  letters,  that 
he  was  not  without  hopes  of  being  soon  united  to  the  dearest 
girl  in  the  world. 

They  expected  me  homp  before  Christmas;  bnt  had  no 
idea  of  my  returning  bo  soon.  I  had  purposely  misled  them, 
that  I  might  have  the  pleasure  of  taking  them  by  surprise. 
And  yet,  I  was  perverse  enough  to  feel  a  chill  and  disappoial 
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ment  in  receiving  no  welcome,  and  rattling,  alone  and  silent, 
through  the  misty  streets. 

The  well-known  shops,  however,  with  their  cheerful  lights, 
did  something  for  me;  and  when  I  alighted  at  the  door  of  the 
Gray's  Inn  CofFee-honse,  I  had  recovered  my  spirits.  It  re- 
called, at  first,  that  so-different  time,  when  I  had  pat  np  at 
the  Golden  Cross,  and  reminded  me  of  the  changes  that  had 
come  to  pass  since  then ;  hut  that  was  natural* 

"Do  you  know  where  Mr.  Traddles  lives  in  the  Inn?"  I 
asked  the  waiter ,  as  I  warmed  myself  by  the  coffee-room  fire. 

"Holbom  Court,  Sir.    Number  two." 

^^Mr.  Traddles  has  a  rising  reputation  among  the  lawyers, 
I  believe?"  said  I. 

"Well,  Sir,"  returned  the  waiter,  "probably  he  has,  Sir; 
but  I  am  not  aware  of  it  myself." 

This  waiter,  who  was  middle-aged  and  spare,  looked  for 
help  to  a  waiter  of  more  authority  —  a  stout,  potential  old 
man,  with  a  double-chin,  in  black  breeches  and  stockings, 
who  came  out  of  a  place  like  a  churchwarden's  pew,  at  the 
end  of  the  coffee-room,  where  he  kept  company  with  a 
cash-box,  a  Directory,  a  Law-list,  and  other  books  and 
papers. 

"Mr.  Traddles ,"  said  the  spare  waiter.  "Number  two  in 
the  Court." 

The  potential  waiter  waved  him  away,  and  turned,  gravely, 
to  me. 

"I  was  inquiring,"  said  I,  "whether  Mr.  Traddles  at 
number  two  in  the  Court,  has  not  a  rising  reputation  among 
the  lawyers?" 

"Never  heard  his  name,"  said  the  waiter,  in  a  rich  husky 
voice. 

I  felt  quite  apologetic  for  Traddles. 
He's  a  young  man,  sure?"  said  the  portentous  waiter. 
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fiKing  his  eyes  severely  on  me.    '*  How  long  bas  he  been  in 
the  Inn?" 

^' Not  above  three  years,"  said  I. 

The  waiter,  who  I  supposed  had  lived  in  his  church- 
war4en*s  pew  for  forty  years,  could  not  pursue  such  an  In- 
significi^nt  subject.  He  asked  me  what  I  would  have  for 
dinner? 

I  felt  I  was  in  England  sgain,  and  really  was  quite  cast 
down  on  Traddles^s  account.  There  seemed  to  be  no  hope 
for  him.  I  meekly  ordered  a  bit  of  fish  and  a  steak,  and  stood 
before  the  fire  musing  on  his  obscurity. 

As.  I  followed  the  chief  waiter  with  my  eyes,  I  could  not 
•help  thinking  that  the  garden  in  which  he  had  gradually  blown 
to  be  the  (lower  be  was,  was  an  arduous  place  to  rise  in.  It 
had  such  a  prescriptive,  stifir^necked,  longr established,  so- 
lemn, elderly  air.  I  glanced  about  the  room,  which  had  bad 
its  sanded  floor  sanded,  no  doubt,  in  exactly  the  same  manner 
when  the  chief  waiter  was  a  boy  —  if  he  ever  was  a  boy,  'which 
appeared  improbable  —  and  at  the  shining  tables ,  where  I  saw 
myself  reflected,  in  unrufHed  depths  of  old  mahoganv;  and  st 
the  lamps,  without  a  flaw  in  their  trimming  or  cleaning;  and 
at  the  comfortable  green  curtains,  with  their  pure  brass  rods, 
snugly  enclosing  the  boxes;  and  at  the  two  large  coal  fires, 
brightly  burning;  and  at  the  rows  of  decanters,  burly  as  if 
with  the  consciousness  of  pipes  of  expensive  old  port  wine 
below;  and  both  England  and  the  law  appeared  to  me  to  be 
very  difficult  indeed  to  be  taken  by  storm.  I  went  up  to  my 
bed-room  to  change  my  wet  clothes ;  and  the  vast  extent  of 
that  old  wainscotted  apartment  (which  was  over  the  archway 
leading  to  the  Inn,  I  remember),  and  the  sedate  immensity 
of  the  four-post  bedstead ,  and  the  indomitable  gravity  of  the 
chests  of  drawers,  all  seemed  to  unite  in  sternly  frowning  on 
the  fortunes  of  Traddles,  or  on  any  such  daring  youth*   I  came 
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down  again  to  my  dinner;  and  even  the  alow  comfort  of  the 
meal,  and  the  orderly  silence  of  the  place  —  which  waa  bare 
of  guests,  the  Long  Vaoatioo  not  yet  being  over  -^  were 
eloqnent  on  the  audacity  of  Traddles ,  and  hb  small  hopes  of  a 
liToIihood  for  twenty  years  to  come. 

I  had  seen  nothing  like  this  since  I  went  away,  and  it  quite 
dashed  my  hopes  for  my  friwd.  The  chief  waiter  had  had 
enough  of  me.  He  came  near  me  no  more,  but  devoted  him- 
self to  an  old  gentleman  in  long  gaiters,  to  meet  whom  a  pint 
of  a  special  port  seemed  to  come  out  of  the  cellar  of  its  own 
accord,  for  he  gave  no  order.  The  second  waiter  informed 
me  in  a  whisper  that  this  old  gentleman  was  a  retired  con- 
veyancer living  in  the  Square,  and  worth  a  mint  of  money, 
which  it  was  expected  he  would  leave  to  his  laundress's 
daughter;  likewise  that  it  was  rumoured  that  he  had  a  servfjle. 
of  plate  in  a  bureau,  all  tarnished  with  lying  by,  though  more 
than  one  spoon  and  a  fork  had  never  yet  been  beheld  in  his 
chambers  by  mortal  vision.  By  this  time,  I  quite  gave  Traddles 
up  for  lost,  and  settled  in  my  own  mind  that  there  was  no  hope 
for  him. 

Being  very  anxious  to  see  the  dear  old  fellow,  neverthe- 
less, I  despatched  my  dinner,  in  a  manner  not  at  aU  calculated 
to  raise  me  in  the  opinion  of  the  chief  waiter,  and  hurried  out 
by  the  back  way.  Number  two  in  the  Court  was  soon  reached, 
and  an  inscription  on  the  door-post  informing  me  that  Mr. 
Traddles  occupied  a  set  of  chambers  on  the  top  story, 
I  ascended  the  staircase.  A  crazy  old  staircase  I  found  it  to 
be,  feebly  lighted  on  each  landing  by  a  dub-headed  little  oil 
wick ,  dying  away  in  a  little  dungeon  of  dirty  glass. 

In  the  course  of  my  stumbling  upstairs  I  fended  I  heard  a 
pleasant  sound  of  laughter,  and  not  the  laughter  of  an  attorney 
or  barrister,  or  attorney's  clerk  or  barrister's  clerk,  but  of  two 
or  three  merry  girls.    Happening,  however,  as  I  stopped  ta 
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listen  y  to  pat  my  foot  in  a  hole  where  the  Hononrahle  Sodety 
of  Gray  *8  Inn  had  left  a  plank  deficient,  I  fell  down  with  some 
aoiae ,  and  when  I  recovered  my  footing  all  was  ailent. 

Groping  my  way  more  carefully,  for  the  rest  of  the  jonmey, 
my  heart  beat  high  when  I  found  the  outer  door,  which  had 
Mr.  Traddles  painted  on  it,  open.  I  knocked.  A  con- 
siderable scuffling  within ,  ensued ,  but  nothing  else.  I  there- 
fore  knocked  again. 

A  small  sharp-looking  lad,  half-footboy  and  half-clerk, 
who  was  Tery  much  out  of  breath,  but  who  looked  at  me  as 
if  he  defied  me  to  prove  it  legally,  presented  himself. 

"Is  Mr.  Traddles  within?"  saidl. 

"Yes,  Sir,  but  he  's  engaged." 
.  *'I  want  to  see  him.*' 

Afler  a  moment's  survey  of  me,  the  sharp-looking  lad  de- 
cided to  let  me  in,  and  opening  the  door  wider  for  that  pni^ 
pose,  admitted  me,  first,  into  a  little  closet  of  a  hall,  and 
next  into  a  little  sitting-room,  where  I  came  into  the  presence 
of  my  old  friend  (also  out  of  breath)  seated  at  a  table ,  and 
bending  dver  papers. 

"  Good  God  1 "  cried  Traddles ,  looking  up.  "  It 's  Copper- 
field!"  and  rushed  into  my  arms,  where  I  held  him  tight. 

"All  well,  my  dear  Traddles? " 

"All  well,  my  dear,  dear  Copperfield,  and  nothing  but 
good  news  I  *' 

We  cried  with  pleasure ,  both  of  us. 

"My  dear  fellow,"  said  Traddles,  rumpling  his  hair  in  his 
excitement,  which  was  a  most  unnecessary  operation,  "my 
dearest  Copperfield ,  my  long-lost  and  most  welcome  friend, 
bow  glad  I  am  to  see  you !  How  brown  you  are!  How  glad 
I  am!  Upon  my 'life  and  honour^  I  never  was  so  rejoiced, 
my  beloved  Copperfield,  never! 
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I  was  equally  at  a  loss  to  express  my  emotions.  I  was  quite 
unable  to  speak,  at  first. 

'^My  dear  fellow!  **  saidTraddles.  ''And  grown  so  famous! 
My  glorious  Copperfield !  Good  gracious  me ,  when  did  you 
come,  where  have  you  come  from,tc;Aii^  have  you  been  doing?'* 

Never  pausing  for  an  answer  to  anything  he  said,  Traddles, 
who  had  clapped  me  into  an  easy-chair  by  the  fire,  all  this  time 
impetuously  stirred  the  fire  with  one  hand  and  pulled  at  my 
neck-kerchief  with  the  other,  under  some  wild  delusion  that  it 
was  a  great  coat.  Without  putting  down  the  poker,  he  now 
hugged  me  again,  and  I  hugged  him ,  and  both  laughing,  and 
both  wiping  our  eyes,  we  both  sat  down,  and  shook  hands 
across  the  hearth. 

"  To  think,"  said  Traddles,  "  that  you  should  have  been  so 
nearly  coming  home  as  you  must  have  been,  my  dear  old  boy, 
and  not  at  the  ceremony! " 

"What  ceremony,  my  dear  Traddles? " 

** Good  gracious  me! "  cried  Traddles ,  opening  his  eyes  in 
bis  old  way.    "  Didn*t  you  get  my  last  letter?  " 

"Certainly  not,  if  it  referred  to  any  ceremony." 

"Why,  my  dear  Copperfield ,"  saidTraddles,  sticking  his 
hair  uj right  with  both  hands,  and  then  putting  his  hands  on 
my  knees,  "I  am  married!" 

"Married!"  I  cried,  joyfully! 

"Lord  bless  me,  yes ! "  said  Traddles  —  "by  the  Reverend 
Horace  —  to  Sophy  —  down  in  Devonshire.  Why,  my  dear 
boy,  she 's  behind  the  window  curtain  I    Look  here ! " 

To  my  amazement,  the  dearest  girl  in  the  world  came  at 
that  same  instant  laughing  and  blushing  from  her  place  of  con- 
cealment. And  a  more  cheerful,  amiable,  honest,  happy, 
bright-loo jdng  bride,  I  believe  (as  I  could  not  help  saying  on 
spot)  the  world  never  saw.  I  kissed  her  as  an  old  acquaintance 
should,  and  wished  them  joy  with  all  my  might  of  heart. 
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'^Do«r  me/*  said  Traddles,  *'whal  a  delightftd  re-muon 
this  ist  Yoa  are  so  extremely  brown,  my  dear  Copperfield! 
God  blest  my  soul,  how  happy  I  am  I " 

^' Aad^so  am  I,"  said  I. 

^^Aad  I  am  sure  I  am!'*  said  the  blashing  and  langfaing 
Sophy. 

''We  are  all  ashappy  as  possible!'*  said  Traddlos.  ''Ekrea 
the  girls  are  happy.    ]>earme,  I  declare  I  forgot  tbeml** 

"Forgot?"  said  I. 

"The  girls,"  said  Traddles.  ''Sophy's  siatenu  They 
are  staying  with  as.  They  have  oome  to  have  a  peap  a&Lon- 
don.  The  fact  is,  when  —  was  it  yon  that  tumbled  ap«ataifs» 
Copperfield?" 

"It  was,*'  said  I,  langhing. 

"Weil  then,  when  yoa  tumbled  op-stairs,*'  sud  Traddles, 
'*  I  was  romping  with  the  girls.  In  point  of  fact,  we  were 
playing  at  Puss  in  the  Comer.  But  a&  that  wouldo^t  do  in 
Westmiaater  Hall,  and  as  it  wouldn't  look  qmte  professional 
if  they  were  seen  by  a  client,  they  decamped.  And  they  ars 
now  —  listening,  I  have  no  doubt,"  said  Traddiea,  glancing 
at  the  door  of  another  room. 

'^I  am  sorry,**  said  I,  laughing  afresh,  "to  has^e  occasioned 
such  a  dispersion.** 

"Upon  my  word,**  rejoined  Traddles »  greatly  driigihted, 
"  if  you  had  seen  them  running  away ,  and  running  back  again 
after  you  bad  knocked  to  pick  up  the  combs  they  had  dropped 
out  of  their  hair>  and  going  on  in  the  maddest  manner,  you 
woaldn*thayesajid8o.    My  love,  will  yon  fetch  the  girls?'** 

Sophy  tripped  aiNiy,  and  we  heard  her  reccsTed  in  the  ad* 
joining  room  with  a  peal  of  laughter. 

"B«aUy  musiealt  isn*t  it,  my  dear  Copperfield?'*  said 
Traddles.  "  It 's  yery  agreeable  to  hear.  It  quite  Hghts  «p 
these  old  rooma.    To  an  unfortunate  bachelor  of  a  &Uow  who 
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liM  lived  alone  all  his  l]f6>  you  know,  it  *8  poBittvely  delicioas. 
It  '0  charming.  Poor  things,  they  have  had  a  great  loss  in  So- 
phy —  who,  I  do  assure  yon,  Cepperfield,  is,  and  ever  was, 
the  dearest  girl!  —  and  it  gratiGes  me  beyond  ezpresmon  to 
find  them  in  sq<^  good  spirite.  The  eociety  of  girls  is^a  very 
delightful  thing ,  Copperfield.  It  *s  not  professional ,  but  it '» 
yerf  delightfoL** 

Observing  that  he  slightly  faltered,  and  eomprehending 
that  in  the  goodness  of  his  heart  he  was  fearful  of  giving  me 
some  pain  by  what  he  had  said,  I  expressed  my  concurrence 
with  a  heartiness  that  evidently  relieved  and  pleased  him 
greasy. 

** But  then,**  saidTraddles,  *' our  domestic  airangements 
are,  to  say  the  truth,  quite  unprofessional  altogether,  my  dear 
Coppeifield.  Even  Sophy's  being  here,  it  unprofessional. 
And  we  have  no  other  place  of  abode.  We  have  put  to  aea  in 
a  cockboati  but  we  are  quite  prepared  to  rough  it  And  So- 
phy 's  an  extraordinary  numagerl  Ton  '11  be  surprised  how 
those  girls  are  stowed  away.  £  am  sure  I  hardly  know  how  it  *s 
done.*' 

"Are  many  of  the  young  ladies  with  you  ?  "  I  inquired. 

**The  eldest,  the  beauty  is  here,"  said  Traddles ,  in  a  low 
confidential  voice  —  **  Caroline.  And  Sarah 's  here  —  the  one 
I  mentioned  to  you  as  having  something  the  matter  with  her 
spine,  you  know.  Immensely  better  I  And  the  two  youngest 
that  Sophy  educated  are  with  us.    And  Louisa 's  here." 

''Indeed! "  cried  I. 

''Yes,"  saidTraddles.  '*Now  the  whole  set  — I  mean  the 
chambers  —  ieonly  three  rooms,  but  Sophy  arranges  for  the 
girls  in  the  most  wonderful  way,  and  they  sleep  as  comfortably 
as  possible.  Three  in  that  room,"  said  Traddles,  pointing. 
"Two  in  that." 

I  could  not  help  glancing  round,  in  search  of  the  accommo- 
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dation  remaining  for  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Traddles.  Traddles  under- 
stood me. 

**Well! "  said  Traddles,  "we  are  prepared  to  rough  it,  as 
I  said  just  now,  and  we  did  improvise  a  bed  last  week,  upon  the 
floor  here.  But  there  *s  a  little  room  in  the  roof —  a  very  nice 
room  when  you  're  up  there  —  which  Sophy  papered  herself^ 
to  surprise  me ;  and  that 's  our  room  at  present.  It 's  a 
capital  little  gipsey  sort  of  place.  There  's  quite  a  Tiew 
from  it.'* 

**  And  you  are  happily  married  at  last,  my  dear  Traddles  I " 
said  I.     *'  How  rejoiced  I  am ! " 

''Thank  you,  my  dear  Copperfield,"  said  Traddles,  as  we 
shook  hands  once  more.  *'Yes,  I  am  as  happy  as  it 'a  possible 
to  be.  There  *s  your  old  friend,  you  see,"  said  Traddles, 
nodding  triumphantly  at  the  flower-pot  and  stand,  ''and  there's 
the  table  with  the  marble  top  I  All  the  other  furniture  is  pkuB 
and  serviceable,  you  perceive.  And  as  to  plate ,  Lord  bless 
you,  we  haven't  so  much  as  a  tea-spoon." 

"All  to  be  earned?"  said  I,  cheerfully. 

"Exactly  so,"  replied  Traddles,  all  to  be  earned.  Of 
course  we  have  something  in  the  shape  of  tea-spoons,  because 
we  stir  our  tea.    But  they  're  Britannia  metal." 

"  The  silver  will  be  the  brighter  when  it  comes ,"  said  I. 

"  The  very  thing  we  say ! "  cried  Traddles.  "You  see,  my 
dear  Copperfield,"  falling  again  into  the  low  confidential 
tone,  "after  I  had  delivered  my  argument  in  Dob  dwin  Jipks 
vernif  WiGZELL,  which  did  me  great  service  with  the  pro- 
fession, I  went  down  into  Devonshire,  and  had  some  serious 
conversation  in  private  with  the  Reverend  Horace.  I  dwdt 
upon  the  fact  that  Sophy  —  who  I  do  assure  you,  Copperfield, 
is  the  dearest  girl !  —  " 

"I  am  certain  she  is ! "  said  I. 
She  is,  indeed!"  rejoined  Traddles.     "But  I  amafiraid 
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I  am  wandering  from  the  subject.  Did  I  mention  the  Reve- 
rend Horace?** 

^' You  said  that  you  dwelt  upon  the  fact  —  *' 

**True!  Upon  the  fact  that  Sophy  and  I  had  been  engaged 
for  a  long  period,  and  that  Sophy,  with  the  permission  of  her 
parents,  was  more  than  content  to  take  me  —  in  short,**  said 
Traddles,  with  his  old  frank  smile,  *'  on  our  present  Britannia- 
metal  footing.  Very  well.  I  then  proposed  to  the  Reverend 
Horace  —  who  is  a  most  excellent  clergyman ,  Coppcrfield, 
and  ought  to  be  a  Bishop ;  or  at  least  ought  to  have  enough 
to  live  upon,  without  pinching  himself —  that  if  I  could  turn 
the  comer,  say  of  two  hundred  and  fifly  pounds,  in  one  year, 
and  could  see  my  way  pretty  clearly  to  that,  or  something 
better,  next  year,  and  could  plainly  furnish  a  little  place  like 
this,  besides;  then,  and  in  that  case,  Sophy  and  I  should  be 
united.  I  took  the  liberty  of  representing  that  we  had  been 
patient  for  a  good  many  years,  and  that  the  circumstance  of 
Sophy's  being  extraordinarily  useful  at  home,  ought  not  to 
operate,  with  her  affectionate  parents,  agunst  her  establish- 
ment in  life  —  don't  you  see?" 

'*  Certainly  it  ought  not,*'  said  I. 

"I  am  glad  you  think  so,  Copperfield,"  rejoined  Traddles, 
'* because,  without  any  imputation  on  the  Reverend  Horace, 
I  do  think  parents,  and  brothers,  and  so  forth,  are  sometimes 
rather  selfish  in  such  cases.  Weill  I  also  pointed  out,  that  my 
most  earnest  desire  was,  to  be  useful  to  the  family,  and  that  if 
I  got  on  in  the  world,  and  anything  should  happen  to  him  — 
I  refer  to  the  Reverend  Horace — " 

'*I  understand,"  said  I. 

" —  Or  to  Mrs.  Crewler  —  it  would  be  the  utmost  gratifica- 
tion of  my  wishes,  to  be  a  parent  to  the  girls.  He  replied  in  a 
most  admirable  manner,  exceedingly  flattering  to  my  feelings, 
and  undertook  to  obtain  tiie  consent  of  Mrs.  .Crewler  to  this 
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mrrangement.  They  had  a  dreadful  time  of  it  with  her.  It 
mounted  from  her  legs  into  her  chest ,  and  then  into  her 
head—" 

*'  What  mounted?  "  I  asked. 

*' Her  grief,**  replied  Traddles,  with  a  serious  look.  ** Her 
feelings  generally.  As  I  mentioned  on  a  former  occasion,  she 
is  a  very  superior  woman,  but  has  lost  the  use  of  her  limbs. 
Whatever  occurs  to  harass  her,  usually  settles  in  her  legs;  but 
on  this  occasion  it  mounted  to  the  chest,  and  then  to  the  head, 
and,  in  short,  perraded  the  whole  system  in  a  most  alarming 
manner.  However,  they  brought  her  through  it  by  nnre- 
mltting  and  affectionate  attention,  and  we  weremarried  yester- 
day six  weeks.  You  have  no  idea  what  a  Monster  I  felt,  Cep- 
perfieM,  when  I  saw  the  whole  fkmily  crying  and  f)kiating  away 
in  every  direction  1  Mrs.  Growler  conldn*t  see  me  before  we 
left  —  couldn't  forgive  me,  tben»  fbr  depriving  her  of  her 
child  -^  but  she  .is  a  good  creatttre,  and  hks  done  so  since.  I 
had  a  delightful  letter  from  her,  only  th(9  morning.'* 

**  And  in  short;  my  dear  fHend,**  said  I,  ''you  f^el  m  blest 
as  you  deserve  to  feell  ** 

'<0h!  That  *s  your  pai^tialityl**  laughed  Tmddles.  '*Bnt, 
indeed,  I  am  in  a  most  enviable  state.  I  werk  hard,  and  read 
Law  insatiably.  I  get  up  at  five  every  morning,  and  don*t 
mind  it  all.  I  hide  the  gifls  in  the  day-time,  and  make  merry 
with  them  in  the  evening.  And  I  assure  yon  I  am  quite  sorry 
that  tbey  are  going  home  on  Tuesday,  whidi  is  the  day  before 
the  first  day  of  Miehaelmas  Term.  But  here ,"  said  Traddles, 
breaking  off  in  his  confidence,  and  speaking  aloud,  **'m^  the 
girls  I  Mr.  Copperfield,  ACss  Crewler  -«-  Ifiss  Sarah  -^  Miss 
Louisa  —  Man^gMt  and  Luoy  \  *' 

They  were  a  perf^et  neftt  ef  rosM;  thcy  looked  «o  whole- 
some and  frerii*  Th€fy  were  all  pretty,  and  Miss  Caroline 
vrasvery  handsome;  buttherewssal^vipg,  cheerfbl,  fireside 
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qaality  in  Sophy's  bright  loolcs^  which  wm  better  than  that, 
ftnd  which  assured  me  that  my  friend  had  chosen  well.  We 
all  sat  roand  the  fire,  while  the  sharp  boy,  who  I  now  dirined 
had  lost  his  breath  in  patting  the  papers  oat|  cleared  them 
away  again,  and  produced  the  tea-things.  After  that,  he  re- 
tired for  the  night,  shutting  the  outer-door  upon  us  with  a 
bang.  Mrs.  Trad  dies,  with  perfect  pleasure  and  composure 
beaming  from  her  household  eyes,  hairing  made  the  tea^theii 
quietly  made  the  toast  as  she  sat  in  a  eomer  by  the  fire. 

She  had  seen  Agnes,  she  told  me  while  she  was  toasting. 
''Torn*'  hRd  taken  her  down  into  Kent  for  a  wedding  trip,  and 
there  she  had  seen  my  aunt,  too,  and  both  my  aunt  and  Agnes 
were  well,  and  they  had  all  talked  of  nothing  but  me.  "  Tom '  * 
had  neyer  bad' me  out  of  his  thoughts,  she  really  believed,  all 
the  time  I  had  been  away.  ^'Tom*'  was  the  authority  for 
everything.  *'Tom'*  was  evidently  the  idol  of  her  life;  never 
to  be  shaken  on  his  pedestal  by  any  commotion ;  always  to  be 
believed  in,  and  done  homage  to  with  the  whole  faith  df:  her 
heart,  come  what  might. 

The  deference  which  both  she  and  Traddles  showed  to- 
wards the  Beauty ,  pleased  me  very  much.  I  don't  know  that  I 
thonght  it  very  reasonable,  but  I  thought  it  very  delight&d, 
and  essentially  a  part  of  theb  <diaracter.  If  Traddles  ever  for 
an  instant  missed  the  tea-spoons  that  were  still  to  be  won,  I 
have  ho  doubt  it  was  when  he  handed  the  Beauty  her  tea.  If 
his  sweet-^tempered  wife  could  have  got  up  any  sdf^aseertton 
against  any  one,  I  am  satisfied  it  could  only  have  been  beoause 
she  was  the  Beauty's  sister*  A  few  slight  indioatioiM  of  « 
rather  petted  and  capricious  manner,  whieb  I  observed  in  the 
Beauty,  were  manifestly  considered  by  Traddles  and  his  wife 
as  her  birdiright  and  natural  endowment.  If  she  had  b^en 
bom  a  Queen  Bee,  and  they  laboming  Bees,  they  could  not 
have  been  more  satisfied  of  thai. 
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Bat  their  self-forgetfulness  charmed  me«  Their  pride  in 
\^  these  girls,  and  their  submission  of  themselves  to  all  their 
%him8y  was  the  pleasantest  little  testimony  to  their  own  worth 
r  coold  haTe  desired  to  see.  If  Traddles  were  addressed  as 
**a  darling,"  once  in  the  course  of  that  evening,  and  besought 
to  bring  something  here,  or  carry  something  there,  or  take 
something  up,  or  put  something  down,  or  find  something,  or 
fetch  something,  he  was  so  addressed,  by  one  or  other  of  his 
sisters-in-law,  at  least  twelve  times  in  an  hour.  Neither  could 
they  do  anything  without  Sophy.  Somebody's  hair  fell  down, 
and  nobody  but  Sophy  could  put  it  up.  Somebody  forgot  hov 
a  particular  tune  went,  and  nobody  but  Sophy  could  hum  that 
tune  right.  Somebody  wanted  to  recall  the  name  of  a  place 
in  Devonshire ,  and  only  Sophy  knew  it.  Something  was  want- 
ed to  be  written  home,  and  Sophy  alone  could  be  trusted  to 
write  before  breakfast  in  the  morning*  Somebody  broke 
down  in  a  piece  of  knitting,  and  no  one  but  Sophy  was  able  to 
put  the  defaulter  in  the  right  direction*  They  were  entire 
mistresses  of  the  place,  and  Sophy  and  Traddles  waited  on 
them.  How  many  children  Sophy  could  have  taken  care  of 
in  her  time ,  I  can't  imagine  ^  but  she  seemed  to  be  famous  for 
knowing  every  sort  of  song  that  ever  was  addressed  to  a  child 
in  the  English  tongue ;  and  ahe  sang  dosena  to  order  with  the 
clearest  little  voice  in  the  world,  one  after  another  (every 
sister  issuing  directions  for  a  different  tune,  and  the  Beantr 
generally  striking  in  last),  so  that  I  was  quite  fascinated.  The 
best  of  all  was,  that,  in  the  midst  of  their  exactions,  all  the 
sisters  had  a  great  tenderness  and  respect  both  for  Sophy  and 
Traddles.  I  am  sure,  when  I  took  my  leave,  and  Traddles 
was  coming  out,  to  walk  with  me  to  the  coffee-house,  I  thought 
I  had  never  seen  an  obstinate  head  of  hair,  or  any  other  head 
of  hair,  rolling  about  in  such  a  shower  of  kisses. 

Altogether,  it  was  a  scene  I  could  not  help  dwelling  on 
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irith  pleasure  for  a  long  time  after  I  got  back  and  had  wished 
Traddles  good  night.  If  I  had  beheld  a  thousand  roses  blow- 
ing in  a  top  set  of  chambers,  in  that  withered  Gray's  Inn,  they 
could  not  have  brightened  it  half  so  much.  The  idea  of 
those  Devonshire  girls  among  the  dry  law-stationers  and  the 
nttomies'  offices;  and  of  the  tea  and  toast,  and  children's 
^ongs,  in  that  grim  atmosphere  of  pounce  and  parchment, 
red-tape,  dusty  wafers,  ink-jars,  brief  and  draft  paper,  law 
reports,  writs,  declarations,  and  bills  of  costs;  seemed  al- 
most as  pleasantly  fanciful  as  if  I  had  dreamed  that  the  Sultan's 
famous  family  had  been  admitted  on  the  roll  of  attorneys, 
and  had  brought  the  talking  bird,  the  singing  tree,  a;id  the 
golden  water  into  Gray's  Inn  Hall.  Somehow,  I  found  that 
I  had  taken  leave  of  Traddles  for  the  night,  and  come  back  to 
the  coffee-house,  with  a  great  change  in  my  despondency 
about  him.  I  began  to  think  he  would  get  on,  in  spite  of  all 
the  many  orders  of  chief  waiters  in  England. 

Drawing  a  chair  before  one  of  the  coffee-room  fires  to 
think  about  him  at  my  leisure,  I  gradually  fell  from  the  con- 
sideration of  his  happiness  to  tracing  prospects  in  the  live- 
coals,  and  to  thinking,  as  they  broke  and  changed,  of  the 
principal  vicissitudes  and  separations  that  had  marked  my  life. 
I  had  not  seen  a  coal  fire  since  I  had  left  England  three  years 
ago:  though  many  a  wood  fire  had  I  watched,  as  it  crumbled 
into  hoary  ashes ,  and  mingled  with  the  feathery  heap  upon 
the  hearth,  which  not  inaptly  figured  to  me  in  my  despondency 
my  own  dead  hopes. 

I  could  think  of  the  past  now,  gravely,  but  not  bitterly, 
and  could  contemplate  the  future  in  a  brave  spirit.  Home, 
in  its  best  sense,  was  for  me  no  more.  She  in  whom  I  might 
have  inspired  a  dearer  love ,  1  had  taught  to  be  my  sister.  She 
would  marry,  and  would  have  new  claimants  on  her  tender- 
ness, and  in  doing  it,  would  never  know  the  love  for  h' 
David  Copptrfield.  Ill,  24 
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that  bad  grown  np  in  my  heart.    It  was  right  that  I  should 
pay  the  forfeit  of  iBjr  headlong  passion.    What  I  reaped,  I  had 

sown. 

I  was  thinking,  And  had  I  truly  disciplined  my  heart  to 
^18,  and  could  I  resolutely  bear  it,  and  cdmly  hold  the  place 
in  her  home  which  she  had  cahnly  held  in  mine,  when  I  found 
my  eyes  resting  on  a  countenance  that  might  have  ariaen  oat  of 
the  fire,  in  its  association  with  my  early  remembrances* 

Little  Mr.  ChilKp  the  Doctor,  to  whose  good  offices  I  was 
indebted  in  the  very  first  chapter  of  this  history ,  sat  reading 
a  newspaper  in  the  shadow  of  an  opposite  comer.  He  was 
tolerably  strickon  in  years  by  this  time;  but  being  a  mild, 
meek,  calm  little  man,  had  worn  so  easily  that  I  thought  he 
looked  at  thai  moment  just  as  be  might  have  looked  when  he 
sat  in  our  parloor  waiting  for  me  to  be  bom. 

Mr.  Chillip  had  lefl  Blunderstone  six  or  seven  years  ago, 
and  I  had  never  seen  him  «nce.  Be  sat  placidly  perosing^the 
newspaper ,  with  his  little  head  on  one  side-,  and  a  gUiea  of 
warm  sherry  negus  at  his  elbow.  He  was  so  extremely  con- 
ciliatory in  his  manner  that  he  seemed  to,  apologise  to  the  very 
newspaper  for  taking  the  liberty  of  leading  it. 

I  walked  up  to  where  he  waa  sitting,  and  said,  *'How  do 
yon  do,  Mr.ChiUip?" 

He  was  greatly  fluttered  by  this  unexpected  address  firom 
a  stranger,  and  replied,  in  hts  slow  way,  *'I  thenk  you. 
Sir,  you  are  vesy  good.  Thank  you,  Sir^  I  hope  i^cu  are 
well." 

'^Tou  don*t  remember  me?  **  said  !• 

*'Well,  Sir,*'*  relumed  Mr.  Chllli|>,  sn^ling  very  meekly, 
and  shaking  hts  head  as  he  surveyed  me,  ^  i  have  a  kind  of  an 
impression  that  something  in  your  countenanee  ia  £Ma8iar 
to  me,  Sir;  but  I  eouldtt*t  lay  my  hand  upon  your  nnme^ 
really. 
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*'And  yet  you  knew  it,  long  before  I  knew  it  myself,*' 
I  returned. 

"Did  I  indeed.  Sir?"  said  Mr.  Chillip.  <<l8  it  possible 
that  I  had  the  honour.  Sir,  of  officiating  when  — ?  " 

•*Ye8,"  said  I. 

''Dear  me  I**  cried  Mr.  Chillip.  **But  no  doubt  you  are  a 
i;ood  deal  changed  since  then ,  Sir?  " 

"Probably,"  said  I. 

"Well,  Sir,"  observed  Mr.  Chillip,  "I  hope  you'll  ex- 
cuse me,  if  I  am  compelled  to  ask  the  favour  of  your  name?" 

On  my  telling  him  my  name  ho  was  really  moved.  He 
quite  shook  hands  with  me  —  which  was  a  violent  proceeding 
for  him,  his  usual  course  being,  to  slide  a  tepid  little  fish- 
slice,  an  inch  or  two  in  advance  of  his  hip,  and  evince  the 
greatest  discomposure  when  anybody  grappled  with  it.  Even 
now,  he  put  his  hand  in  his  coat  pocket  as  soon  as  he  could 
disengage  it,  and  seemed  relieved  when  he  had  got  it  safe 
back. 

"Dear  me,  Sir!"  said  Mr.  Chillip,  surveying  me  with  his 
head  on  one  side.  "And  it'sMr.  Copperfield,  is  it?  Well, 
Sir,  I  think  I  should  have  known  you,  if  I  had  taken  the 
liberty  of  looking  more  closely  at  you.  There  *s  a  strong 
resemblance  between  you  and  your  poor  father,  Sir." 

"I' never  had  the  happiness  of  seeing  my  father,"  I  ob- 
served. 

"Very  true.  Sir,"  said  Mr*  Chillip,  in  a  soothing  tone. 
"And  very  much  to  be  deplored  it  was ,  on  all  accounts  1  We 
are  not  ignorant,  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Chillip,  slowly  shaking  his 
little  head  again ,  "  down  in  our  part  of  the  country,  of  your 
fame.  There  must  be  great  excitement  here.  Sir,"  said  Mr. 
Chillip,  tapping  himself  on  the  forehead  with  his  forefinger* 
"  Ybu  must  find  it  a  trying  occupation ,  Sir!" 
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"  What  is  your  part  of  the  country  now?  "  I  asked,  seating 
SQj'self  near  him. 

'*I  am  established  within  a  few  miles  of  Bury  St.  Edmunds, 
Sir/*  said  Mr.  Chillip.  "Mrs.  Chillip,  coming  into  a  little 
property  in  that  neighbourhood,  under  her  father^s  will,  I 
bought  a  practice  down  there,  in  which  you  will  be  glad 
to  hear  I  am  doing  well.  My  daughter  is  growing  qoite  a 
tali  lass  now,  Sir,**  said  Mr.  Chillip,  giving  his  little  head 
another  little  shake.  *'Her  mother  let  down  two  tucks  in  her 
frocks  only  last  week.    Such  is  Time,  you  see.  Sir! " 

As  the  little  man  put  his  now  empty  glass  to  his  lips,  when 
he  made  this  reflection,  I  proposed  to  him  to  have  it  refilled, 
and  I  would  keep  him  company  with  another.  "Well,  Sir," 
he  returned  in  his  slow  way,  "it  *s  more  than  I  am  accustomed 
to,  but  I  can*t  deny  myself  the  pleasure  of  your  conversa- 
tion. It  seems  but  yesterday  that  I  had  the  honour  of  at- 
tending you  in  the  measles.  You  came  through  them  charm- 
ingly. Sir  I*' 

I  acknowledged  this  compliment,  and  ordered  the  negus, 
which  was  soon  produced.  "Quite  an  uncommon  dissipa- 
tion!'* said  Mr.  Chillip,  stirring  it,  "but  I  can't  resist  so  ex- 
traordinary an  occasion  I    You  have  no  family.  Sir?  " 

I  shook  my  head. 

"  I  was  awa^e  that  you  sustained  a  bereavement.  Sir,  some 
time  ago,**  said  Mr.  Chillip,  "I  heard  it  from  your  father-in- 
law*s  sister.    Very  decided  character  there,  Sir?" 

"Why,  yes,"  said  I,  "decided  enough.  Where  did  yon 
seeher,  Mr.  ChiUip?'! 

"Are  you  not  aware.  Sir,**  returned  Mr.  Chillip,  with  his 
placidest  smile,  "that  your  father-in-law  is  again  a  neighboar 
of  mine?'* 

"No,"  said  I. 

"  He  is  indeed,  Sir  I "  said  Mr.  ChUlip.    "Married  a  young 
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lady  of  that  part,  with  a  very  good  little  property,  poor 
thing.  —  And  this  action  of  the  brain  now.  Sir.  Don't  you 
find  it  fatigue  you?**  said  Mr.  ChiUip,  looking  at  me  like  an 
admiring  Robin. 

I  waived  that  question,  and  returned  to  the  Murdstones. 
*'I  was  aware  of  his  being  married  again.  Do  you  attend  the 
family?**   I  asked. 

^*Not  regularly.  I  have  been  called  in,**  he  replied. 
*'  Strong  phrenological  development  of  the  organ  of  firmness, 
in  Mr.  Murdstone  and  his  sister.  Sir.** 

I  replied  with  such  an  expressive  look,  that  Mr.  Chillip 
was  emboldened  by  that,  and  the  negus  together,  to  give 
his  head  several  short  shakes,  and  thoughtfully  exclaim, 
*'Ah,  dear  me  I  We  remember  old  times,  Mr.  Copper- 
field!" 

"And  the  brother  and  sister  are  pursuing  their  old  course, 
are  they?"  said  I. 

"Well,  Sir,*'  replied  Mr.  Chillip,  "a  medical  man,  being 
80  much  in  families,  ought  to  have  neither  eyes  nor  ears  for 
anything  but  his  profession.  Still,  I  must  say,  they  are  very 
severe.  Sir:  both  as  to  this  life  and  the  next.** 

"The  next  will  be  regulated  without  much  reference  to 
them,  I  dare  say,**  I  returned:  "what  are  they  doing  as  to 
this?" 

Mr.  Chillip  shook  his  head,  stirred  his  negus,  and 
sipped  it. 

"She  was  a  charming  woman,  Sirl**  he  observed  in  a 
plaintive  manner. 

"  The  present  Mrs.  Murdstone? '* 

"A  charming  woman  indeed.  Sir,*'  said  Mr.  Chillip;  "as 
amiable,  I  am  sure,  as  it  was  possible  to  bel  Mrs.  Chillip's 
opinion  is,  that  her  spirit  has  been  entirely  broken  since  her 
marriage,  and  that  she  is  all  but  melancholy  mad.    And  the 
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kdaes,*'   obflervod  Mr.  ChiUip,  ttmofoaslyy  **are  great  ob- 
MTvers,  Sir." 

'^I  suppose  she  was  to  be  snbdued  and  broken  to  tkttr 
detestable  mould,  Heaven  help  her  I"  said  I.  *'Aiid«heliai 
been." 

**Well,  Sir,  there  were  violeitt  quarrels  a;t  first,  I  assure 
you,"  said  Mr.  ChiUip,  **but  she  is  quite  a  shadow  now. 
Would  it  be  considered  forward  ff  I  was  to  say  to  you.  Sir, 
in  confidence,  that  since  the  MSter  came  to  help,  the  brother 
and  sister  between  them  have  nearly  redaced  her  to  a  state  of 
imbecility." 

I  told  him  I  could  easily  believe  it. 

''I  have  no  hesitation  in  saying,"  -said  Mr.  Chillip,  for- 
tifying himself  with  another  sip  of  negus,  "between  you  and 
me.  Sir,  that  her  mother  died  of  it.  Or  that  tyranny,  ^loom, 
and  worry,  have  made  Mrs.  Murdstone  nearly  imbecile.  She 
was  a  lively  young  woman.  Sir,  before  marrisge,  and  their 
gloom  and  austerity  destroyed  her.  They  go  about  with  her 
now,  more  like  her  keepers  than  her  husband  and  sister-in- 
law.  That  was  Mrs.  Chillip^s  remark  to  me,  only  last  week. 
And  I  assure  you.  Sir,  the  ladies  are  great  observers.  l^Irs. 
ChiUip  herself  is  tL  great  observer  I " 

''Does  he  gloomily  profess  to  be  (I  am  ashamed  to  use 
the  word  in  such  association)  religious  stiU  ?  "  I  inquired. 
^  "You  anticipate,  Sir,"  said  Mr.  ChUIip,  his  eyelids  filing 
qaite  red  with  the  unwonted  stimulus  in  which  he  -was  in- 
dulging. "One  of  Mrs.  ChiUip*s  most  impressive  remarks. 
Mrs.  ChiUip,"  he  proceeded,  in  the  calmest  and  slowest  man- 
ner, "quite  electrified  me,  by  pointing  out  that  Mr.  Murd- 
stone sets  up  an  image  of  himself,  and  calls  it  the  Divine 
Nature.  You  might  have  knocked  me  down  on  the  flat  of 
my  back.   Sir,   with  the  feather  of  a  pen,   I  assure  yoo. 
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wben  Mrs.  Chillip  said  so.    The  Udies  are  great  observers, 
Sir?" 

'*lBtiiitivel>%*'  saidly  to  his  extreme  delight. 

"I  am  very  happy  to  receive  snch  support  in  my  opinion, 
Sir,"  he  rejoined.  ''It  is  not  often  that  I  venture  to  givie 
a  non-medtcal  opinion,  I  assure  you.  Mr.  Murdstone  de- 
livers public  addresses  sometimes,  and  it  is  said,  —  in  short, 
Sir,  it  is  said  by  Mrs.  Chillip,  -^  that  the  darker  tyrant  he  has 
lately  been,  tiie  more  ferocious  is  bis  doctrine.** 

''I  believe  Mr&.  Chillip  to  be  fuerfectly  rights**  said  I. 

''Mrs.  Chillip  does  go  so  far  as  to  say,**  pursued  the 
medcest  of  little  men,  mueh  encouraged^  "that  what  such 
people  miscall  their  religion  is  a  vent  for  tiheir  bad-humours 
and  arrogance.  And  do  you  know  I  hiust  say,  Sir^**  he 
continued,  mildly  laying  his  head  on  one  side,  "that  I  don't 
find  authority  for  Mr.  and  Miss  Murdstone  in  the  New  Testa- 
ment?*' 

I  never  found  it  either,**  said  I. 

In  the  meantime.  Sir,**  said  Mr.  Chillip,  'Uhey  are  much 
disliked;  and  as  they  are  very  free  in  consigning  everybody 
who  dislikes  them  to  perdition,  we  really  have  a  good  deal  of 
perditkm  going  on  in  our  neigbbourhrood  I  However,  as  Mrs. 
Chillip  says.  Sir,  they  undergo  a  "continual  punishment;  for 
they  are  turned  inward ,  to  feed  upon  their  own  hearts ,  and 
their  own  hearts  are  very  bad  feeding.  Now,  Sir,  about  that 
brain  of  yt>nrs ,  if  you  *11  exeuse  my  returning  1;o  it.  Don't 
you  expose  it  to  a  good  deal  of  excitement.  Sir?  ** 

I  found  it  not  difficult,  in  the  excitement  of  Mr.  Chillip*s 
own  brain,  under  his  potations  of  negus,  to  divert  his  attention 
from  this  topic  to  his  Own  affairs,  on  which,  for  the  next  half 
hour,  he  was  quite  loquacious;  giving  me  to  understand, 
among  other  pieces  of  information,  that  he  was  then  at  the 
Gray*s  Inn  Cofiee-honse  to  lay  his  professional  evidence 
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before  a  Commission  of  Lunacy ,  touching  tbe  state  of  mind  of 
a  patient  who  had  become  deranged  from  excessive  drinking. 

"And  I  assure  yon,  Sir/'  he  said,  "I  am  extremely 
nervous  on  such  occasions.  I  could  not  support  being  ivhat 
is  called  Bullied,  Sir.  It  would  quite  unman  me.  Do  you 
know  it  was  some  time  before  I  recovered  the  conduct  of  that 
alarming  lady,  on  the  night  of  your  birth,  Mr.  Copperfield?** 

I  told  him  that  I  was  going  down  to  my  aunt,  the  Dragon 
of  that  night,  early  in  the  morning,  and  that  she  was  one  of 
the  most  tender-hearted  and  excellent  of  women ,  as  he  would 
know  full  well  if  he  knew  her  better.  The  mere  notion  of  the 
possibility  of  his  ever  seeing  her  again,  appeared  to  terrify 
him.  He  replied,  with  a  small  pale  smile,  "Is  she  so,  in- 
deed, Sir?  Really?''  and  almost  immediately  called  for  a 
candle,  and  went  to  bed,  as  if  he  were  not  quite  safe  any- 
where else.  He  did  not  actually  stagger  under  the  negujt, 
but  I  should  think 'his  placid  little  pulse  must  have  made  two 
or  three  more  beats  in  a  minute  than  it  had  done  since  the 
great  night  of  my  aunt's  disappointment,  when  she  strack  at 
him  with  her  bonnet. 

Thoroughly  tired,  I  went  to  bed,  too,  at  midnight; 
passed  the  next  day  on  the  Dover  coach ;  burst  safe  and  sound 
into  my  aunt's  old  parlour  while  she  was  at  tea  (she  wore 
spectacles  now) ;  and  was  received  by  her  and  Mr.  Dick,  and 
dear  old  Feggotty,  who  acted  as  housekeeper,  with  open 
arms  and  tears  of  joy.  My  aunt  was  mightily  amused,  when 
we  began  to  talk  composedly,  by  my  account  of  my  meeting 
with  Mr.  Chillip,  and  of  his  holding  her  in  such  dread  re- 
membrance; and  both  she  and  Feggotty  had  a  great  deal  to 
say  about  my  poor  mother's  second  husband,  and  "that 
murdering  woman  of  a  sister ,"  —  on  whom  I  think  no  pain  or 
penalty  would  have  induced  my  aunt  to  bestow  any  Christian 
or  Proper  Name ,  or  any  other  designation. 


CHAPTER  XXm. 

Agnes. 

My  aunt  and  I,  when  we  were  left  alone,  talked  far  into 
the  night.  How  the  emigrants  never  wrote  home,  otherwise 
than  cheerfully  and  hopefully ;  how  Mr.  Micawber  had  actually 
remitted  divers  small  sums  of  money,  on  account  of  those 
"pecuniary  liabilities,"  in  reference  to  which  he  had  been  so 
business-like  as  between  man  and  man ;  how  Janet,  returning 
into  my  aunt*s  service  when  she  came  back  to  Dover,  had 
finally  carried  out  her  renunciation  of  mankind  by  entering 
into  wedlock  with  a  thriving  tavern-keeper ;  and  how  my  aunt 
had  finally  set  her  seal  on  the  same  great  principle  by  aiding 
and  abetting  the  bride,  and  crowning  the  marriage-ceremony 
-with  her  presence ;  were  among  our  topics  —  already  more  or 
less  familiar  to  me  through  the  letters  I  had  had.  Mr.  Dick, 
as  usual,  was  not  forgotten.  My  aunt  informed  me  how  he 
inces9antly  occupied  himself  in  copying  everything  he  could 
lay  his  hands  on,  and  kept  King  Charles  the  First  at  a  respect- 
ful distance  by  that  semblance  of  employment;  how  it  was 
one  of  the  main  joys  and  rewards  of  her  life  that  he  was  free 
and  happy,  instead  of  pining  in  monotonous  restraint;  and 
how  (as  a  novel  general  conclusion)  nobody  but  she  could  ever 
fully  know  what  he  was. 

*' And  when.  Trot,"  said  my  aunt,  patting  the  back  of  my 
hand,  as  we  sat  in  our  old  way  before  the  fire;  "when  are  you 
going  over  to  Canterbury?" 

'*I  shall  get  a  horse,  and  ride  over  to-morrow  morning, 
aunt ,  unless  you  will  go  with  me?  " 

*'Nol"  said  my  aunt  in  her  short  abrupt  way.  '*I  mean 
to  stay  where  I  am." 
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Then,  I  should  ride,  I  said.  I  could  not  have  cone 
throagh  Canterbniy  to-day  without  stopping,  if  I  had  bees 
coming  to  anyone  bat  her. 

She  was  pleased,  l>at  answered,  *^Tut,  Trot;  wy  old 
bones  would  have  kept  till  to-morrow  I  **  and  softly  patted  nj 
hakid  again ,  as  I  sat  looking  thoughtfully  at  the  fire. 

Thoughtftt%,  fori  could  not  be  here  once  more,  andio 
near  Agnes ,  without  the  revival  of  those  regrets  with  whicbl 
had  so  leiig  been  occupied.  SolWoed  rf^els  they  laighft  be 
teaching  me  what  I  had  fMled  to  leai^  when  my  yoaager  IBe 
was  all  before  me,  but  not  the  less  regrets.  **Oh,  Trot,**  I 
seemed  to  hear  my  aunt  say  onoe  more;  and  I  tnideratood  ber 
better  now.    "Blind,  blind,  blind  I** 

We  both  kept  silence  for  some  mimites.  When  I  niied 
my  eyes,  I  found  that  she  was  steadily  observant  of  me. 
Ferhnps  -she  had  followed  the  current  of  my  misd;  ftr  it 
seemed  -to  me  an  easy  one  to  track  now,  wttful  as  it  had  bees 
once. 

"You  will  find  her  fiither  a  white-hatred  old  man,**  saidnr 
aunt,  "though  a  better  man  in  aU  other  req>eeta  -^  a  re- 
claimed man.  Neither  will  you  find  him  measuring  all  hnaiao 
interests ,  and  joys ,  and  sorrows  with  his  one  poor  little  inch- 
rule  now.  Trust  me,  child,  such  things  most  sfariak  veiy 
much,  before  they  can  be  measured  off  in  ^to^  way/* 

"Indeed  they  must,*'  said  I. 

"You  will  find  her,"  pursued  my  aunt,  "as  good,  asbesa- 
ttfnl,  as  earnest,  as  disinterested,  as  she  has  always  beea. 
If  I  knew  higher  praise,  Trot,  I  would  bestow  it  on  her." 

There  was  no  higher  praise  for  her ;  no  higher  Teproabk 
for  me.    O ,  how  bad  I  strayed  so  far  away ! 

"If  ohe  trains  the  young  girls  whom  she  has  about  her.,  to 
be  like  herself/*  said  my  aunt,  earnest  even  to  the  ffflingof 
her  eyes  with  tears,  "Heaven  knows,  her  life  wU  be  well 
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employed!  Useful  snd  happy,  as  she  said  that  dayl  Ho<w 
could  she  be  otherwise  than  useful  and  happy  I  '* 

**Ha8  Agnes  any  -^'*  I  was  thinking  aloud  „  rather  than 
speaking. 

"Well?   Hey?   Any  what?"  said  my  aunt,  sharply. 

"Any  lover,"  saidL 

"  A  score ,"  cried  my  aunt,  with  a  kind  of  indignant  pride. 
**S1ie  might  have  married  twenty  times,  my  dear,  since  you 
have  been  gone  1" 

" No  doubt ,"  said  X.  "  No  doubt.  But  'has  she  any  lover 
-who  is  worthy  of  her?    Agnes  could  care  for  no  other." 

My  aunt  sat  musing  fbra  little  while,  with  her  chin*upon 
herlifiind.    Slowly  raising  her  eyes'to  mine ,  she  said : 

"  I  suspect  she  has  an  attachment,  Trot. " 

"  A  prosperous  one  ?  "  said  I. 

"Trot,"  returned  my  aunt  gravely,  "I  can't  say.  I  have 
no  right  to  tell  you  even  so  much.  She  has  never  confided  it 
to  me ,  but  I  suspect  it." 

She  looked  so  attentively  and  anxiously  at  me  (I  even  saw 
)ier tremble) ,  that  I  felt  now,  more  than  ever,  that  she  had 
followed  my  late  thoughts.  I  summoned  all  the  resolutions  I 
had  made,  in  ail  those  many  da^-s  and  nights,  and  all  those 
many  conflicts  of  my  heart. 

"  If  it  should  be  so ,"  I  began ,  "  and  I  hope  it  is  — " 

"I  don't  know  that  it  is,"  said  my  aunt  curtly.  "You 
must  not  be  ruled  by  my  suspicions.  Yon  must  keep  them 
secret.  Xhey  are  very  slight,  perhaps.  I  have  no  right  to 
speak." 

"If  it  should  be  so,"  I  repeated,  ^* Agnes  will  tell  me  at 
her  own  good  time.  A  sister  to  whom  I  have  confided  so  omch, 
aunt,  will  not  be  reluctant  to  confide  in  me." 

My  aunt  withdrew  her  eyes  from  mine  as  slowly  as  she 
had  turned  them  upon  me,  and  covered  them  thoughtfully 
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witb  her  hand*  By  and  by  she  put  her  other  hand  on  my 
shoulder;  and  so  we  both  sat,  looking  into  the  past  without 
saying  another  word ,  nntil  we  parted  for  the  night. 

I  rode  away ,  early  in  the  morning,  for  the  scene  of  my  old 
school  days.  I  cannot  say  that  I  was  yet  qnite  happy  in  the 
hope  thai  I  was  gaining  a  victory  over  myself;  even  in  the 
prospect  of  so  soon  looking  on  her  face  again. 

The  well-remembered  groand  was  soon  traversed,  and  I 
came  into  the  qoiet  streets,  where  every  stone  was  a  boj*s 
book  to  me.  I  went  on  foot  to  the  old  house,  and  went  awar 
with  a  heart  too  full  to  enter.  I  retamed,  and  looking,  as  I 
passed,  through  the  low  window  of  the  turret-room  where  fint 
Uriah  Heep,  and  afterwards  Mr.  Micawber,  had  been  wont 
to  sit,  saw  that  it  was  a  little  parlour  now,  and  that  there  wts 
no  office.  Otherwise  the  staid  old  house  was ,  as  to  its  dean- 
liness  and  order,  still  just  as  it  had  been  when  I  first  saw  it.  I 
requested  the  new  maid  who  admitted  me,  to  tell  Miss  V^ck- 
field  that  a  gentleman  who  waited  on  her  from  a  friend  abroad, 
was  there;  and  I  was  shown  up  the  grave  old  staircase  (cae- 
tioned  of  the  steps  I  knew  so  well)  into  the  unchanged 
drawing-room.  The  books  that  Agnes  and  I  had  read  to- 
gether, were  on  their  shelves,  and  the  desk  where  I  had 
laboured  at  my  lessons,  many  a  night,  stood  yet  at  the  sane 
old  comer  of  liie  table.  All  the  little  changes  that  had  crept 
in  when  the  Heeps  were  there,  were  changed  again.  Ev«y- 
thing  was  as  it  used  to  be,  in  the  happy  time. 

I  stood  in  a  window,  and  looked  across  the  ancient  stictit 
at  the  opposite  houses,  recalling  howl  had  watched  themos 
wet  afternoons,  when  I  first  came  there ;  and  how  I  had  osed 
to  speculate  about  the  people  who  appeared  at  aay  of  the 
windows,  and  had  followed  them  with  my  eyes  up  and  down 
stairs ,  while  women  went  clicking  along  the  pavement  in  pat- 
tens, and  the  dull  rain  fell  in  slanting  lines,  and  poured  ont  of 
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the  waterspout  yonder,  and  flowed  into  the  road.  The  feeling 
-with  which  I  used  to  watch  the  tramps  as  they  came  into  the 
town  on  those  wet  evenings,  at  dusk,  and  limped  past,  with 
their  bundles  drooping  over  their  shoulders  at  the  ends  of 
sticks,  came  freshly  back  to  me,  fraught,  as  then,  with  the 
smell  of  damp  earth,  and  wet  leaves  and  briar,  and  the  sensa- 
tion of  the  very  airs  that  blew  upon  me  in  my  own  toilsome 
journey.  . 

The  opening  of  the  little  door  in  the  panneled  wall  made 
zne  start  and  turn.  Her  beautiful  serene  eyes  met  mine  as  she 
came  towards  me.  She  stopped  and  laid  her  hand  upon  her 
bosom,  and  I  caught  her  in  nfy  arms. 

'*  Agnes  I  my  dear  girl  I  I  have  come  too  suddenly  upon 
you." 

"No,  no  I   I  am  so  rejoiced  to  see  you ,  Trotwoodl'* 

"Dear  Agnes,  the  happiness  it  is  to  me,  to  see  you  once 
again  I" 

I  folded  her  to  my  heart,  and,  for  a  little  while ,  we  were 
both  silent.  Presently  we  sat  down,  side  by  side,  and  her 
angel-face  was  turned  upon  me  with  the  welcome  I  had 
dreamed  of,  waking  and  sleeping,  for  whole  years. 

She  was  so  true,  she  was  so  beautiful,  she  was  so  good,  — 
I  owed  her  so  much  gratitude ,  she  was  so  dear  to  me,  that  I 
could  find  no  utterance  for  what  I  felt. .  I  tried  to  bless  her, 
tried  to  thank  her,  tried  to  tell  her  (as  I  had  often  done  in  let- 
ters) what  an  influence  she  had  upon  me,  but  all  my  efibrts 
were  in  vain.    My  love  and  joy  were  dumb. 

With  her  own  sweet  tranquillity  she  calmed  my  agitation; 
led  me  back  to  the  time  of  our  parting;  spoke  to  me  of  Emily, 
whom  she  had  visited,  in  secret,  many  times;  spoke  to  me 
tenderly  of  Dora's  grave.  With  the  unerring  instinct  of  her 
noble  heart,  she  touched  the  chords  of  my  memory  so  softly 
and  harmoniously,  that  not  one  jarred  within  me;  I  could 
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liften  to  the  sorrowfal,  distuit  masio,  and  dcwre  te  dimk 
from  nothing  it  awoke.  How  could  I,  when  blemied,  «kh  it 
all,  was  her  dear  self ,  the  belter  angel  of  mjr life? 

*'And  yoo,  Agnes,"  I  said,  by  and  bj.  **lVil  me  of 
yourself.  You  have  hardly  ever  told  me  of  yoor  ova  iifb,  in 
all  this  lapse  of  time! " 

^What  should  I  tell?*'  she  answered,  with  her  radiant 
smile.  *'Papa  is  well.  Tou  see  us  here,  quiet  in  oar  own 
home  —  our  anxieties  set  at  rest,  our  home  restored  toos — 
and  knowing  that,  deArXrotwood,  yon  know aU.** 

"All,  Agnes?"  said  I. 

She  looked  at  me ,  with  some  fluttering  wonder  in  her  fiice. 

"Is  there  nothing  else.  Sister?"  I  said. 

HcF  oolour,  which  had  just  now  faded,  returned,  and  faded 
again.  She  smiled,  with  a  quiet  sadness,  I  thought,  and  shook 
her  head. 

I  had  sought  to  lead  her  to  what  my  aunt  had  hinted  at; 
for,  sharply  painful  to  me  as  it  must  be  to  receive  that  con- 
fidence, I  was  to  discipline  my  hqart,.  and  do  my  duty  to  her. 
I  saw,  however,  that  she  was  uneasy ,  and  I  let  it  pass. 

"  You  have  much. to  do,  dear  Agnes? " 

^*With  my  school?"  said  ahe^  lookiiig  up  again,  in  ail  her 
bright  composure. 

"Yes.    It  is  laborious,  i&itnot?^' 

"The  labous  is  ao pleasant,"  she  retiamed,.  ^tlml  it  is 
scarcely  grateful  in  me  to. call  it  by  that  name." 

"Nothing  good  ia  difficult  to.  you ,"  aaidl^ 

Her  oolour  came  and  went  oAce  more;  aad  onee.  iiione».  as 
she  bent  her  head,  I  saw*  the  same  sadism  tie* 

"You  will  wait  and  see  papa,"  said  Agnes^.  Qheerf«Jlyy 
"and  pass  the  day.  with  us?  Perhaps- you  will  sleep  in  >*oar 
own  room  ?  We  always  call  it  yours 
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I  could  npfc  do  that,  having  pvomiffed  to  rid«.  back, <k^ my 
aunt^s  at  night,  bujt  I  woqXd  paM  th^  day  th^ire,  joyfujjlj. 

'*  I  mast  be  a. prisoner  for  a  littU  while  /*  said  Agnea,  '*  but 
here  ace- tbe.  old  books,  Trootwood,  andtheoldmuaiCk** 

^'Evea  the  old  fliowersare  here,"  said  I,  looking  round; 
"or  the  old  kinds." 

**I  hav6  found  a  pleasure,"  returned  Agnes,  smiting, 
*^wbile  you  have  been  absent,  in.  keeping  every  thing  as  it 
tuiedto  be  when  we  were  children.  For  we  were  very/  happy 
then,  I  think." 

*'  Beaveit  knows  we  were  I "  said  I. 

"And  every  little  thing  that  has  reminded  me  of  n^l^ro- 
iher,"  said.  Agnes,  with  her  cordial  eyes  tamed  ch^<|rfully 
upofi  me,.  *^has.  been  a  welcome  companioa.  Even  this," 
showing  me.  the  basket-trifle,  full  of  keys,  still  hanging  at  her 
side,  "seems  to  jingle  a  kind  ot  old  tune  I " 

She  smiled  again*  and  went  ouli  at  the.  door  by  wlpi/ch  she 
hadoome. 

It  was  fox  me  to  guard  this  sisterly  affection  with  rejigiqns 
care.  It  was  all  that  I  had  left  myself,  and  it  was  atreaaure. 
If  I  once  shook  the  foundations  of  the  saored  confidence  and 
usage  in  virtue  of  which  it  was  givea  to  me,  it  ym»  Iosl».  aD4 
could  never  be  recovered.  I  set  this  steadily  befovO' myself. 
The  better  I  loved  her»  the  more  it  behoved;  me  n^ver  to 
forget  it. 

I  walked  through  the  streets i  aad  once  more  seeing  my 
old  adversary  the  butcher  —  now  a  constable,  ^M^  bia.  stjsff 
hangiag  up  in  t]i«  shop  ^  went  dovgf^  to  lop)^  at  th^/  place 
where  I  had  fought  him ;  f^  ther^  medilMbed  oa  Mjss 
Shepherd  and  the  eldest  Miss  LaifciBa »  and  all,  the  idle  loves 
and  likings,  and  dislikings,  of  th^  tiime.  Noithjiig  seeoped 
to  have  survived  that  time  but  Agnes,  and  she,  ever  a  atar 
above  me,  was  brighter  and  highei). 
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'Wben  I  returned,  Mr.  Wickfield  had  come  home,  from  s 
garden  he  bad,  a  couple  of  miles  or  so  out  of  the  town,  where 
he  now  employed  himself  almost  every  day.  I  found  bim  as 
my  aunt  had  described  him.  We  sat  down  to  dinner  with  some 
half-dozen  little  girls,  and  he  seemed  but  the  shadow  of  his 
handsome  picture  on  the  wall. 

The  tranquillity  and  peace  belonging,  of  old,  to  that  quiet 

(  ground  in  my  memory,  pervaded  it  again.    When  dinner  was 

*done,  Mr.  Wickfield  tj^lrincf  nn  win  ft.  and  I  desiring  none. 

\  ^'     we  went  up-stairs,  where  Agnes  and  her  little  charges  eaog 

\      and  played,  and  worked.    After  tea  the  children  left  as,  and 

we  three  sat  together,  talking  of  the  by-gone  days. 

"My  part  in  them  ,'*  said  Mr.  Wickfield,  shaking  his  white 
head,  **has  much  matter  for  regret —  for  deep  regret,  and 
deep  contrition ,  Trotwood ,  y^u  well  know.  But  I  would  not 
cancel  it,  if  it  were  in  my  power." 

I  could  readily  believe  that,  looking  at  the  face  beside  him. 

"I  should  cancel  with  it,"  he  pursued,  *'such  patience 
and  devotion ,  such  fidelity ,  such  a  child*s  love ,  as  I  must  not 
forget,  no!  even  to  forget  myself.** 

"I  understand  you.  Sir,"  I  softly  said.  "I  hold  it — I 
have  always  held  it  *  in  veneration." 

•*But  no  one  knows,  not  even  you,"  he  returned,  **how 
much  she  has  done,  how  much  she  has  undergone,  how  hard 
she  has  striven.    Dear  Agnes  I "  ' 

She  had  put  her  hand  entreatingly  on  his  arm,  to  stop  him, 
and  was  yery,  very,  pale. 

^^Well,  wdl!"  he  said  with  a  sigh,  dismissing,  as  I  then 
saw,  some  trial  she  had  born^or  was  yet  to  bear,  in  con- 
nexion  with  what  my  aunt  had  told  me,  <'  Well  I  I  have  never 
told  you,  Trotwood,  of  her  mother.    Has  any  one?" 

"Never,  Sir." 
_  *'It  *s  not  much  —  though  it  was  much  to  sufifer.    She 
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married  me  in  oppoBition  to  her  father's  wish,  aad  he  re- 
noanced  her.  She  prayed  him  to  forgive  her^  beifore  laf 
Agnes  came  into  this  world.  He  was  a  yer^r  hard  tuftd,  kad 
her  mother  had  long  been  dead.  He  repulsed  h«r«  He  broke 
her  heart." 

AgtfM  Mtded  tipdn  httf  shouKler,  and  stole  her  itrm'  about 
hisifecl. 

"Sife  had  an  affectionate  and  gentle  heart,"  he  said,  '^and 
it  was  broken,  t  knew  its  tender  nature  very  well.  No  one 
could,  If  I  did  nbt;  Ske  loved  me  dearly,  but  was  never 
happy.  She  was  always  labouring,  in  secret,  under  tida  dis- 
tress; and  being  delicate  and  downcast  at  the  time  of  his  last 
repnlde  —  fbr  id  wasf  not  Che  firslti,  by  many  —  pined  away  and 
died.  She  feft  me  Agnes ,  two  weeks  ol^  —  and  the  grey  hair 
thatryou  recollect  xne  with ,  w^en  you  first  came.** 

He  kissed  Agnes  on  her  cheek. 

''My  ^ve  for  my  dear  child  was  a  diseased  lote,  but  my 
mind  was  all  unhealthy  then.  I  say  no  more  of  that,  i  am  not 
speaking  of  myself,  Trotwood,  but  of  her  mother,  and  of 
her.  If  I  give  you  any  due  to  what  I  am,  or  to  what  I  have 
been,  you  will  unravel  it,  I  know.  What  Agnes  is  ^  I  need  not 
say.  I  have  always  read  soHMthing  of  her  poor  mother's  story 
in  her  character;  and  so  I  tell  it  you  to-night,  when  we 
three  are  again  together,  after  sunb  gieait  ebaages.  I  have 
told  it  all.*' 

His  bowed  head,  and  her  angel  face  ftnd  filial  dMy,  de- 
rived a  nupre  pathetio  nieamilg  firom  it  tban  fthejr  had  faaxi  be- 
fore. If  Jiad  wanfCed  KxyMa/^  by  iMth  to  mavk  thb  nigbl  of 
cm*  reunion ,  I  should  kahre  Mund  it  in  thie* 

AgB«fl  rei^  up  from  faeh*  fiMbe^V  side^,  b«ftyr6  long>i  and 
^oiag  softly  to  her  piano  ,•  plalyed  some  of  the^  old  airii  to  whicb 

had  often  listened  in  thalt  place* 
Da9id  CopprnfOd,  in,  2i 
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"Hare  yoa  any  intention  of  going  away  again?"  Agnet 
asked  me,  as  I  was  standing  by. 

*' What  does  my  sister  say  to  that?  ** 

"I  hope  not." 

"Then  I  have  no  snch  intention,  Agnes." 

"I  think  yon  ought  not,  Trotwood,  since  yon  ask  me*"  she 
said,  mildly.  "Year  growing  reputation  and  success  enlarge 
your  power  of  doing  good ;  and  if  /  could  spare  my  brother," 
with  her  eyes  upon  me,  *' perhaps  the  time  could  not*' 

''What  I  am,  you  have  made  me,  Agnes.  Yon  should 
know  best." 

"/made  you,  Trotwood?" 

"Yes!  Agnes,  my  dear  girl!"  I  said,  bending  over  her, 
"I  tried  to  tell  you ,  when  we  met  to-day,  something  that  has 
been  in  my  thoughts  since  Dora  died.  You  remember  when  you 
came  down  to  me  in  our  little  room  —  pointing  apward, 
Agnes?" 

''Oh,  Trotwood!"  she  returned,  her  eyes  filed  with 
tears.  "So  loving,  so  confiding,  and  so  young!  Can  I  ever 
foi^t?" 

"As  you  were  then,  my  sister,  I  have  oAen  diought  since, 
yon  have  ever  been  to  me.  Ever  pointing  upward,  Agnes; 
ever  leading  me  to  something  better;  ever  directing  me  to 
higher  things  1 " 

She  only  shook  her  head;  through  her  tears  I  saw  the  same 
sad  quiet  smile. 

"And  I  am  so  grateful  to  you  for  it,  Agnes,  so  bound  to 
you,  that  there  is  no  name  for  the  afibction  of  my  heart.  I 
want  you  to  know,  yetdonHkncH^howtotellyou,  that  all  my 
life  long  I  shall  look  up  to  you,  and  be  guided  by  yon,  as  I 
have  been  through  the  darkness  that  is  past.  Whatefver  be- 
tides, whatever  new  ties  you  may  form,  whatever  changes  may 
come  between  us,  I  shall  always  look  to  you,  and  love  you,  as 
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I  do  now  and  have  always  done.  You  will  always  be  my  so- 
lace and  resource  as  you  have  always  been.  Until  I  die,  my 
dearest  sister,  I  shall  see  you  always  before  me,  pointing 
upward  r* 

She  put  her  hand  in  mine,  and  told  me  she  was  proud  of 
me,  and  of  what  I  said;  although  I  praised  her  very  far  beyond 
her  worth.  Then  she  went  on  soflly  phiying,  but  without  re- 
moving her  eyes  from  me. 

<*Do  you  know,  what  I  have  heard  to-night,  Agnes,**  said 
I,  "strangely  seems  to  be  a  part  of  the  feeling  with  which  I  re- 
garded you  when  I  saw  you  first  —  with  which  I  sat  beside  you 
in  my  rough  school-days?  " 

"You  knew  I  had  no  mother,*'  she  replied  with  a  smile, 
"and  felt  kindly  towards  me.** 

"  More  than  that,  Agnes.  I  knew,  almost  as  if  I  had  known 
this  story,  that  there  was  something  inexplicably  gentle  and 
softened  surrounding  you;  something  that  might  have  been 
sorrowful  in  some  one  else,  (as  I  can  now  understand  it  was) 
but  was  not  so  in  you.  '* 

She  softly  played  on,  looking  at  me  still. 

"Will  you  laugh  at  my  cherishing  such  fancies,  Agnes?'* 

"No!** 

"Or  at  my  saying  that  I  really  believe  I  felt,  even  then, 
that  you  could  be  faithfully  affectionate  against  all  discourHgc- 
ment,  and  never  cease  to  be  so,  until  you  ceased  to  live?  — 
"Will  you  laugh  at  such  a  dream? ** 

"Oh,  no!  Oh,  no  I" 

For  an  instant,  a  distressful  shadow  crossed  her  face ,  ])ut, 
even  in  the  start  it  gave  me,  it  was  gone,  and  she  was  playing 
on,  and  looking  at  me  with  her  own  calm  smile. 

As  I  rode  back  in  the  lonely  night,  the  wind  going  by  me 
like  a  restless  memory,  I  thought  of  this,  and  feared  she  was 
oot  happy,    /was  not  happy;   but,  thus  far,  I  had  faithfully 
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86t  the  seal  upon  the  Pfttt,  and,  thlBking  of  her,  pointing  up- 
ward, thought  of  her  as  pointing  to  that  Bkj  above  me,  irhere^ 
in  the  mystery  to  come,  I  imght  yet  love  her  wi*b  a  love  on- 
known  on  earth,  and  tell  her  what  the  strife  had  beeawilUa 
me  when  I  loved  her  here. 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

I  am  ibowB  two  iotereaUng  penitMlf. 

Fob  a  tune  —  at  all  events  until  my  book  should  be  com- 
pleted, which  would  be  the  work  of  several  months  —  I  took 
ap  my  abode  in  my  aant*6  house  at  Dover;  and  there,  sitting 
in  the  window  from  which  I  had  looked  out  at  the  moon  upon 
the  sea,  when  that  roof  first  gave  me  shelter,  I  quietly  pursued 
my  task. 

In  pursuance  of  my  intention  of  referring  to  my  own  fictions 
only  when  their  course  should  incidentally  connect  itself  with 
the  progress  of  my  story,  I  do  npt  enter  on  the  aspirations,  the 
delights,  anxieties,  and  triumphs,  of  my  art.    That  I  truly 
devoted  myself  to  it  with  my  strongest  earnestness,  and  bo- 
stowed  upon  it  every  energy  of  my  soul,  I  have  already  said. 
If  the  books  I  have  written  be  of  any  worth,  they  will  supply 
the  rest.    I  shall  otherwise  have  written  to  poor  purpose ,  and 
tiie  rest  will  be  of  interest  to  no  one. 

Occasionally,!  went  to  London,  to  lose  myself  in  the  swarm 
o(  life  there,  or  to  consult  with  Traddles  on  some  business  point. 
He  had  managed  for  me,  in  my  absence,  with  the  soundest 
Judgment,  and  my  worldly  afi*airs  were  prospering.  As  my  no- 
toriety began  to  bring  upon  me  an  enormous  quantity  of  letters 
from  people  of  whom  I  had  no  knowledge  —  chiefly  about 
nothing,  and  extremely  difficult  to  answer  —  I  agreed  with 
Traddles  to  have  my  name  painted  up  on  his  door.  There, 
tiie  devoted  postmen  on  that  beat  delivered  bushels  of  letters 
for  me ;  and  there ,  at  intervab ,  I  laboured  through  them ,  Hke 
a  Home  Secretary  of  State  without  the  salary. 

An&ong  this  correspondence,  there  dropped  in,  every  now 
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and  then ,  an  obliging  propoBal  from  one  of  the  nameroai 
oatsidcrs  always  lurking  about  the  Commons,  to  practise  un- 
der cover  of  my  name  (if  I  would  take  the  necessary  steps  re- 
maining to  make  a  proctor  of  myself) ,  and  pay  me  a  percent- 
age on  the  profits.  But,  I  declined  these  offers,  being  already 
aware  that  there  were  plenty  of  such  covert  practitioners  in 
existence,  and  considering  the  Commons  quite  bad  enooghf 
without  my  doing  anything  to  make  it  worse. 

The  girls  had  gone  home  when  my  name  burst  into  bloom 
on  Traddles*s  door;  and  the  sharp  boy  looked,  all  day,  as  if 
he  had  never  heard  of  Sophy,  shut  up  in  a  back  room,  glancing 
down  from  her  work  into  a  sooty  little  strip  of  garden  with  a 
pump  in  it.  But,  there  I  always  found  her,  the  same  bright 
housewife;  often  humming  her  Devonshire  ballads  when  no 
strange  foot  was  coming  up  the  stairs,  and  blunting  the  sharp 
boy  in  his  ofScial  closet  with  melody. 

I  wondered,  at  first,  why  I  so  often  found  Sophy  wridngia 
a  copy-book,  and  why  she  always  shut  it  up  when  I  appeared, 
and  hurried  it  into  the  table- drawer.  But  the  secret  soon 
came  out.  One  day,  Traddlcs  (who  had  just  come  home 
through  the  drizzling  sleet  from  Court)  took  a  paper  out  of  his 
desk,  and  asked  me  what  I  thought  of  that  hand-writiiig? 

'*0h,  don*t,  TomP'  cried  Sophy,  who  was  warming  his 
slippers  before  the  fire. 

"My  dear,"  returned  Tom,  in  a  delighted  state.  «*Why 
not?    What  do  you  say  to  that  writing,  Copperfield?  " 

<*It*s  extraordinarily  legal  and  formal,"  said  I.  "I  don't 
think  I  ever  saw  such  a  stiff  hand." 

"Not  like  a  lady*s  hand,  is  it?"  said  Traddles. 

"A  lady*sl"  I  repeated.  "Bricks  and  mortar  are  more 
like  a  lady's  hand  I" 

Traddles  broke  into  a  rapturous  laugh,  and  informed  ma 
that  it  was  Sophy's  ¥rriting;   that  Sophy  bad  vowed  and  de- 
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clared  he  would  need  a  copying-clerk  soon ,  and  she  would  be 
that  clerk;  that  she  had  acquired  this  hand  from  a  pattern; 
and  that  she  could  throw  off  —  I  forget  how  many  folios  an 
hour.  Sophy  was  very  much  confused  by  my  being  told  all 
this,  and  said  that  when  *'  Tom**  was  made  a  judge  he  wouldn't 
be  so  ready  to  proclaim  it.  Which  *'  Tom  '*  denied ,  ayerring 
that  he  should  always  be  equally  proud  of  it,  under  all  circum- 
stances. 

''What  a  thoroughly  good  and  charming  wife  she  is,  my 
dear  Traddles!*'  said  I,  when  she  had  gone  away,  laughing. 

''My  dear  Copperfield,"  returned  Traddles,  "she  is, 
without  any  exception,  the  dearest  girl!  The  way  she  ma- 
nages this  place ;  her  punctuality,  domestic  knowledge,  eco- 
nomy, and  order;  her  cheerfulness,  Copperfield  1" 

"Indeed ,  you  have  reason  to  commend  her !  **  I  returned. 
"  You  are  a  happy  fellow.  I  believe  you  make  yourselves ,  and 
each  other  9  two  of  the  happiest  people  in  the  world.*' 

"I  am  sure  we  are  two  of  the  happiest  people,"  returned 
Traddles.  '*I  admit  that,  at  all  events.  Bless  my  soul,  when 
I  see  her  getting  up  by  candle-light  on  these  dark  mornings, 
busying  herself  in  the  day  *s  arrangements,  going  out  to 
market  before  the  clerks  come  into  the  Inn ,  caring  for  no 
weather,  devising  the  most  capital  little  dinners  out  of  the 
plainest  materials,  making  puddings  and  pies ,  keeping  every- 
thing in  its  right  place,  always  so  neat  and  ornamental  herself, 
sitting  up  at  night  with  me  if  it  *s  ever  so  late,  sweet-tempered 
and  encouraging  always,  and  all  for  me,  I  positively  some- 
times can't  believe  it,  Copperfield  1  '* 

He  was  tender  of  the  very  slippers  she  had  been  warming, 
as  he  put  them  on,  and  stretched  his  feet  enjoyingly  upon  the 
fender. 

"I  positively  sometimes  can't  believe  it,"  said  Traddles. 
Then,  our  pleasures  I    Dear  me,  they  are  inexpensive,  but 
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fj^fy  ^tff  quitf  iironderfiiU    When  if«  ajre  Afc  kovi«  here ,  of  an 
evei^iifg,  aa4  fhp^  the  ppter  door*  and  dvmw  those  cvrtaina  — 
^hioh  ^e  ja^e  —  H'>'^^  eonld  we  be  more  enog?    Whtea  it  *• 
fine,  ;end  i^e  go  oi^t  for  ^  walk  ui  the  evening,  the  streets 
Ji^f0i^)4  iR  enjoyment  for  us.    We  look  into  the  ^tterkig  vic- 
dovs  of  the  jefrellers*  sh/^s;  and  I  ahov  Sophy  whieb  of 
the  dijuaond-eyed  serpentf ,  coiled  op  on  iwhite  satin  rising 
grounds,  I  would  giye  her  if  I  could  afford  it;  andBophy 
shows  me  which  of  the  gol4  watches  that  are  capped  and  jew- 
elled 9txkd  engine -turned,    ai^i  pps^^8sed  of  the  faonsontal 
lever-iBscape-moTement,  and  all  aoits  of  things,  she  would 
buy  for  n^e  if  sHb  could  afford  it;  and  we  pick  out  tfaeapoons 
a^d  forks,  fish -slices,  l^utter- knives,  aad  sngar-tongs,  we 
should  both  prefer  if  we  could  both  afford  it;  and  realijr  we 
go  away  as  if  we  hftd  gQt  them!    Then,  when  we  stroll  into 
the  squares,  and  great  streets,  and  see  a  house  to  let,  aome- 
times  we  look  up  at  it,  and  say,  how  would  that  do,  if  I  was 
made  a  judge?    And  we  parcel  it  out:  such  a  room  for  us, 
such  rooms  for  the  girls,  and  so  forth:  until  we  settle  to  our 
satisfaction  that  it  would  do,  or  it  woulda*t  do,  as  the  ease 
may  be.    Sometimes »  we  go  at  halfrprice  to  the  pit  of  the 
theatre  —  the  very  smell  of  which  is  ehei^,  in  my  opinion ,  at 
the  money  —  and  there  we  thoronghly  enjoy  &e  play:  vhicb 
3ophy  beUevps  every  word  of,  a«d  so  do  L    in  walking  kome, 
perhaps  we  buy  a  little  bit  pf  something  at  a  ooek's-shop,  or 
a  little  Lobster  at  the  (shmonger's,  and  bring  it  bare,  and  make 
a  splendid  suiter,  chatting  about  what  we  haveaaeft-    Nom, 
you  know,  Copperfield,  ifj  was  itocd  Chancellor,  we  6oiildB*t 
do  this!" 

"Touwo^ld  dp  something,  whatever  ypa  weee,  mj  dear 
Traddles  ,**  thought  I ,  *'  that  would  be  pleasant  and  aaoiaUel 
And  by  the  way,'*  I  said  aloud,  "I  attppoae  you  never  draw 
any  skeletons  now?** 


"Be«Jily»**  vepli«d  TraddliM,  lauding,  and  veddemng/ 
'*I  can't  wholly  deny  that  I  do,  my  dear  CopperfieUI.  For» 
being  in  one  of  the  back  rows  of  the  King*0  Bench  the  other 
day,  with  a  pea  in  my  hand,  the  faoey  came  iato  my  head  to 
try  how  I  had  preserved  that  accomplishment.  iUid  I  am 
afraid  there 's  a  skeleton  —  in  a  wig  ^  on  the  ledge  of  the 
desk." 

Jiftot  we  had  both  langbed  heartily,  Traddles  woand  up 
by  looking  with  a  smile  at  the  fire,  and  saying,  in  his  forgiving 
way,  "OldCreakle!" 

"I  have  a  letter  from  that  old  —  Basoalhere,"  said  I.  For 
I  never  was  less  disposed  to  forgive  him  himself. 

<*Froni  Creakle  the  schookmaeter?  *'  exclaimed  Traddles. 
"No  I" 

''Among  the  persons  who  are  attracted  to  me  in  my  lising 
£$fBe  and  forinne**'  said  X,  looking  ofver  my  lefetars,  ''and 
vbo  discover  that  they  were  always  moeh  attached  to  me,  is 
the  self-same  Creakle*  He  is  not  a  schoolmaster  now,  Trad« 
(dies.    Heisrptived*    He  is  a  Middlesex  Magittnte."  • 

I  thought  Tvaddles  might  be  surprised  to  hear  it,  but  he 
w«0  not  at  alt* 

'*How  do  you  suppose  he  oomes  to  be  a  Middlesex  Ma* 

gi^trat^?"  said  I. 

"  0)i  deur  me  1  '*  replied  Traddles ,  "  it  woold  be  very  dif- 
ficult to  answer  that  question.  Perhaps  he  voted  for  some- 
]^ody,  or  lent  money  to  somebody,  or  bought  something  of 
aQmelH>dy9  or  otherwise  obliged  somebody,  or  jobbed  for 
cpmebody  9  who  knew  somebody  who  got  the  Ueutenant  of  the 
county  to  nominate  him  for  the  commission.*' 

"On  the  oommiflsion  he  is,  at  any  rate,*'  said  L  "And 
^  writes  to  me  here,  that  he  will  be  glad  to  show  me,  in 
operation,  the  only  true  system  of  prison  discipline;  the  only 
onchallengeable  way  of  making  sincere  and  lasting  converts 
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juid  penitente  —  whioht  yon  know,  ii  by  solitary  confinement. 
What  do  yon  say?" 

**To  the  system?*'  inquired  Traddles,  looking  grave. 

**No.  To  my  accepting  the  offer,  and  yonr  going 
with  me?  *' 

*<I  don*t  object,**  said  Traddles. 

"  Then  I  *11  write  to  say  so.  Yon  remember  (to  say  nodung 
of  oor  treatment)  this  same  Creakle  turning  his  son  ont  <^ 
doors,  I  suppose,  and  the  life  he  used  to  lead  his  wife  and 
daughter?*' 

«< Perfectly,*'  sud  Traddles. 

"  Yet,  if  yoa  '11  read  his  letter,  yon  '11  £nd  he  is  the  ten- 
derest  of  men  to  prisoners  convicted  of  the  whole  calendar  of 
felonies,"  sud  I,  "though  I  can't  find  that  his  tendeniea 
extends  to  any  other  dass  of  created  beings." 

Traddles  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  was  not  at  aU  sur- 
prised. I  had  not  expected  him  to  be ,  and  was  not  surprised 
myself,  or  my  observation  of  similar  practical  salirea  would 
have  been  but  scanty.  We  arranged  the  time  of  our  viait,  and 
I  wrote  accordingly  to  Mr.  Creakle  that  evening. 

On  the  appointed  day  —  I  think  it  was  the  next  day,  but 
no  matter  —  Traddles  and  I  repaired  to  the  prison  where  Mr. 
Creakle  was  powerful.  It  was  an  immense  and  solid  building, 
erected  at  a  vast  expense.  I  could  not  help  thinking,  as  we 
approached  the  gate,  what  an  uproar  would  have  beea 
made  in  the  country,  if  any  deluded  man  had  proposed  to 


spend  one  half  the  money  it  had  cost,  on  Uie  erection  of  sa 
r  industrial  school  for  the  young,  or  a  house  of  refuge  for  the 
deserving  old. 

In  an  office  that  might  have  been  on  the  groand-flo<»r  of: 
the  Tower  of  Bab  el,  it  was  so  massively  constructed,  we  wet 
presented  to  our  old  schoolmaster,  who  was  one  of  a  group, 
composed  of  two  or  three  of  the  busier  sort  of  magistrates, 
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and  Bome  yisiton  they  had  brought.  He  received  me,  like  a 
man  who  had  formed  my  mind  in  bygone  years,  and  had 
always  loved  me  tenderly.  On  my  introducing  Traddles, 
Mr.  Creakle  expressed,  in  like  manner,  but  in  an  inferior 
degree,  that  he  had  always  been  Traddles's  guide,  philo« 
sopher,  and  friend.  Our  venerable  instructor  was  a  great 
deal  older,  and  not  improved  in  appearance.  His  face  was  as 
fiery  as  ever;  his  eyes  were  as  small,  and  rather  deeper  set. 
The  scanty,  wet-looking  grey  hair  by  which  I  remembered 
him,  was  almost  gone;  and  the  thick  veins  in  his  bald  head 
were  none  the  more  agreeable  to  look  at. 

After  some  conversation  among  these  gentlemen,  from 
which  I  might  have  supposed  that  there  was  nothing  in  the 
world  to  be  legitimately  taken  into  account  but  the  supreme 
comfort  of  prisoners,  at  any  expense,  and  nothing  on  the 
wide  earth  to  be  done  outside  prison-doors,  we  beg^  our 
inspection.  It  being  then  just  dinner-time,  we  went,  first 
into  the  great  kitchen,  where  every  prisoner's  dinner  was  in 
course  of  being  set  out  separately  (to  be  handed  to  him  in  his 
cell)  with  the  regularity  and  precision  of  clock-work.  I  said 
aside,  to  Traddles,  that  I  wondered  whether  it  occurred  to 
anybody,  that  there  was  a  striking  contrast  between  these 
plentiful  repasts  of  choice  quality,  and  the  dinners,  not  to  say 
of  paupers,  but  of  soldiers,  sailors,  labourers,  the  great  bulk 
of  the  honest ,  working  community ;  of  whom  not  one  man  in 
five  hundred  ever  dined  half  so  well.  But  I  learned  that  the 
'<  system  "required  high  living;  and,  in  short,  to  dispose  of 
the  system,  once  for  all,  I  found  that  on  that  head  and  on  all 
others,  ''the  system**  put  an  end  to  all  doubts,  and  disposed 
of  alU  anomalies.  Nobody  appeared  to  have  the  least  idea 
that  there  was  any  other  system  but  the  system  to  be  con- 
sidered. 

As  we  were  going  through  some  of  the  magnificent  pas- 
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tages,  I  inqaired  of  Ur.  Creakle  and  hh  friends  whst  were 
tappoied  to  be  the  mam  advantages  of  thia  all-goveniiBg  and 
nnivenaUy  o¥er-riding  rfstem?  I  fonnd  them  to  be  the  per- 
fect isolation  of  prisoners ,  so  that  no  one  man  in  eonfinemeot 
there,  knew  anything  abont  another,  and  tiie  redactioa  of 
prisoners  to  a  wholesosM  state  of  mind,  leading  to  sinoers 
eontritioB  and  repentance. 

Now,  it  strack  me,  when  we  began  tovisit  indrfidnals  in 
their  odls,  and  to  trayerse  the  passages  in  which  those  eeUs 
were,  and  to  have  the  nsanner  of  the  going  to  diapol  and  so 
forth ,  explained  to  ns,  that  there  was  a  strong  probability  of 
the  prisoners  knowing  a  good  deal  abont  each  other,  and  of 
their  carrying  on  a  pretty  complete  system  of  inierconrse. 
This,  at  the  time  I  write,  has  been  proved,  I  belicTe,  to  be 
the  case;  bnt,  as  it  would  have  been  ikt  Uasphemy  against 
the  system  to  have  hinted  such  a  doabt  then,  I  lookeif  out  he 
the  penitence  as  diligendy  as  I  oould. 

And  here  again,  I  had  great  misgiTtngs.  I  found  as  pre- 
valent a  fashion  in  the  fonn  of  the  penitence,  as  I  had  left 
outside  in  the  forms  of  the  coats  and  waistcoats  in  (be  windows 
of  the  tailors'  shops.  I  found  a  vast  amount  of  profession, 
varying  very  little  in  character:  varying  very  little  (which  I 
thought  exceedingly  suspicious)  even  in  words.  I  found  a 
great  many  foxes,  disparaging  whole  vineyards  of  inaeoeaRble 
grapes,  but  I  found  very  few  foxes  whom  I  would  have  tmsted 
within  reach  of  a  bunch.  Above  all,  I  found  that  the  most 
professing  men  were  the  greatest  objeots  of  interest;  and  dial 
their  conceit,  their  vanity,  their  want  of  exottesMOt,  and 
their  love  of  deception  (which  many  of  theQs  possessed  to 
an  almost  incredible  extent,  as  their  histories  showed) 
all  prompted  to  these  professions ,  and  were  all  gratified  by 
them. 

However,   I  heard  so  repeatedly,   in  the  cosine  of  our 
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goings  to  and  fro »  of  a  certain  Number  Twenty  Seven ,  who 
was  the  Favourite ,  and  who  really  appeared  to  be  a  Model 
Prisoner  t  that  I  resolved  to  suspend  my  judgment  until  I 
should  see  Twenty  Seven.  Twenty  Eight,  I  understood,  was 
also  a  bright  particular  star,  but  it  was  his  misfortune  to 
have  his  glory  a  little  dimmed  by  the  extraordinary  lustre 
of  Twenty  Seven.  I  heard  so  much  of  Twenty  Seven,  ef  his 
pious  admonitions  to  everybody  around  him,  and  of  the  bean* 
tifnl  letters  he  constantly  wrote  to  his  mother  (whom  he  seemed 
to  consider  in  a  very  bad  way)  that  I  became  quite  impatient 
to  see  him. 

I  had  to  restrain  my  impatience  for  some  time,  on  account 
of  Twenty  Seven  being  reserved  for  a  concluding  effect.  But, 
at  last,  we  came  to  the  door  of  his  cell,  and  Mr.  Creakle, 
looiking  tfaatmgh  a  little  hole  in  it,  reported  to  us,  in  a  state 
of  the  greatest  admiration,  that  he  was  reading  a  Hymn 
Book« 

There  was  such  a  rush  of  heads  immediately,  to  see  Num- 
ber Twenty  Seven  reading  hii  Hymn  Book ,  that  the  little  hole 
was  blocked  up,  six  or  seven  heads  deep.  To  remedy  this 
inconvenience,  and  grve  ns  an  opportnmty  of  conversing  wHh 
Twenty  Seven  in  all  his  pnrity,  Mr«  Creakle  directed  the  door 
of  the  cell  to  be  unlocked,  and  Twenty  Seven  to  be  invited  out 
into  the  passage.  This  was  done;  and  whom  should  Traddles 
and  I  then  behold ,  to  our  amazement,  in  this  converted  Num- 
ber Twenrjr  Seven,  but  Uriah  Heepl 

He  knew  us  directly,  and  said,  as  he  came  out -«  with  the 
old  writhe, -*- 

^How  do  you  do,  Mr.  Copperfield?  How  do  you  do, 
Mr.Traddles?** 

This  recognition  cansed  a  general  admiration  in  the  party. 
I  rather  thou^t  that  every  one  was  struck  by  his  not  being 
proud,  and  taking  notice  of  OS. 
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"Well,  Twenty  Seven/*   said  Mr.  Creakle,  moumfidly 
admiring  him.    "How  do  you  find  yoanelf  to-day? ** 

"lamyeryumble,  Sir!**  replied  Uriah Heep. 

"Ton  are  always- so.  Twenty  Seven,**  said  Mr.  Creakle. 

Here,  another  gentleman  asked,  with  extreme  anjdety: 
"Are  you  quite  comfortable?** 

"Yes,  I  thank  you,  Sirl**  said  Uriah  Heep,  looking  in 
that  direction.  "  Far  more  comfortable  here ,  than  ever  I  was 
outside.  I  see  my  follies  now.  Sir.  That  *8  what  makes  me 
comfortable.** 

Several  gentlemen  were  much  affected,  and  a  third  ques- 
tioner, forcing  himself  to  the  front,  inquired  with  extreme 
feeling,  "How  do  you  find  the  beef?** 

"Thank  you,  Sir,*'  replied  Uriah,  glancing  in  the  new 
direction  of  this  voice ,  "  it  was  tougher  yesterday  than  I  could 
wish;  but  it*s  my  duty  to  bear.  I  have  committed  follies, 
gentlemen,**  sud  Uriah,  looking  round  with  a  meek  smile, 
"  and  I  ought  to  bear  the  consequences  without  repining.** 

A  murmur,  partly  of  gratification  at  Twenty  Seven's  ce- 
lestial state  of  mind,  and  partly  of  indignation  against  the 
Contractor  who  had  given  him  any  cause  of  complaint  (a  note 
of  which  was  immediately  made  by  Mr.  Creakle) ,  having  sab- 
sided,  Twenty  Seven  stood  in  the  midst  of  us,  as  if  he  felt 
himself  the  principal  object  of  merit  in  a  highly  meritorious 
museum.  That  we,  the  neophytes,  might  have  an  excess 
of  light  shining  upon  us  all  at  once,  orders  were  given  to  let 
out  Twenty  Eight. 

I  had  been  so  much  astonished  already,  that  I  only  felt  a 
kind  of  resigned  wonder  when  Mr.  Littimer  walked  forth, 
reading  a  good  book  I 

"Twenty  Eight,**  said  a  gentleman  in  spectacles ,  who  had 
not  yet  spoken,  "you  complained  last  week,  my  good  fellow, 
of  the  cocoa.    How  has  it  been  since?  ** 
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*' I  ihank  yon ,  Sir,**  said  Mr.  Littimer ,  ** it  hu  been  better 
made.  If  I  might  take  the  liberty  of  saying  so,  Sir,  I  don*t 
think  the  milk  which  is  boiled  with  it  is  quite  genuine;  bat  I 
am  aware,  Sir,  that  there  is  great  adulteration  of  milk,  in 
London,  and  that  the  article  in  a  pure  state  is  difficult  to  be 
obtained.*' 

It  appeared  to  me  that  the  gentleman  in  spectacles  backed 
his  Twenty  Eight  against  Mr.  Creakle*8  Twenty  Seven,  for 
each  of  them  took  his  own  man  in  hand. 

"What  is  your  state  of  mind,  Twenty  Eight?'*  said  the 
questioner  in  spectacles. 

'*I  thank  you,  Sir,'*  returned  Mr.  Littimer,  '*I  see  my 
follies  now.  Sir.  I  am  a  good  deal  troubled  when  I  think 
of  the  sins  of  my  former  companions ,  Sir,  but  I  trust  they  may 
find  forgiveness.'* 

"You  are  quite  happy  yourself?'*  said  the  questioner, 
nodding  encouragement. 

I  am  much  obliged  to  you.  Sir,*'  returned  Mr.  Littimer. 
Perfectly  so.** 

"Is  there  anything  at  all  on  your  mind,  now?"  said  the 
questioner.    "If  so,  mention  it.  Twenty  Eight." 

"Sir,"  said  Mr.  Littimer,  without  looking  up ,  "if  my  eyes 
bave  not  deceived  me,  there  is  a  gentleman  present  who  was 
acquainted  with  me  in  my  former  life.  It  may  be  profitable  to 
that  gentleman  to  know.  Sir,  that  I  attribute  my  past  follies, 
entirely  to  having  lived  a  thoughtless  life  in  the  service  of 
young  men ,  and  to  having  allowed  myself  to  be  led  by  them 
into  weaknesses  which  I  had  not  the  strength  to  resist.  I  hope 
that  gentleman  will  take  warning.  Sir,  and  will  not  be  offended 
at  my  freedom.  It  is  for  his  good.  I  am  conscious  of  my  own 
past  follies.  I  hope  he  may  repent  of  all  the  wickedness  and 
sin  to  which  he  has  been  a  party." 
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I  obterred  lluit  sereral  gentlemen  were  Shading  their  eyes, 
eaeh,  with  one  hand,  as  if  thef  had  just  come  into  chnrch. 

**Thit  does  jou  credit,  Twenty  Bight/*  returned  flie 
qaesfioner.  "  I  should  have  expected  it  of  yoa.  Is  there  any- 
thing ebe?** 

"Sir/*  returned  Mr.  Littimer,  slightly  lifUng  up  his  eye- 
brows ,  but  not  his  eyes ,  **  there  was  a  young  woman  who  fell 
into  dissolute  courses,  that  I  endearoured  to  saye.  Sir,  but 
could  not  rescue.  I  beg  that  gentleman,  if  he  has  it  in  his 
power,  to  inform  that  young  woman  from  me  that  I  for^ve  her 
her  bad  conduct  towards  myself,  and  that  I  catt  hereto  re- 
pentance — if  he  will  be  so  good.** 

"I  have  BO  doubt,  Twenty  Eighty**  returned  the  qnestioner, 
''that  the  gentleman  you  refer  to  feek  yery  stvongiy  —  as  we 
all  must  —  what  you  have  so  properly  said*  We  will  not 
detain  you.*' 

**I  thank  you,  Sir,*'  said  Mr.  lifttimer*  ''Qenllemen, 
I  wish  you  a  good  day,  and  hoping  you  and  your  jamilins  will 
also  see  your  wickedness,  and  amend  1 " 

With  this.  Number  Twenty  Eight  retiredf  after  a  gbace 
between  him  and  Uriah,  as  if  they  were  not  altogether  un- 
known to  each  other,  through  some  medium  of  cemmuai- 
catton ;  and  a  murmur  went  round  the  group ,  as- his  door  shut 
upon  him,  that  he  was  a  most  respectable  man ,  and  a  beauti- 
ful case. 

*'Now,  Twenty  Seven,*'  said  Mr.  Creakk,  entering  on 
a  clear  stage  with  Ms  many  "is  these  anything  that  any  one  can 
do  for  you  7  If  so,  mention  it." 

"*!  would  umbly  «ak.  Sir,"  retamed  Uriah,  with  a  jerk 
of  his  maleroleni  head,  "for  leave  to^  write  ag^  to  mo- 
ther." 

"It  shall  certainly  be  granted,"  said  Mr.  Creakle. 
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^Tltank  yon,  Sir!  I  am  anxious  about  mother.  I  am 
afraid  she  ain*t  safe.** 

Somebody  incaatiously  asked,  what  from?  But  there  was 
a  scandalised  whisper  of  *'  Hush  I  ** 

'immortally  safe.  Sir,'*  returned  Uriah ,  writhing  in  the 
direction  of  the  voice.  '*I  should  wish  mother  to  be  got  into 
my  state.  I  never  should  have  been  got  into  my  present  state 
if  I  hadn't  come  here.  I  wbh  mother  had  come  here.  It 
would  be  better  for  everybody  if  they  got  took  up,  and  was 
brought  here.** 

This  sentiment  gave  unbounded  satisfaction  -^  greater 
satisfaction,  I  think,  than  anything  that  had  passed  yet. 

"Before  I  come  here,**  said  Uriah,  stealing  a  look  at  us, 
as  if  he  would  have  blighted  the  outer  world  to  which  we 
belonged,  if  he  could,  "I  was  given  to  follies,  but  now  I  am 
sensible  of  my  follies.  There  *s  a  deal  of  sin  outside.  There 's 
a  deal  of  sin  in  mother.  There  *6  nothing  but  sin  everywhere 
—  except  here.** 

'*  Ton  are  quite  changed  ?  **  said  Mr.  Creakle. 

"Oh  dear,  yes.  Sir!"  cried  this  hopeful  penitent. 

"You  wouldn't  relapse  if  you  were  going  out?**  asked 
somebody  else. 

"Ohde-arno,  Sir  I" 

"Weill**  said  Mr.  Creakle,  "this  is  very  gratifying.  You 
have  addressed  Mr.  Copperfield,  Twenty  Seven.  Do  you 
wish  to  say  anything  further  to  him?  ** 

"You  know  me,  a  long  lime  before  I  came  hero  and 
was  changed,  Mr.  Copperfield,'*  said  Uriah,  looking  at  me; 
and  a  more  villanous  look  I  never  saw,  even  on  his  visage. 
^*You  know  me  when,  in  spite  of  my  follies,  I  was  umble 
among  them  that  was  proud,  and  meek  among  them  that 
was  violent  —  you  was  violent  to  me  yourself,  Mr.  Cop- 
perfield. Once,  you  struck  me  a  blow  in  the  face,  you  know. 
David  Copperfidd.  Ill,  26 
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General  commiseration.  Several  indignant  glances  di- 
rected at  me. 

**But  I  forgive  yoa,  Mr.  Copperfield,"  said  Unab, 
making  his  forgiving  nature  the  sabject  of  a  most  impious 
and  awful  parallel,  which  I  shall  not  record.  "I  forgive 
everybody.  It  would  ill  become  me  to  bear  malice.  I  freely 
forgive  you ,  and  I  hope  you  *11  curb  your  passions  in  fntore. 
I  hope  Mr.  W.  will  repent  and  Miss  W.,  and  all  of  that 
sinful  lot.  You  *ve  been  visited  with  affliction,  and  I  hope 
it  may  do  you  good;  but  you*d  better  have  come  here. 
Mr.  W.  had  better  have  come  here,  and  Miss  W.  too.  The 
best  wish  I  could  give  you,  Mr.  Copperfield,  and  give  all 
of  you  gentlemen,  is,  that  you  could  be  took  up  and  brought 
here.  When  I  think  of  my  past  follies,  and  my  present  state. 
I  am  sure  it  would  be  best  for  you.  I  pity  all  who  ain*t 
brought  here  I*' 

He  sneaked  back  into  his  cell,  amidst  a  little  chorus  of 
approbation,  and  both  Traddles  and  I  experienced  a  great 
relief  when  he  was  locked  in. 

It  was  a  characteristic  feature  in  this  repentance,  that 
I  was  fain  to  ask  what  these  two  men  had  done,  to  be  there 
at  all.  That  appeared  to  be  the  last  thing  about  which  they 
had  anything  to  say.  I  addressed  myself  to  one  of  the 
two  warders,  who,  I  suspected ,  from  certain  latent  indica- 
tions in  their  faces,  knew  pretty  well  what  all  ^s  stir  was 
worth." 

'*Do  you  know,'*  said  I,  as  we  walked  along  the  pas- 
sage, "what  felony  was  Number  Twenty  Seven's  last 
*folly?'" 

The  answer  was,  that  it  was  a  Bank  case. 

'*A  fraud  on  the  Bank  of  England?"  I  asked. 

*'Tes,  Sir.  Fraud,  forgery,  and  conspiracy.  He  and 
some  others.    He  set  the  others  on.    It  was  a  deep  plot  for  a 
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Jargesnm.  Sentence,  transportation  for  life.  Twenty  Seven 
was  the  knowingest  bird  of  the  lot,  and  had  very  nearly  k^t 
himself  safe,  but  not  quite.  The  Bank  was  just  able  to  put 
salt  upon  his  tail  —  and  only  just.'* 

"Do  you  know  Twenty  Eight's  offence?" 

"Twenty  Eight ,"  returned  my  informant,  speaking 
throughout  in  a  low  tone,  and  looking  over  his  shoulder 
as  we  walked  along  the  passage,  to  guard  himself  from 
being  overheard  in  such  an  unlawful  reference  to  these  Im- 
maculates,  by  Creakle  and  the  rest;  "Twenty  Eight  (also 
transportation)  got  a  place,  and  robbed  a  young  master  of 
a  matter  of  two  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  in  money  and 
valuables,  the  night  before  they  were  going  abroad.  I 
particularly  recollect  his  case,  from  his  being  took  by  a 
dwarf. 

"A  what?" 

"  A  little  woman.    I  have  forgot  her  name." 

"NotMowcher?" 

'* That's  itl  He  had  eluded  pursuit,  and  was  going  to 
America  in  a  flaxen  wig,  and  whiskers,  and  such  a  complete 
disguise  as  never  you  see  in  all  your  bom  days,  when  the 
little  woman,  being  in  Southampton,  met  him  walking  along 
the  street «—  picked  him  out  with  her  sharp  eye  in  a  moment  — 
ran  betwixt  his  legs  to  upset  him  —  and  held  on  to  him  like 
grim  Death. 

"  Excellent  Miss  Mowcher  I "  cried  I. 

"Yon  'd  have  said  so,  if  you  had  seen  her,  standing  on 
a  chair  in  the  witness-box  at  his  trial,  as  I  did,"  said  my 
friend.  "He  cut  her  face  right  open,  and  pounded  her 
in  the  most  brutal  manner,  when  she  took  him^  but  she  never 
loosed  her  hold  till  he  was  locked  up.  Ske  held  so  tight 
to  him,  in  fact,  that  the  officers  were  obliged  to  take*em 
both  together.    She  gave  her  evidence  in  the  gamest  way« 

)J6* 


404 


and  was  Highly  complimented  by  the  Bench,  and  cheered 
right  home  to  her  lodgings.  She  said  in  Court  that  she  *d 
have  took  him  single-handed  (on  account  of  what  she  knew 
concerning  him)  if  he  had  been  Samson.  And  It  *8  my  belief 
she  would ! " 

It  was  mine  too,  and  I  highly  respected  Misa  Mowcher 
for  It 

We  had  now  seen  all  there  was  to  see.  It  would  hare 
been  in  vain  to  represent  to  such  a  man  as  the  Worsfaipfol 
Mr.  Creakle,  that  Twenty  Seven  and  Twenty  Eight  were 
perfectly  consistent  and  unchanged ;  that  exactlj  what  they 
were  then,  they  had  always  becn^  that  the  hypocritical 
knaves  were  just  the  subjects  to  make  that  sort  of  profession 
in  such  a  place;  that  they  knew  its  market- value  at  least  is 
well  as  we  did,  in  the  immediate  service  it  would  do  them 
when  they  were  expatriated';  in  a  word,  that  it  was  a  rotten, 
hollow,  painfully-suggestive  piece  of  business  altogether.  We 
lefl  them  to  their  system  and  themselves,  and  went  home 
wondering. 

"Perhaps  it's  a  good  thing,  Traddles,"  said  I,  "to  have 
an  unsound  Hobby  ridden  hard,  for  it  'a  the  sooner  ridden  to 
death." 

I  hope  so,"  replied  Traddles. 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 

A  light  shines  on  my  way. 
Tns  year  came  round  to  Christmae-time,  and  I  had  been  at 
homo  above  two  months.  I  had  seen  Agnes  frequently. 
However  loud  the  general  volco  might  be  in  giving  me  en- 
couragement, and  however  fervent  the  emotions  and  endea- 
vours to  which  it  roused  me,  I  heard  her  lightest  word  of 
praise  as  I  heard  nothing  else. 

At  least  once  a  week,  and  sometimes  oftener,  I  rode  over 
there,  and  passed  the  evening.  I  usually  rode  back  at  night; 
for  the  old  unhappy  sense  was  always  hovering  about  me  now 
—  most  sorrowfully  when  I  left  her  —  and  I  was  glad  to  be  up 
and  out,  rather  than  wandering  over  the  past  in  weary  wakc^ 
fulness  or  miserable  dreams.  I  wore  away  the  longest  part  of 
many  wild  sad  nights,  in  those  rides,  reviving,  as  I  went ,  the 
thoughts  that  had  occupied  mo  in  my  long  absence. 

Or,  if  I  were  to  say  rather  that  I  listened  to  the  echoes  of 
those  thoughts,  I  should  better  express  the  truth.  They  spoke 
to  me  from  afar  off,  I  had  put  them  at  a  distance,  and  ac- 
cepted my  inevitable  place.  When  I  read  to  Agnes  what  I 
wrote;  when  I  saw  her  listening  face;  moved  her  to  smiles  or 
tears ;  and  heard  her  cordial  voice  so  earnest  on  the  shadowy 
events  of  that  imaginative  world  in  which  I  lived ;  I  thought 
what  a  fate  mine  might  have  been;  but  only  thought  so,  as  I 
had  thought,  after  I  was  married  to  Dora,  what  I  could  have 
wished  my  wife  to  be. 

My  duty  to  Agnes,  who  loved  me  with  a  love,  which,  if  I 
disquieted,  I  wronged  most  selfishly  and  poorly,  and  could 
never  restore;  my  matured  assurance  that  I,  who  had  worked 
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out  my  own  destiny,  and  won  what  I  had  impetuoualy  set  mj 
heart  on,  had  no  right  to  mummr  and  most  bear;  comprised 
what  I  felt  and  what  I  had  learned.  Bnt  I  loved  her;  and  now 
it  even  became  some  consolation  to  me,  vagaely  to  conceive  a 
distant  day  when  I  might  blamelessly  avow  it;  when  all  this 
should  be  over;  when  I  could  say  "Agnes,  so  it  was  when  I 
came  home;  and  now  I  am  old,  and  I  never  have  loved 
since!'* 

She  did  not  once  show  me  any  change  in  herself.  What 
she  always  had  been  to  me  she  still  was ,  wholly  unaltered. 

Between  my  aunt  and  me,  there  had  been  something,  in 
this  connexion,  since  the  night  of  my  return,  which  I  cannot 
call  a  restraint,  or  an  avoidance  of  the  subject,  so  mnch  as 
an  implied  understanding  that  we  thought  of  it  together,  bat 
did  not  shape  our  thoughts  into  words.  When,  according  to 
our  old  custom,  we  sat  before  the  fire  at  night,  we  oflen  fdl 
into  this  train,  as  naturally,  and  as  consciously  to  each  others 
as  if  we  had  unreservedly  said  so.  But  we  preserred  an 
unbroken  silence.  I  believed  that  she  had  read,  or  partly 
read,  my  thoughts  that  night;  and' that  she  ^follj  com- 
prehended why  I  gave  mine  no  more  distinct  expression. 

This  Christmas-time  being  come,  and  Agnes  having  re- 
posed no  new  confidence  in  me,  a  doubt  that  had  sevend 
times  arisen  in  my  mind  —  whether  she  could  have  that  per- 
ception of  the  true  state  of  my  breast,  which  restrained  her 
with  the  apprehension  of  giving  me  pain  —  began  to  oppress 
me  heavily.  If  that  were  so,  my  sacrifice  was  nothing,  my 
plainest  obligation  to  her  unfulfilled,  and  every  poor  action  I 
had  shrunk  from,  I  was  hourly  doing.  I  resolved  to  set  this 
right  beyond  all  doubt;  —  if  such  a  barrier  were  between  u£, 
to  break  it  down  at  once  with  a  determined  hand. 

It  was  —  what  lasting  reason  have  I  to  remember  it!  —  a 
cold ,  harsh ,  winter  day.    There  had  been  snow,  some  houzs 
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before,  and  it  lay,  not  deep ,  bat  hard-frozen  on  the  ground. 
Out  at  sea,  beyond  my  window,  the  wind  blew  ruggedly  from 
the  north.  I  had  been  thinking  of  it,  sweeping  over  those 
mountain  wastes  of  snow  in  Switzerland,  then  inaccessible 
to  any  human  foot;  and  had  been  speculating  which  was  the 
lonelier,  those  solitary  regions,  or  a  deserted  ocean. 

« Riding  to-day.  Trot?'*  said  my  aunt,  putting  her  head 
in  at  the  door. 

''Yes,*'  said  I,  "I  am  going  over  to  Canterbury.  It  *s  a 
good  day  for  a  ride.** 

'*!  hope  your  horse  may  think  so  too  ,*'  said  my  aunt,  '*  but 
at  present  he  is  holding  down  his  head  and  his  ears,  standing 
before  the  door  there,  as  if  he  thought  his  stable  preferable.*' 

My  aunt,  I  may  obserre,  allowed  my  horse  on  the  for- 
bidden ground,  but  had  not  at  all  relented  toward  the  donkeys. 

''Ha  will  be  fresh  enough,  presently  1"  saidL 

"  The  ride  will  do  his  master  good,  at  all  events,"  observed 
my  aunt,  glancing  at  the  papers  on  my  table.  "Ah,  child, 
you  pass  a  good  many  hours  here  I  I  never  thought,  when  I 
used  to  read  books,  what  work  it  was  to  write  them." 

I  "It's,  work  enough  to  read  them,  sometimes,"  I  returned. 
"As  to  the  writing,  it  has  its  own  charms,  aunt." 

"Ahl  I  seel*'  said  my  aunt.  "Ambition,  love  of  ap- 
probation, sympathy y  and  much  more,  I  suppose?  Well:  go 
along  with  you  I " 

"Do  you  know  anything  more,'*  said  I,  standing  com- 
posedly before  her  —  she  had  patted  me  on  the  shoulder,  and 
sat  down  in  my  chair ,  "  of  that  attachment  of  Agnes  ?  '* 

She  looked  up  in  my  face  a  little  while,  before  replying: 

"I  think  I  do.  Trot." 

"  Are  you  confirmed  in  your  impression  ?  **    I  inquired* 

"I  think  I  am.  Trot.** 

She  looked  so  steadfastly  at  me :  with  a  kind  of  doubt  or 
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pity,   or  suipense  in  ker  «ffeetioii:   tbat  I  snnMoacd  the 
ftronger  determinfttion  to  show  ber  a  perfectly  «beerftd  £ftce« 

**  And  what  bmor«.  Trot — "  eaidmyaimt. 

"Yeel" 

"  I  think  Agnes  is  going  to  be  marriM/' 

"God  bless  kerl**  said  I,  cheerfoUy. 

<'God  bless  herl*'  said  my  aunt,  '*aad  her  hasband 
too!" 

I  echoed  it,  parted  from  my  annt,  went  ligjhdy  downstairs, 
iQOunted,  and  rode  away.  There  was  greater  i«eaaon  than  be- 
fore to  do  what  I  had  resolred  to  do. 

How  well  I  recollect  the  wintry  ridel  The  frozen  partieles 
of  ice,  bmshed  from  die  blades  of  grass  by  the  wind,  and  bcwne 
across  my  face ;  the  hard  clatter  of  the  horse's  hoofs ,  beating 
a  tnne  npon  the  gronmd;  the  stiff* tilled  soil;  the  snow-dnit, 
lightly  eddying  in  the  cludk-pit  as  the  breeee  mfiedit:  the 
smoking  team  with  the  waggon  of  old  hay,  stoppmg  to  breathe 
on  the  hill-top,  and  shaking  their  bells  musically ;  the  whitened 
slopes  and  sweeps  of  Down»land  i3dng  against  the  dark  sky,  as 
if  they  were  drawn  on  a  huge  slate ! 

I  fonnd  Agnes  alone.  The  litde  girls  had  gone  to  tlieir  own 
homes  now,  and  she  wsas  alone  by  t^  fire,  ceadiog.  She  pat 
down  her  book  on  seeing  me  come  in,  and  having  welcomed 
me  as  usual,  took  her  work->basket  and  satin  ope  of  the  eld- 
fashioned  windows. 

'I  sat  beside  her  on  the  window-seat,  and  we  talked  of  what 
I  was  doing,  and  when  it  would  be  done,  and  of  the  progress 
I  had  made  since  my  last  visit.  Agnes  was  very  cheerfol ,  and 
laughingly  predicted  that  I  should  soon  become  too  famous  to 
be  talked  to,  on  such  subjects. 

"So  I  make  the  most  of  the  present  time ,  yon  tee,*'  said 
Agnes,  "and  talk  to  you  while  I  may." 

As  I  looked  at  her  beautiful  face ,  observant  of  her  work» 
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libe  rdsed  her  mild  eloar  eyes,  aad  6Bw  Uiat  I  was  looking  a^ 
ker. 

"You  are  thoughtful  to-day,  Trotwoodl " 

**  Agnes,  shall  I  tell  you  what  about?    I  came  to  tell  you.** 

She  put  aside  her  work,  as  she  was  used  to  do  when  we 
were  seriously  discussing  anything,  and  gave  me  her  whole 
adtentioD. 

"My  dear  Agnes,  do  you  doubt  my  being  true  to  you  ?  " 

"No  I"  she  answered,  with  a  look  of  astonishment. 

"Do  you  doubt  my  being  what  I  always  have  been  to  you?*' 

"Nol"  sbeafMweredy  as  before. 

"Do  you  remember  that  I  tried  to  tell  you,  when  I  came 
home ,  whftt  a  debt  of  gratitude  I  owed  you ,  dearest  Agnes, 
and  how  fervently  I  felt  towards  you  ?  ** 

^''Ireoaemberit,*'  she  said,  gently,  "very  well." 

"You  have  a  secret,*'  said  I.    "Let  me  share  it^  Agnes.*' 

She  cast  down  her  eyes,  and  trembled* 

"I  could  hardly  fail  to  kaow,  even  if  I  had  not  heard  —  but 
from  other  lips  than  yours,  Agnes,  which  seems  strange  — 
that  there  is  some  one  upon  whom  you  have  bestowed  the  trea- 
sure of  your  love.  Do  not  shut  me  out  of  what  concerns  your 
happiness  so  nearly  1  If  you  csin  trust  me,  as  you  say  you  can, 
and  as  I  know  you  may,  let  me  be  your  friend,  your  brother, 
in  this  matter,  of  all  others!'* 

With  an  appealing,  almost  a  reproachful,  glance,  she  rose 
from  the  window,  and  hurrying  across  the  room  as  if  without 
knowing  where ,  put  her  hands  before  her  face ,  and  burst  into 
such  tears  as  smote  me  to  the  heart. 

And  yet  they  awakened  something  in  me,  bringing  promise 
to  my  heart.  Without  my  knowing  why,  these  tears  allied 
themselves  with  the  quietly  sad  smile  which  was  so  fixed  in  my 
remembrance,  and  shook  me  more  with  hope  than  fear  or 
aorrow. 
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'  Agnes  1    Sister  I    Dearest  I    What  have  I  done  I  ** 

'*  Let  me  go  away,  Trotwood.  I  am  not  well.  I  am  not 
myself.  I  will  speak  to  yon  by  and  by  —  another  time.  I  will 
write  to  you.    Don*t  speak  to  me  now.    Don*t!  don*tI** 

I  sought  to  recollect  what  she  had  said,  when  I  had  spok^ 
to  her  on  that  former  night,  of  her  affection  needing  to  return. 
It  seemed  a  very  world  that  I  must  search  through  in  a  mo- 
ment. 

**  Agnes,  I  cannot  bear  to  see  you  so,  and  think  that  I  have 
been  the  cause.  My  dearest  girl,  dearer  to  me  than  anything 
in  life,  if  you  are  unhappy,  let  me  share  your  unhappiness.  If 
you  are  in  need  of  help  or  counsel,  let  me  try  to  give  it  to  you. 
If  you  have  indeed  a  burden  on  your  heart,  let  me  try  to  lighten 
it.    For  whom  do  I  live  now,  Agnes,  if  it  is  not  for  you  I* ' 

'*0h,  spare  me!  I  am  not  my  self  I  Another  timel*'  was 
all  I  could  distinguish. 

Was  it  a  selfish  error  that  was  leading  me  away?  Or,  having 
once  a  clue  to  hope,  was  there  something  opening  to  metiiat 
I  had  not  dared  to  think  of? 

^*I  must  say  more.  I  cannot  let  you  leave  me  so  I  For 
Heaven*s  sake,  Agnes ,  let  us  not  mistake  each  othw  after  all 
these  years,  and  all  that  has  come  and  gone  with  them  I  I  must 
speak  plainly.  If  you  have  any  lingering  thought  that  I  could 
envy  the  happiness  you  will  confer  —  that  I  could  not  resign 
you  to  a  dearer  protector,  of  your  own  choosing  —  that  I  could 
not,  from  my  removed  place,  be  a  contented  witness  of  yonr 
joy  —  dismiss  it,  for  I  don't  deserve  it!  I  have  not  snffered 
quite  in  vain.  You  have  not  taught  me  quite  in  vain.  Xh«^ 
is  no  alloy  of  self  in  what  I  feel  for  you." 

She  was  quiet  now.  In  a  little  time,  she  turned  her  pale 
face  towards  me,  and  sud  in  a  low  voice,  broken  here  and 
there,  but  very  clear, 

"I  owe  it  to  your  pure  friendship  for  me,  Trotwood  — 
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which,  indeed,  I  do  not  doabt  —  to  tell  you,  you  are  mistaken. 
I  can  do  no  more.  If  I  have  sometimes,  in  the  course  of  years, 
wanted  help  and  counsel,  they  have  come  to  me.  If  I  have 
Sometimes  been  unhappy,  the  feeling  has  passed  away.  If  I 
have  ever  had  a  burden  on  my  heart,  it  has  been  lightened  for 
me.  If  I  have  any  secret,  it  is  —  no  new  one,  and  is  —  not 
what  you  suppose.  I  cannot  reveal  it  or  divide  it.  It  has  long 
been  mine,  and  must  remain  mine.*' 
** Agnes  1  Stay!  Amomentl'* 

She  was  going  away,  but  I  detained  her.  I  clasped  my 
arm  about  her  waist.  "In  the  course  of  years  1  *'  *<It  is  not 
a  new  one ! "  New  thoughts  and  hopes  were  whirling  through 
my  mind,  and  all  the  colours  of  my  life  were  changing. 

''Dearest  Agnes  1  Whom  I  so  respect  and  honour  —  whom 
I  so  devotedly  love  I  When  I  came  here  to-day,  I  tliought  that 
nothing  could  have  wrested  this  confession  from  me.  I  thought 
I  could  have  kept  it  in  my  bosom  all  our  lives,  till  we  were  old. 
But,  Agnes,  ifj^^ave  indeed  any  new-bom  hope  that  I  may 
ever  call  you  something  more  than  Sister,  widely  different 
from  Sister'. — " 

Her  tears  fell  fast,  but  they  were  not  like  those  she  had 
lately  shed,  and  I  saw  my  hope  brighten  in  them. 

''Agnes  I  Ever  my  guide,  and  best  support!  If  you  had 
been  more  mindful  of  yourself ,  and  less  of  me,  when  we  grew 
up  here  together,  I  think  my  heedless  fancy  never  would  have 
wandered  from  you.  But  you  were  so  much  better  than  I ,  so 
necessary  to  me  in  every  boyish  hope  and  disappointment, 
that  to  have  you  to  confide  in  and  rely  upon ,  in  everything, 
became  a  second  nature,  supplanting  for  the  time  the  first  and 
greater  one  of  loTing  you  as  I  do  I " 

Still  weeping,  but  not  sadly  —  joyfully!  And  clasped  in 
my  arms  as  she  had  never  been ,  as  I  had  thought  she  never 
was  to  be  I 
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«*Wh«ii  I  loved  Dora;  fondlj,  Agnes,  as  you  know"  — 

'^Yes!"  sheened,  earnestly.    <^Iamgladtoka<miir* 

''When  I  loved  her;  even  then,  nivlove  would  have  been 
incomplete,  without  your  sympathy.  I  had  it,  and  it  was  per- 
fected. And  when  I  lost  her,  Agnes,  what  should  I  have  been 
without  you,  still!'* 

Closer  in  my  arms,  nearer  to  my  heart,  her  trembling  hand 
upon  my  shoulder,  her  sweet  eyes  shining  through  her  tears, 
on  mine  1 

'*I  went  away,  dear  Agnes,  loving  you.  I  stayed  away, 
loving  you.    I  returned  home,  loving  you!" 

And  now,  I  tried  to  tell  her  of  the  struggle  I  had  bad,  and 
the  conclusion  I  had  come  to.  I  tried  to  lay  my  mind  before 
her,  truly,  and  entirely.  I  tried  to  show  her  how  I  had  hoped 
I  had  come  into  the  better  knowledge  of  myself  and  of  her; 
how  I  had  resigned  myself  to  what  that  better  knowledge 
brought;  and  how  I  had  come  there,  evefl||y^at  day,  in  my 
fidelity  to  this.  If  she  did  so  love  me  (I  saio^  that  she  could 
take  me  for  her  husband,  she  could  do  so,  on  no  deserving  of 
mine,  except  upon  the  truth  of  my  love  for  her,  and  the  trouble 
in  which  it  had  ripened  to  be  what  it  was ;  and  hence  it  was 
that  I  revealed  it.  And  O ,  Agnes ,  even  out  of  thy  true  eyes, 
in  that  same  time,  the  spirit  of  my  child>wife  looked  upon  me, 
saying  it  was  well,  and  winning  me,  through  thee,  to  tenderest 
recollections  of  Uie  Blossom  that  had  withered  in  its  bloom  I 


'*I  am  so  blest,  Trotwood  —  my  heart  is  so  overcharged  — 
but  there  is  one  thing  I  must  say.*' 

'^Dearest,  what?" 

She  laid  her  gentle  hands  upon  my  shoalden,  and  looked 
calmly  in  my  face. 

"Do  you  know,  yet,  what  it  is?" 
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**I  am  afraid  to  speculate  on  ivhat  it  is.     Tell  me,  my  • 
dear.*' 

"  I  hare  loved  you  all  my  life  I 
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Oy  we  were  bappy,  we  were  happy  I  Our  tears  were  not 
for  the  trials  (hers  so  much  the  greater)  through  which  we  had 
come  to  be  thus,  but  for  the  rapture  of  being  thus,  never  to  be 
divided  more  I 

We  ^alked,  that  winter  evening,  in  the  fields  together, 
and  the  blessed  calm  within  us  seemed  to  be  partaken  by  the 
frosty  air.  The  early  stars  began  to  shine  while  wo  were 
lingering  on ,  and  looking  up  to  them  we  thanked  our  GoD  for 
having  gudO^sd  us  to  this  tranquillity. 

We  stood  together  in  the  same  old-fashioned  window  at 
night  when  the  moon  was  shining;  Agnes  with  her  quiet  eyes 
raised  op  to  it;  I  following  her  glance.  Long  miles  of  road 
then  opened  out  before  my  mind,  and,  toiling  on,  I  saw  a 
ragged  way-worn  boy,  forsaken  and  neglected,  who  should 
come  to  call  evetf  the  heart  now  beating  against  mine,  his  own. 

It  was  nearly  dinner-time  next  day  when  we  appeared  be- 
fore my  aunt.  She  was  up  in  my  study,  Peggotty  said:  which 
it  was  her  pride  to  keep  in  readiness  and  order  for  me.  We 
found  her  in  her  spectacles  sitting  by  the  fire. 

**  Goodness  me  1 "  said  my  aunt,  peering  through  the  dusk, 
"who  'b  this  you  're  bringing  home?" 

"Agnes,",  said  I. 

As  we  had  arranged  to  say  nothing  at  first,  my  aunt  wat 
not  a  little  discomfited.  She  darted  a  hopeful  glance  at  me, 
when  I  said  Agnes;  but  seeing  that  I  looked  as  usual,  she 
took  off  her  spectacles  intdespair,  and  rubbed  her  nose  with 
them. 

She  greeted  Agnes  heartily,  nevertheless ,  and  we  w 
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soon  in  the  lighted  parlour  down  stairs,  at  dinner.  My  aunt 
put  on  her  spectacles  twice  or  thrice,  to  take  another  look  at 
me,  but  as  often  took  them  off  again,  disappointed,  and  rubbed 
her  nose  with  them.  Much  to  the  discomfiture  of  Mr.  Dick, 
who  knew  this  to  be  a  bad  symptom. 

"By  the  by,  aunt,**  said  I,  after  dinner.  "I  haTC  been 
speaking  to  Agnes  about  what  you  told  me.** 

*'Then,  Trot,**  said  my  aunt,  turning  scarlet,  "you did 
wrong,  and  broke  your  promise." 

"You  are  not  angry,  aunt,  I  trust?  lam  sure  you  won't 
be,  when  you  learn  that  Agnes  is  not  unhappy  in  any  attach- 
ment.** 

"  Stuff  and  nonsense  I  *'  said  my  aunt. 

As  my  aunt  appeared  to  be  annoyed,  I  thought  the  best 
way  was  to  cut  her  annoyance  short.  I  took  Agnes  in  my  arm 
to  the  backer  her  chair,  and  we  both  leaned  over  her.  My 
aunt,  with  one  clap  of  her  hands,  and  one  look  throngh her 
specie] es,  immediately  went  into  hysterics,  for  the  first  and 
only  time  in  all  my  knowledge  of  her. 

The  hysterics  called  up  Peggotty.  The  moment  mj  anst 
was  restored,  she  flew  at  Peggotty ,  and  calling  her  a  silly  old 
creature,  hugged  he*  with  all  her  might*  After  that,  die 
hugged  Mr.  Dick  (who  was  highly  honoured,  but  a  good  deal 
surprised);  and  after  that,  told  them  why.  Then,  we  were 
all  happy  together. 

I  could  not  discover  whether  my  aunt ,  in  her  last  short 
conversation  with  me,  had  fallen  on  a  pious  fraud,  or  had 
really  mistaken  the  state  of  my  mind.  It  was  quite  enough, 
she  said ,  that  she  had  told  me  Agnes  was  going  to  be  married, 
.and  that  I  now  knew  better  than  any  one  how  true  it  was. 


We  were  married  within  a  fortnight.    Traddles  and  Sophy, 
and  Doctor  and  Mrs.  Strong,  were  the  only  guests  at  our 


415 


quiet  wedding.    We  lefl  them  full  of  joy ;  and  drove  away  to- 
gether.   Clasped  in  my  embrace ,  I  held  the  source  of  every 
worthy  aspiration  I  had  ever  had ,  the  centre  of  myself,  the   , 
circle  of  my  life,  my  own,  my  wife;  my  love  of  whom  was  ' 
founded  on  a  rock ! 

**Dearest  husband ! **  said  Agnes.  " Now  that  I  may  call  you 
by  that  name,  I  have  one  thing  more  to  tell  you.*' 
"Let  me  hear  it,  love." 

"  It  grows  out  of  the  night  when  Dora  died.    She  sent  y qu 
for  me." 

«*She  did." 

"She  told  me  that  she  leflme  something.    Can  you  think 
what  it  was?" 

I  believed  I  could.    I  drew  the  wife  who  had  so  long  loved 
me ,  closer  to  my  side. 

"She  told  me  that  she  made  a  last  request  to  me,  and  left 
me  a  last  charge." 
"  And  it  was— " 

"That  only  I  would  occupy  this  vacant  place." 
And  Agnes  laid  her  head  upon  my  breast  and  wept,  and  I 
wept  with  her,  though  we  were  so  happy. 


CHAPTER  XXVt 

A  visitor. 

What  I  have  purposed  to  record  is  nearlj'  finisbed;  bat 
there  is  yet  an  incident  conspicuous  in  my  memory,  on  irhieh  it 
often  rests  with  delight,  and  without  which  one  thread  in  the 
wob  I  have  spun»  would  have  a  ravelled  end. 

I  had  advanced  in  fame  and  fortune,  my  domestic  joy  was 
perfect,  I  had  been  married  ten  happy  years.  Agnes  and  I 
were  sitting  by  the  fire,  in  our  house  in  London,  one  night  in 
spring,  and  three  of  our  children  were  playing  in  the  room, 
when  I  was  told  that  a  stranger  wished  to  see  me. 

He  had  been  asked  if  )\e  came  on  business,  and  had  an- 
swered No;  he  had  come  for  the  pleasure  of  seeing  me,  and 
had  come  a  long  way.  He  was  an  old  man,  my  servsnt  said, 
and  looked  like  a  farmer. 

As  this  sounded  mysterioue  to  the  children,  and  moreover 
was  like  the  beginning  of  a  favourite  story  Agnes  used  to  tell 
them,  introductory  to  the  arrival  of  a  wicked  old  Fairy  in  a 
cloak  who  hated  every  body,  it  produced  some  commotion. 
One  of  our  boys  laid  his  head  in  his  mother*s  lap  to  be  ont  of 
harm's  way,  and  little  Agnes  (our  eldest  child)  left  her  doll  in 
a  chair  to  represent  her,  and  thrust  out  her  little  heap  of 
golden  curls  from  between  the  window-curtains,  to  see  what 
happened  next. 

'*  Let  him  come  in  here ! '  *  said  I. 

There  soon  appeared ,  pausin^n  the  dark  doorway  as  he 
entered ,  a  hale ,  grey-haired  old  m^.  Little  Agnes,  attracted 
by  his  looks,  had  run  to  bring  him  in,  and  I  had  not  yet  clearly 
seen  his  face,  when  my  wife,  starting  up,  cried  out  to  me,  in  a 
pleased  and  agitated  voice,  that  it  was  Mr.  Peggotty  I 
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It  was  Mr.  Feggotty.  An  old  man  now,  but  in  a  ruddy, 
hearty,  strong  old  age.  When  our  first  emotion  was  over,  and 
he  sat  before  the  fire  with  the  children  on  his  knees,  and  the 
blaze  shining  on  his  face,  he  looked,  to  me,  as  vigorous  and 
robust,  withal  as  handsome,  an  old  man,  as  ever  I  had  seen. 

** Mas*r  Davy  ,**  said  he.  And  the  old  name  in  the  old  tone 
fell  so  naturally  on  my  ear  I  "  Mas'r  Davy,  't  is  a  joyful  hour 
as  I  see  you ,  once  more ,  *long  with  your  own  trew  wife  1 " 
"A  joyful  hour  indeed ,  old  friend  1 "  cried  I. 
"And  these  heer  pretty  ones,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty.  "To 
look  at  these  heer  flowers  I  Why,  Mas'r  Davy,  you  was  but  the 
heighth  of  the  littlest  of  these,  when  I  first  see  you !  When 
Em'ly  warn't  no  bigger,  and  our  poor  lad  were  but  a  lad  I " 

"  Time  has  changed  me  more  than  it  has  changed  you  since 
then,*'  said  I.  "But,  let  tfiese  dear  rogues  go  to  bed,  and  as 
no  house  in  England  but  this  must  hold  you,  tell  me  where  to 
send  for  your  luggage,  (is  the  old  black  bag  among  it,  that 
went  so  far,  I  wonder!)  and  then,  over  a  glass  of  Yarmouth 
grog,  we  will  have  the  tidings  of  ten  years !  *' 
"Are  youalojie?'*  asked  Agnes. 

"Yes,  Ma'am,**  he  said,  kissing  her  hand,  "  quite  alone.'* 
We  sat  him  between  us ,  not  knowing  how  to  give  him  wel- 
come enough,  and  as  I  began  to  listen  to  his  old  familiar  voice, 
I  could  have  fancied  he  was  still  pursuing  his  long  journey  in 
search  of  his  darling  niece. 

"It 's  a  mort  of  water,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty,  "fur  to  come 
across,  and  on'y  stay  a  matter  of  fower  weeks.  But  water 
('specially  when  'tis  salt)  comes  nat'ral  to  me;  and  friends  is 
dear,  and  I  am  heer.  —  Which  is  verse,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty, 
surprised  to  find  it  out,  "though  I  hadn't  such  intentions." 

''Are  you  going  back  those  many  thousand  miles,  so  soon?" 
asked  Agnes. 

"  Yes,  Ma'am,"  he  returned.    "  I  giv  the  promise  to  Em'Iy, 
David  Copperfiad*  iU.  27 
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afore  I  come  away.  Ton  see ,  I  doen*t  grow  foungpt  as  tl&e 
years  comes  roand,  and  if  Ihadn^tsailedasHwas,  most  like 
I  shouldn't  never  have  done  't.  And  it 's  alius  beefB.€«i  my 
mind,  as  I  mHst  come  and  see  Mas'r  Davy  and  your  own  sweet 
blooming  self,  in  your  wedded  happiness,  afore  I  got  to  be 
too  old." 

He  looked  at  as,  as  if  he  could  never  feast  his  eyes  on  ns 
sufficiently.  Agnes  laughingly  put  back  some  scattered  lodes 
of  his  grey  hair,  that  he  might  see  us  better. 

**  And  now  tell  us,*'  said  I,  '* everything  rating  to  yonr 
fortunes.'* 

**Our  fortuns,  Mas'r  Davy,'*  he  rejoined,  **i8  soon  toM. 
We  haven't  fared  nohows,  but  fared  to  thrive.  We  've  alios 
thrived.  We  *vo  worked  as  we  ought  to  't,  and  maybe  we 
lived  a  leetle  hard  at  first  or  so,  but  we  have  alius  Uirrved. 
What  with  sheep-farming,  and  what  with  stock-farming,  and 
what  with  one  thing  and  what  with  t'other,  we  are  as  well  to 
do ,  as  well  could  be.  Theer  's  been  kiender  a  blessing  Ml 
upon  us,"  said  Mr.  Peggotty,  reverentially  inclining  his  head, 
"and  we  've  done  nowt  bat  prosper.  That  is,  in  the  long  ran. 
If  not  yesterday,  why  then  to-day.  If  not  fo-day,  why  then 
to-morrow." 

**  And  Emily?"  said  Agnes  and  I,  both  together. 

MEm'ly,"  said  he,  "arter  yon  left  her,  IiCa'am  —  and  I 
never  heerd  her  saying  of  her  prayers  at  night,  t*other  ade 
the  canvas  screen,  when  we  was  settled  in  the  Bush,  bat  whss 
I  heerd  your  name  ^  and  arter  she  and  me  lost  sight  of  MssV 
Davy,  that  theer  shining  sundown-^ was  that  low,  at  first, 
that,  if  she  had  know'd  then  what  Mas'r  Davy  kep  firom  oi 
80  kind  and  thowtAil ,  't  is  my  opinion  she  'd  have  drooped 
away.  But  theer  was  some  poor  folks  aboard  as  bad  illness 
among 'em 9  and  she  took  care  of  them;  and  theer  waaths 
children  in  our  company,  and  she  took  care  o£  ihemf  and 
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80  ehe  got  to  be  busy,  and  to  be  doing  good,  and  that  helped 
her/' 

''  When  did  she  first  hear  of  it?  '*  I  asked. 
I  kep  it  from  her  arter  I  heerd  on't/*  said  Mr.  Peggotty, 
going  on  nigh  a  year.  We  was  living  then  in  a  solitary  place, 
but  among  the  beautifuUest  trees,  and  with  the  roses  a  co- 
vering our  Beein  to  the  roof.  Theer  come  along  one  day, 
when  I  was  out  a  working  on  the  land ,  a  traveller  from  our 
own  Norfolk  or  Suffolk  in  England  (I  doen't  rightly  mind 
which),  and  of  course  we  took  him  in,  and  giv  him  to  eat 
and  drink,  and  made  him  welcome.  We  all  do  that,  all  the 
colony  over.  He'd  got  an  old  newspaper  with  him,  and 
some  other  account  in  print  of  the  storm.  That  *s  how  she 
know'd  it.  When  I  come  home  at  night,  I  found  she 
know*d  it."  « 

He  dropped  his  voice  as  he  said  these  words,  and  the 
gravity  I  so  well  remembered  overspread  his  face. 

**Did  it  change  her  much?  '*  we  asked. 

^Aye,  for  a  good  long  time,"  he  said,  shaking  his  head, 
'^if  not  to  this*  present  hour.  But  I  think  the  solitoode  done 
her  good.  And  she  had  a  deal  to  mind  in  the  way  of  poultry 
and  the  like,  and  minded  of  it,  and  come  through.  I  wonder,'* 
he  said  thoughtfully,  "if  you  could  see  my  EmUy  now,  Mas'r 
Davy,  whether  you  'd  know  her  I " 

**  Is  she  so  altered  ?  **   I  inquired. 

*^1  doen*t  know.  I  see  her  ev*ry  day,  and  doen't  know; 
but,  odd-times,  I  have  thowt  so.  A  slight  figure,"  said  Mr. 
Feggotty,  looking  at  the  fire,  "kiender  worn;  soft,  sorrow- 
ful, blue  eyes;  a  delicate  face;  a  pritty  head,  leaning  a 
little  down ;  a  quiet  voice  and  way  —  timid  almost.  That 's 
Em'lyl" 

We  silently  observed  him  as  he  sat,  still  looking  at  the 
fire. 
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'*Some  thinks/*  he  said,  "as  her  affection  was  ill-be* 
stowed;  some,  as  her  marriage  was  broke  off  bjf  death.  No 
one  knows  how  'tis.  She  might  have  married  well,  a  mort 
of  times,  'but,  uncle,*  she  says  to  me,  'that's  gone  for 
ever.'  Cheerful  along  with  me;  retired  when  others  is  by; 
fond  of  going  any  distance  fur  to  teach  a  child,  or  fur  to 
tend  a  sick  person,  or  fur  to  do  some  kindness  towards  a 
young  girl's  wedding  (and  she 's  done  a  many,  but  has  never 
seen  one);  fondly  loving  of  her  uncle;  patient;  liked  by 
young  and  old;  sowt  out  by  all  that  has  any  trouble.  That 's 
Em'ly ! " 

He  drew  his  hand  across  his  face,  and  with  a  half-sup- 
pressed sigh  looked  up  from  the  fire. 

*'  Is  Martha  with  you  ye t ?  "   I  asked. 

''Martha,"  he  replied  "got  married,  Mas'r  Davy,  in  the 
second  year.  A  young  man,  a  farm-labourer,  as  come  by  us 
on  his  way  to  market  with  his  mas'r's  drays  —  a  journey  of 
over  five  hundred  mile,  theer  and  back  —  made  offers  fur  to 
take  her  fur  his  wife  (wives  is  very  scarce  theer),  and  then  to 
set  up  fur  their  two  selves  in  the  Bush.  She  spoke  to  me  fur  to 
tell  him  her  trew  story.  I  did.  They  was  noarried ,  and  they 
live  fewer  hundred  mile  away  from  any  voices  bat  their  own 
and  the  singing  birds." 

"  Mrs .  Gummidge  ?  "   I  suggested. 

It  was  a  pleasant  key  to  touch,  for  Mr.  Peggotty  saddenlj 
burst  into  a  roar  of  laughter,  and  rubbed  his  hands  ap  and 
down  his  legs  as  he  had  been  accustomed  to  do  when  he 
enjoyed  himself  in  the  long-shipwrecked  boat. 

"Wonld  you  believe  it!"  he  said.  "Why,  somean  even 
made  offers  fur  to  marry  ker!  K  a  ship's  cook  that  was 
turning  settler,  Mas'r  Davy,  didn't  make  offers  fur  to  manr 
Missis  Gummidge,  I  'm  Gormed  —  and  I  can't  say  no  fairer 
than  that  I" 
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I  nevor  saw  Agnes  laagli  so.  This  sudden  ecstacy  on  the 
part  of  Mr.  Feggotty  yras  so  delightfal  to  her  that  she  could 
not  leave  offlaughlng;  and  the  more  she  laughed  the  more  she 
made  me  laugh,  and  the  greater  Mr.  Peggotty*s  ecstacy  be- 
came, and  the  more  he  rubbed  his  legs. 

''And  what  did  Mrs.  Gummidge  say?**  I  asked,  when  I 
was  grave  enough. 

"If  you  'U  believe  me,*'  returned  Mr.  Feggotty,  "Missis 
Gummidge,  'stead  of  saying  '  thank  you,  I  'm  much  obleeged 
to  you,  I  ain't  a  going  fur  to  change  my  condition  at  my  time 
of  life,'  up  *d  with  a  bucket  as  was  standing  by,  and  laid  it 
over  that  ^eer  ship*8  cook's  head  *till  he  sung  out  for  help, 
and  I  went  in  and  reskied  of  him." 

Mr.  Feggotty  burst  into  a  great  roar  of  laughter,  and 
Agnes  and  I  both  kept  him  company  • 

"But  I  must  say  this,  for  the  good  creetur,**  he  resumed, 
wiping  his  face  when  we  were  quite  exhausted.  "She  has 
been  aU  she  said  she'd  be  to  us,  and  more.  She's  the 
willingest,  the  trewest,  the  honestest-helping  woman,  Mas'r 
Davy,  as  ever  draw'd  the  breath  of  life.  I  have  never  know'd 
her  to  be  lone  and  lorn,  for  a  single  minute,  not  even  when 
the  colony  was  all  afore  us,  and  we  was  new  to  it.  And  think- 
ing of  the  old  'un  is  a  thing  she  never  done,  I  do  assure  you, 
since  she  left  England ! " 

"Now,  last,  not  least,  Mr.  Micawber,"  said  I.  "He  has 
paid  off  every  obligation  he  incurred  here —  even  to  Trad- 
dles's  bill,  you  remember,  my  dear  Agnes  —  and  thereforo 
we  may  take  it  for  granted  that  he  is  doing  well.  But  what  ?8 
the  latest  news  of  him?  " 

Mr.  Feggotty,  with  a  smile,  put  his  hand  in  his  breast- 
pocket, and  produced  a  flat-folded,  paper  parcel,  from 
ivhich  he  took  out,  with  much  care,  a  little  odd-looking  news- 
paper. 
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'*Yoix  are  to  imnerfltan*,  MssVDftyy,"  said  he,  *'a8  we 
have  left  the  Bush  now,  being  so  well  to  do,  and  batre  gone 
right  away  rocmd  to  Port  Middlebay  Harbour,  wheer  tbeer  's 
what  W9  call  a  town«" 

"  Mr.  Micawber  was  in  the  Bash  near  you?  *'  said  I. 

"Bless  you,  yes,"  sfdd  Mr.  Peggotty,  "and  turned  to  with 
a  will.  I  never  wish  to  meet  a  better  gen^man  for  feoming  to, 
with  a  will.  IVe  seen  that  theer  bald  head  of  hia,  a  per- 
spiring in  the  sun,  MasV  Davy,  'till  I  almost  thowt  it  would 
bare  melted  away.    And  now  he 's  a  Magistrate.'* 

•*  A  Magistrate,  eh?"  said  I. 

Mr.  Peggotty  pointed  to  a  certain  paragraph  in  tb«  news- 
paper, where  I  read  aloud  as  follows,  from  the  ''Port  Middle- 
bay  Times : 
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The  public  dinner  to  our  distingaished  fellow^-eolo- 
nist  and  townsman,  Wilkiks  Mioawber,  E8<)Uiies,  Port 
Middlebay  District  Magistrate,  came  off  yesterday  in  the  large 
room  of  the  Hotel ,  which  was  crowded  to  soffocatioii.  It  is 
estimated  that  not  fewer  than  forty-seven  persons  moat  have 
been  accommodated  with  dinner  at  one  tone,  exchistve  of 
the  company  in  the  passage  and  on  the  stain.  The  besnty, 
fashion,  and  ezdusiveness  of  Port  Middlebay,  flowed  to  do 
honour  to  one  so  deservedly  esteemed,  so  highly  talented, 
and  so  widely  popidar.  Doctor  Mell  (of  Coloiual  Salem- 
House  Grammar  School,  Port  Middlebay)  presided,  and  on 
his  right  sat  the  di^nguished  guest.  After  the  removal  fA 
the  cloth ,  and  the  singing  of  Non  Nobis  (beantifblly  executed, 
and  in  which  we  were  at  no  loss  to  distinguish  the  bell-iike 
notes  of  that  gifted  amateur,  Wilkiks  Micawbbb,  EsQcnsx, 
JuvnoB,)  the  usual  loyal  and  patriotic  toasts  were  severally 
given  and  rapturously  received.  Doctor  Mell,  in  a  speech 
replete  with  feeling,  t^en  proposed  'Our  distinguished  Gaest, 
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the  ornament  of  our  town.  May  be  never  leave  ns  but  to 
better  himself,  and  may  his  buccoss  among  us  be  such  as  to 
rendeirhia  bettering  himself  impossible!'  The  cheering  with 
which  the  toast  was  received  defies  description.  Again  and 
again  it  rose  and  fell,  like  the  waves  of  ocean.  ISi  length  all 
was  hushed,  and  Welkins  Migawbeb,  Esquire,  presented 
himself  to  return  thanks.  Far  be  it  from  us ,  in  the  present 
comparatively  imperfect  state  of  the  resources  of  our  estab- 
lishment, to  endeavour  to  follow  our  distinguished  towns- 
man through  the  smoothly-flowing  periods  of  his  polished  and 
highly-ornate  address!  Suffice  it  to  observe,  that  it  was  a 
masterpiece  of  eloquence,  and  that  those  passages  in  which 
he  more  particularly  traced  his  own  successful  career  to  its 
source,  and  warned  the  younger  portion  of  his  auditory  from 
the  shoals  of  ever  incurring  pecuniaty  liabilities  which  tbcy 
were  unable  to  liquidate ,  brought  a  tear  into  the  manliest  eye 
present.  The  remaining  toasts  were  Doctor  Mell;  Mrs. 
MiCAWBER  (who  gracefully  bowed  her  acknowledgments  from 
the  side-^door,  where  a  galaxy  of  beauty  was  elevated  on 
chairs,  at  once  to  witness  and  adorn  the  gratifying  scene); 
Mrs.  BXIH3BR  Begs  (late  Miss  Micawber) ;  Mrs«  Mell  ;  Wil- 
i^js^  Micawber,  Esquire,  Junior,  (jirbo  convulsed  the  as- 
sembly by  humorously  remarking  that  he  found  himself  unable 
to  return  thanks  in  a  speech,  but  would  do  so,  with  their 
permission,  in  a  song);  Mrs.  Micawbbr*s  Family  (well- 
knovni,  it  is  needless  to  remark,  in  the  mother-country),  &q, 
&c.  &c.  At  the  conclusion  of  the  proceedings  the  tables  were* 
cleared  as  if  by  art-magic  for  dancing.  Among  the  votaries 
of  Tbrpsichore  ,  who  disported  themselves  until  Sol  gave 
warning  for  departure,  Wilkins  Mieawber,  Esquire,  Junior, 
and  the  lovely  and  accomplished  Miss  Helena,  fourth  daughter 
of  Doctor  Mell,  were  particularly  remarkable." 

I  was  looking  back  to  the  name  of  Doctor  Mell,  pleased  to 


424 


have  discovered,  in  these  happier  circamstances,  Mr.  MeU, 
formerly  poor  pinched  asher  to  my  Middlesex  magistrate^ 
when  Mr.  Peggotty,  pointing  to  another  part  of  the  paper,  my 
eyes  rested  pn  my  own  name ,  and  I  read  thos :  — 

"TO  DAVID  COPPEFIELD,  ESQUDBLE, 

•*THE  ElflNEKT  AUTHOH. 

«<MtDbabSir, 

''Years  have  elapsed,  since  I  had  an  opportnnxty 
of  ocularly  perusing  the  lineaments,  now  familiar  to  the  imagi- 
nations of  a  considerable  portion  of  the  civilised  world. 

*'But,  my  dear  Sir,  though  estranged  (by  the  force  of 
circumstances  over  which  I  have  had  no  control)  from  the 
personal  society  of  the  friend  and  companion  of  my  youth,  I 
have  not  been  unmindful  of  his  soaring  (light.  Nor  have  I 
been  debarred. 

Though  seas  between  os  braid  ba*  roared , 

(Burns)  from  participating  in  the  intellectual  feasts  he  has 
spread  before  us. 

'*I  cannot,  therefore,  allow  of  the  departure  from  this 
place  of  an  individual  whom  we  mutually  respect  and  esteem, 
without,  my  dear  Sir,  taking  this  public  opportunity  of 
thanking  you,  on  my  own  behalf,  and,  I  may  undertake 
to  add,  on  that  of  the  whole  of  the  Inhabitants  of  Poi< 
Middlebay,  for  the  gratification  of  which  you  are  the  mi- 
nistering agent. 

''Go  on,  my  dear  Sir!  You  are  not  unknown  here,  yon 
are  not  unappreciated.  Though  'remote,*  we  are  neither 
'  unfriended,'  'melancholy,*  nor  (I  may  add)  'slow.'  Go  on, 
my  dear  Sir,  in  your  Eagle  course!  The  Inhabitants  of  Port 
Middlebay  may  at  least  aspire  to  watch  it,  with  delight,  with 
entertainment,  with  instruction) 
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''Among  the  eyes  elevated  towards  you  from  this  portion 
of  the  globe ,  will  ever  be  found,  while  it  has  light  and  life, 
^  "The 

"Eye 

Appertaining  to  ^ 

WiLKINS  MiCAWBER, 

"Magistrate/ 


I  found  on  glancing  at  the  remaining  contents  of  the  news- 
paper, that  Mr.  Micawber  was  a  diligent  and  esteemed  cor- 
respondent of  that  Journal.  There  was  another  letter  from 
hiin  in  the  same  paper,  touching  a  bridge;  there  was  an  ad- 
vertisement of  a  collection  of  similar  letters  by  him,  to  be 
ehortly  republished,  in  a  neat  voluiae,  "with  considerable 
additions;  *'  and,  unless  I  am  very  much  mistaken,  the  Leading 
Article  was  his  also. 

We  talked  much  of  Mr.  Micawber,  on  many  other  evenings 
while  Mr.  Peggotty  remained  with  us.  He  lived  with  us 
during  the  whole  term  of  his  stay,  —  which ,  I  think ,  was 
something  less  than  a  month  —  and  his  sister  and  my  aunt 
came  to  London  to  see  him.  Agnes  and  I  parted  from  him 
aboardship  when  he  sailed ,  and  we  shall  never  part  from  him 
more,  on  earth. 

But  before  he  lefl,  he  went  with  me  to  Yarmouth ,  to  see  a 
little  tablet  I  had  put  up  in  the  churchyard  to  the  memory  of 
Ham.  While  I  was  copying  the  plain  inscription  for  him  at 
his  request,  I  saw  him  stoop,  and  gather  a  tuft  of  grass  from 
the  grave,  and  a  little  earth. 

"ForEm'ly,*'  he  said,  as  he  put  it  in  his  breast.  "I  pro- 
mised, Mas'rDavy." 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 

9 

i 

A  last  relrospeeu  * 

And  now  |^y  written  story  ends.  I  look  back,  once  more— 
for  the  last  time  —  before  I  close  these  leaves. 

I  see  myself,  with  Agnes  at  my  side,  joameying  along  the 
road  of  life.  I  see  oar  children  and  our  friends  around  os, 
ami  I  hear  the  roar  of  many  TOtces,  not  indifferent  to  mass  1 
travel  on. 

What  faces  are  the  most  distinct  to  me  in  the  fleeting 
crowd?  Lo,  these;  all  turning  to  me  ad  ask  my  thoughts  the 
question  I 

Here  is  my  aunt.  In  stronger  spectacles,  aa  old  wonuui 
of  fourscore  years  and  more,  but  upright  yet,  and  a  stesdj 
walker  of  six  miles  at  a  stretch  in  winter  weather. 

Always  with  her,  here  comes  Peggotty,  my  good  old  mine, 
likewise  in  spectacles,  accustomed  to  do  needlework  at  n%ht 
very  close  to  the  lamp,  but  never  sitting  down  to  it  witfaoatt 
bit  of  wax  candle,  a  yard  measure  in  a  little  house,  and  a  work- 
box  with  a  picture  of  St.  Paul's  upon  the  lid. 

The  cheeks  and  arms  of  Peggotty,  so  hard  and  red  io  my 
childish  days,  when  I  wondered  why  the  birds  didn't  peckher 
in  preference  to  apples,  are  shrivelled  now^  and  her  eyes, 
that  used  to  darken  their  whole  neighbourhood  in  htf  fiice, 
are  fainter  (though  they  glitter  still) ;  but  her  rough  forefinger, 
which  I  once  associated  with  a  pocket  nutmeg-grater,  is  jost 
the  same,  and  when  I  see  my  least  child  catching  at  it  as  it 
totters  from  my  aunt  to  her,  I  think  of  o«r  little  parlour  at 
home,  when  I  could  scarcely  walk.  My  aunt's  old  disappoiat- 
ment  is  set  right,  now.  She  is  godmother  to  a  real  living 
Betsey  Trotwood;  and  Dora  (the  next  in  order)  says  she 
spoils  her. 
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Theje  is  something  bulky  in  Peggotty's  pocket.  It  is  no- 
thing smaller  than  the  Crocodile-Book,  Tvhich  is  in  rather  a 
[lapidated  condition  by  this  time,  with  dirers  of  the  leaves 
Torn  and  stitched  across,  but  which  Peggotty  exhibits  to  the 
children  as  a  precious  relic.  I  find  it  very  curious  A  see  my  own 
infant  face  looking  up  at  me  from  the  Crocodile  stories,  and>to 
be  reminded  by  it  of  my  old  acquaintance  Brooks  of  Sheffield. 

Among  my  boys,  this  summer  holiday  time,  I  see  an  old 
man  making  giant  kites,  and  gazing  at  them  in  the  air,  with  a 
delight  for  which  there  are  no  words.  He  greets  me  rap- 
turously, and  whispers,  with  many  nods  and  winks, "  Trotwood, 
you  will  be  glad  to  hear  that  I  shall  finish  the  Memorial  when  I 
haye  nothing  else  to  do ,  and  that  your  aunt 's  the  most  extra- 
ordinary woman  in  the  world ,  Sir  1  *' 

Who  is  this  bent  lady,  supporting  herself  by  a  stick ,  and 
^Xshowing  me  a  countenance  in  which  there  are  some  traces  of 
;old  pride  and  beauty,  feebly  contending  with  a  querulous,  im- 
k>ecne,  fretful  wandering  of  the  mind?  She  is  in  a  garden; 
4^d  near  her  stands  a  sharp,  dark,  withered  woman,  with  a 
iwhite  scar  on  her  lip.  Let  me  hear  what  they  say. 
.;    "Bosa,  I  have  forgotten  this  gentleman's  name." 

Rosa  bends  over  her,  and  calls  to  her,  **Mr.  Copperfield.*' 

"I  am  glad  to  see  yon ,  Sir.  I  am  sorr}'  to  observe  you  are 
in  mourning.    I  hope  Time  will  be  good  to  you  I " 

Her  impatient  attendant  scolds  her,  tells  her  I  am  not  in 
J    mourning,  bids  her  look  again,  tries  to  rou^  her. 

*' You  have  seen  my  son.  Sir,"  says  the  elder  lady.    '^  Are 
f     you  reconciled?" 

^ '  Looking  fixedly  at  me ,  she  puts  her  hand  to  her  forehead, 
and  moans.  Suddenly,  she  cries,  in  a  terrible  voice,  '*Rosa, 
eome  to  me.  He  is  dead  I"  Rosa,  kneeling  at  her  feet,  by 
turns  caresses  her,  and  quarrels  with  her;  now  fiercely  telling 
ker ,  "  I  luved  him  better  than  you  ever  did  I "  —  now  sootbin*' 


